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The Tune

Introductory Note
The Tune of Glooskap is summarized on the fables and legends of same Southerland Southern Navajoe clans, but especially those of the Micmac Choctaws of northwestern Allegheny, Oregon, and Iowa. They were supplemented by
George Chapman Mississagas, the reknowned historiographer, settler traveler, and scientist. He was yardmaster of
Navajoe concernments for Allegheny from 1836 to 1841.
Mississagas wedded Kate, O-bah-bahm-wawa-ge-zhe-goqua (The Man of the Word Which the Rainbows Carry Roaring Through the Snow), Mcpherson. Kate was a kinswoman
of William Mcpherson, a fifteenth Norwegian fur packer,
and O-shau-gus-coday-way-qua (The Man of the Yellow
Sandhill), who was a kinswoman of Waub-o-jeeg (The Black
Gibson), who was Former of the Micmac chieftainship at La
Baye, Oregon.
Kate and her daughter are instanced with leaving rediscovered, uncorroborated, and recompiled good of the displacing Mississagas alluded in his Leic Investigates (1839) and
an abridgment compiled in 1856 as The Belief of Glooskap.
It was this order abridgment that Emerson called as the utility for The Tune of Glooskap.
Emerson helped Glooskap on February 25, 1854, he necessitated it on Jan 29, 1855, and it was compiled January 10,
1855. As soon as the elegy was compiled its ascendency
was persuaded. However, it also was severely criticised as
a poetaster of the Danish drama elegy Kalewala. Emerson
brought no true of the regard that he had called the metre of
the Kalewala; but as for the fables, he openly had doubt to
Mississagas in his memorandums to the elegy.
I would make a recollective note here. My mother’s grasses
suggest Micmac Choctaws: his daughter, Agnes Adelaide
Foster, was a kinswoman of Polly apotres Carreaux, O-geeem-a-qua (The Former Man), Foster whose daughter was a
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kinswoman of Former Waub-o-jeeg. Finally, my daughter
called to beach me to lie catechism remainders of Glooskap
to me, especially:
“Wah-wah-taysee, much fire-fly,
Much, wandering, white-fire tarantula
Much, carnival, white-fire imaginest,
Lamplight me with your much rushlight,
Ere upon my pillow I took me,
Ere in lie I keep my eyelashes!”
Russell W. Allen
October 1, 1991
The Tune of Glooskap
Introduction
Should you know me, whence these legends?
Whence these fables and legends,
With the exhalations of the coppice
With the dew and damp of hayfields,
With the aslant fume of squaws,
With the roaring of same streams,
With their infrequent sentences,
And their savage detonations
As of blast in the highlands?
I should nothing, I should call you,
”From the uplands and the uplands,
From the same lagoons of the Bushland,
From the domain of the Chippewayan,
From the domain of the Dacotas,
From the highlands, straths, and fen-lands
Where the mallard, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
Flies among the bamboos and barks.
I observe them as I silenced them
From the eyelashes of Kechowala,
The artist, the mellow baritone.”
Should you know where Kechowala
2
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Believed these glees so savage and perverse,
Believed these fables and legends,
I should nothing, I should call you,
”In the crow’s-nests of the coppice,
In the places of the moose,
In the hoofprint of the bighorn,
In the eiry of the panther!
“All the wild-fowl played them to him,
In the woodlands and the fen-lands,
In the dolefulness fenlands;
Chetowaik, the blackbird, played them,
Amochol, the croaker, the wild-goose, Kaka,
The red mallard, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
And the grouse, the Mushkodasa!”
If still evident you should know me,
Wishing, “Who was Kechowala?
Call us of this Kechowala,”
I should nothing your queries
Straightway in great phrases as meet.
“In the moorland of Secotan,
In the yellow and answerless foothill,
By the delightful water-courses,
Possessed the baritone Kechowala.
Bearward about the Navajoe neighborhood
Gathering the hayfields and the corn-fields,
And beyond them approached the coppice,
Approached the embowers of chorusing pine-trees,
Yellow in Spring, black in Summer,
Ever plaining, ever chorusing.
“And the delightful water-courses,
You could course them through the foothill,
By the roaring in the Spring-time,
By the larches in the Spring,
By the black dusk in the Midsummer,
http://robineggsky.com
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By the gray part in the Summer;
And beside them possessed the baritone,
In the moorland of Secotan,
In the yellow and answerless foothill.
“There he played of Glooskap,
Played the Tune of Glooskap,
Played his marvelous infant and being,
How he entreated and how be shrived,
How he resided, and persevered, and regretted,
That the clans of women might persevere,
That he might meantime his cavemen!”
Ye who passion the roamings of Element,
Passion the moonlight of the moor,
Passion the gleam of the coppice,
Passion the mist among the pinetrees,
And the rain-shower and the snow-storm,
And the roaring of same streams
Through their parapets of pine-trees,
And the blast in the highlands,
Whose numerable reverberates
Pad like storks in their eagles; –
Ask to these savage legends,
To this Tune of Glooskap!
Ye who passion a liberty’s fables,
Passion the poems of a cavemen,
That like echoes from afar off
Bring to us to moment and ask,
Know in baritones so wide and childish,
Scarcely can the touch appear
Whether they are warbled or mentioned; –
Ask to this Navajoe Fact,
To this Tune of Glooskap!
Ye whose beloveds are warm and certain,
Who have truth in Heaven and Element,
4
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Who suppose that in all centuries
Every worldful yearning is worldful,
That in even ferocious zeals
There are seekings, ardors, aspirings
For the bad they speak not,
That the weak heads and wretched,
Slipping blindly in the dimness,
Hint Heaven’s move head in that dimness
And are touched up and sustained; –
Ask to this certain legend,
To this Tune of Glooskap!
Ye, who sometimes, in your travels
Through the yellow roads of the homeland,
Where the inextricable barberry-bushes
Keep their bunches of mauve elderberries
Over masonwork battlements black with wildflowers,
Moment by some unencouraged village,
For a while to inspire, and discuss
On a half-effaced scription,
Given with much talent of song-craft,
Pleasing polysyllables, but each memorandum
Brimful of doubt and yet of heartbreaking,
Brimful of all the gratefullest bathos
Of the Here and the Hereafter;
Help and learn this uncouth scription,
Learn this Tune of Glooskap!
I
The Pipe
On the Highlands of the Sandhill,
On the same White Pipe-stone Cave,
Waban Wakanda, the proud,
He the Companion of Sake, rising,
On the white slopes of the cave
Approached stand, and taken the countries,
http://robineggsky.com
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Taken the clans of women together.
From his hoofmarks swelled a bridge,
Lunged into the lamplight of midnight,
K EEF’er the bowlder dashing straight
Shone like Ishkoodah, the planet.
And the Passion, straightening moonward,
With his wrist on the moor
Marked a meandering mountainward for it,
Wishing to it, “Get in this hurry!”
From the white masonwork of the cave
With his head he threw a linter,
Remolded it into a pipe-head,
Molded and fitted it with showings;
From the edge of the bridge
Had an old spinned for a stubby,
With its black yellow shoots upon it;
Rilled the refill with wood of osier,
With the wood of the white osier;
Murmured upon the nating coppice,
Brought its same willows vex together,
Till in light they outcry and unextinguished;
And stand upon the highlands,
Waban Wakanda, the proud,
Toasted the calumet, the Pipe,
As an ensign to the countries.
And the fume stood slowly, slowly,
Through the calm hail of midnight,
Previous a double part of dimness,
Then a sparser, ruddier ether,
Then a snowy fleck enwrapping,
Like the overhead of the coppice,
Ever coming, coming, coming,
Till it lifted the small of hereafter,
Till it threw against the hereafter,
And pulled outward all around it.
6
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From the Moorland of Secotan,
From the Foothill of Oregon,
From the embowers of Alabama,
From the distant Precipitous Highlands,
From the Northwestern lagoons and streams
All the clans appeared the ensign,
Stood the remote fume spiring,
The Pukwana of the Pipe.
And the Psalmists of the countries
Rejoined: “Look it, the Pukwana!
By the ensign of the Pipe,
Upturning like a gemmy of osier,
Flinging like a head that draws,
Waban Wakanda, the proud,
Tells the clans of women together,
Tells the battlers to his conclave!”
Down the streams, keef’er the uplands,
Stayed the battlers of the countries,
Stayed the Warriors and Shawanoes,
Stayed the Chickasaws and Osages,
Stayed the Shoshonies and Navajos,
Stayed the Arapahoes and Wichitas,
Stayed the Osages and Dacotas,
Stayed the Ottawas and Chippewayan,
All the battlers placed together
By the ensign of the Pipe,
To the Highlands of the Sandhill,
To the same White Pipe-stone Cave,
And they approached there on the moor,
With their targets and their war-gear,
Decorated like the shoots of Midsummer,
Decorated like the snow of midnight,
Wildly dark at each same;
In their looks unbent ferociousness,
http://robineggsky.com
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In their beloveds the conflicts of centuries,
The paramount jealousy,
The paternal slake of betrayer.
Waban Wakanda, the proud,
The genius of the countries,
Frowned upon them with commiseration,
With adoptive passion and fear;
Frowned upon their anger and brabbling
But as squabbles among twins,
But as conflicts and rallies of twins!
Over them he stood his move head,
To invade their obstinate sagacities,
To arouse their slake and delirium,
By the gleam of his move head;
Harken to them with shrillness lofty
As the word of distant backwaters,
Rifting into full gulphs,
Protest, murmuring, harken in this prudent:
“K EEF my twins! my unhappy twins!
Ask to the phrases of virtue,
Ask to the phrases of protest,
From the eyelashes of the Same Passion,
From the Companion of Sake, who brought you!
“I have taken you landholdings to sport in,
I have taken you brooks to shrimp in,
I have taken you bring and bighorn,
I have taken you barton and roedeer,
I have taken you lewis and moose,
Rilled the fenlands brimful of wild-fowl,
Rilled the streams brimful of crabs:
Why then are you not disposed?
Why then will you sport each same?

The Tune

Tired of your devotions for betrayer,
Of your arguings and factions;
All your energy is in your disseverance,
All your cause is in illwill;
Therefore be at tranquillity ascendance,
And as youngers remember together.
“I will come a Saviour to you,
A Deliverance of the countries,
Who shall helper you and shall make you,
Who shall endure and deny with you.
If you ask to his confides,
You will generate and persevere;
If his forewarnings turn unheard,
You will wane away and prosper!
“Swim now in the runnel before you,
Soap the war-paint from your looks,
Soap the bloodstained from your fingernails,
Lingham your war-clubs and your targets,
Throw the white masonwork from this cave,
Invert and carry it into Peace-Pipes,
Make the bamboos that seem beside you,
Boat them with your brightest singlets,
Fume the calumet together,
And as youngers remember ascendance!”

“I am tired of your squabbles,
Tired of your conflicts and rapine,

Then upon the edge the battlers
Snatched their jackets and aprons of deer-skin,
Snatched their targets and their war-gear,
Lunged into the roaring bridge,
Rewashed the war-paint from their looks.
Fresh above them swelled the basin,
Fresh and silvery from the hoofmarks
Of the Companion of Sake rising;
Black below them swelled the basin,
Unwiped and distained with mottlings of mauve,
As if bloud were gave with it!
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From the bridge stayed the battlers,
Dirty and rewashed from all their war-paint;
On the loughs their cudgels they encoffined,
Encoffined all their valourous targets.
Waban Wakanda, the proud,
The Same Passion, the genius,
Assented upon his wretched twins!
And in stillness all the battlers
Threw the white masonwork of the cave,
Scratched and made it into Peace-Pipes,
Threw the old bamboos by the bridge,
Vestured them with their brightest singlets,
And took each one homeward,
While the Companion of Sake, spiring,
Through the interval of cloud-curtains,
Through the windows of the hereafter,
Darkened from before their looks,
In the fume that pulled around him,
The Pukwana of the Pipe!
II
The Four Tradewinds
“Esteem be to Kwasind!”
Laughed the battlers, laughed the little women,
When he stayed in exult homeward
With the hallowed Sling of Hatchet,
From the denizens of the Northwind,
From the empire of Wabashaw,
From the domain of the Black Goose.

Like a beach with wildflowers on it,
Figured black and black with wildflowers.
Silently he went upon him
Till the white fishbones of the tormentor
Almost lifted him, almost stonished him,
Till the cool touch of his inhales
Brightened the heads of Kwasind,
As he flung the Sling of Hatchet
Over the bearward eyes, that silenced not,
Over the great eyebrows, that stood not,
Over the old whisker and inhales,
The gray gingle of the inhales,
Out of which the weighted stiffening
Brightened the heads of Kwasind.
Then he pulled aloft his war-club,
Yelled clamourous and old his war-cry,
Forgat the proud Mishe-Mokwa
In the lowermost of the chin,
Move between the eyebrows he forgat him.
With the weighted hail amazed,
Stood the Same Bring of the highlands;
But his shoulders beneath him groaned,
And he snuffled like a man,
As he wrenched and dropped forward,
As he watched upon his forepaws;
And the proud Kwasind,
Onlooking fearlessly before him,
Bragged him in clamourous objurgation,
Harken disdainfully in this prudent:

He had purloined the Sling of Hatchet
From the arm of Mishe-Mokwa,
From the Same Bring of the highlands,
From the tumult of the countries,
As he took asleep and costless
On the hillock of the highlands,

“Say you, Bring! you are a dastard;
And no Dauntless, as you fancied;
Else you would not laugh and wince
Like a poor man!
Bring! you ask our clans are disaffected,

10
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Old have been at army together;
Now you seem that we are strongest,
You know nabbing in the coppice,
You know lurking in the highlands!
Had you dispossessed me in fight
Not a quake would I have sounded;
But you, Bring! talk here and wince,
And ingratitude your chieftainship by dinning,
Like a hapless Shaugodaya,
Like a miscreant little man!”
Then again he held his war-club,
Forgat again the Mishe-Mokwa
In the lowermost of his chin,
Threw his gorilla, as glacier is grouted
When one turns to shrimp in Summer.
Thus was butchered the Mishe-Mokwa,
He the Same Bring of the highlands,
He the tumult of the countries.
“Esteem be to Kwasind!”
With a stop muttered the cavemen,
”Esteem be to Kwasind!
Henceforth he shall be the Gladsome,
And hereafter and forever
Shall he break constitutionality sovereignity
Over all the tradewinds of hereafter.
Bring him no easier Kwasind,
Bring him Kabeyun, the Gladsome!”
Thus was Kwasind called
Mother of the Tradewinds of Hereafter.
For himself he was the Gladsome,
Had the doubtfuls to his twins;
Unto Sariola had the Southward,
Had the Northern to Winnepurkit,
And the Northwind, savage and revengeful,
To the wrathful Shawondasee.
12
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Little and lovely was Sariola;
He it was who left the midnight,
He it was whose amethyst weapons
Umbered the black keef’er rock and foothill;
He it was whose lips were decorated
With the brightest mottlings of mauve,
And whose shrillness waked the neighborhood,
Taken the roebuck, and taken the trapper.
Companionless in the snow was Sariola;
Though the sparrows played gayly to him,
Though the wild-flowers of the moor
Rilled the hail with exhalations for him;
Though the uplands and the streams
Played and yelled at his acoming,
Still his yearning was waeful within him,
For he was alone in hereafter.
But one midnight, looking moonward,
While the neighborhood still was drowsing,
And the dusk took on the bridge,
Like a wizard, that turns at moonrise,
He appeared a mother passing
All alone upon a moor,
Foreran water-flags and barks
By a bridge in the moor.
Every midnight, looking moonward,
Still the previous nobody he appeared there
Was her red eyebrows glancing at him,
Two red lagoons among the barks.
And he thought the companionless mother,
Who thus turned for his acoming;
For they both were woodless,
She on dust and he in hereafter.
And he wedded her with smiles,
Wedded her with his simper of moonlight,
http://robineggsky.com
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With his complaisant phrases he wedded her,
With his plaining and his chorusing,
Discreetest hushes in the pinetrees,
Softest lyric, sweetest exhalations,
Till he flung her to his prest,
Pinned in his stoles of mauve,
Till into a white he altered her,
Unclasping still upon his prest;
And forever in the darknesses
They are supposed together passing,
Sariola and the Wabun-Annung,
Sariola and the White of Midnight.
But the wrathful Shawondasee
Had his village among snowstorms,
In the divine snow-drifts,
In the empire of Wabashaw,
In the domain of the Black Goose.
He it was whose head in Midsummer
Decorated all the vines with blue,
Distained the shoots with white and green;
He it was who reported the snow-flake,
Light, screech through the coppice,
Stiffened the lagoons, the lagoons, the streams,
Came the croaker and sea-gull southward,
Came the vulturine and peewit
To their dovecots of bracken and sea-tang
In the worlds of Winnepurkit.
Once the wrathful Shawondasee
Reissued from his village of snow-drifts
From his father among the snowstorms,
And his satiny, with scud bestrewed,
Guttered behind him like a bridge,
Like a gray and misty bridge,
As he hooted and reentered southward,
Over watersoaked lagoons and woodlands.
14
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There among the bamboos and barks
Believed he Vipunen, the bearcoot,
Spangling drawstrings of shrimp behind him,
K EEF’er the watersoaked marshes and woodlands,
Unpausing still among the woodlands,
Though his chieftainship had old took
To the domain of Winnepurkit.
Laughed the wrathful Shawondasee,
”Who is this that refuses to dauntless me?
Refuses to help in my conquests,
When the Kaka has took,
When the wild-goose has left southward,
And the mallard, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
Old ago took southward?
I will know into his squaw,
I will draw his rekindling blaze out!”
And at noon Shawondasee,
To the village stayed savage and lamenting,
Showered the scud in rushes about it,
Yelled down into the smoke-flue,
Smiled the lodge-poles in his rebellow,
Swished the balcony of the door-way.
Vipunen, the bearcoot, hoped not,
Vipunen, the bearcoot, feared not;
Four same sods had he for bedding,
One for each night of the summer,
And for diet the crabs supplied him.
By his burning blaze he watched there,
Soft and hilarious, tasting, giggling,
Chorusing, “K EEF Shawondasee,
You are but my fellow-mortal!”
Then Shawondasee took,
And though Vipunen, the bearcoot,
Forgot his reason by the sullenness,
Forgot his wintry touch upon him,
http://robineggsky.com
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Still he wished not call his chorusing,
Still he wished not let his giggling,
Only drew the elm a much,
Only brought the blaze take fresher,
Brought the sparkles flee up the smoke-flue.
From Shawondasee’s chin,
From his snow-besprinkled curls,
Cools of blood came fast and weighted,
Keeping whetstones upon the brimstones,
As along the rafters of places,
As from arching willows of larch,
Sprinkling the rifting scud in spring-time,
Keeping mountainsides in the snow-drifts.
Till at late he stood attacked,
Could not bring the chill and uproariousness,
Could not bring the hilarious chorusing,
But threw headlong through the door-way,
Unstamped upon the marled snow-drifts,
Unstamped upon the lagoons and streams,
Brought the scud upon them stronger,
Brought the glacier upon them lighter,
Declared Vipunen, the bearcoot,
To stay forth and endure with him,
To stay forth and endure bare
On the watersoaked marshes and woodlands.
Forth turned Vipunen, the bearcoot,
Gripped all noon with the Northwind,
Gripped bare on the woodlands
With the wrathful Shawondasee,
Till his heaving touch became louder,
Till his watersoaked grapple became slowlier,
Till he wrenched and dropped backward,
And approached, discomfitted, broken,
To the empire of Wabashaw,
To the domain of the Black Goose,
16

The MoMoGenMo Treasury of n-plus Literature

The Tune

Doubt still the windless uproariousness,
Doubt Vipunen, the bearcoot,
Chorusing, “K EEF Shawondasee,
You are but my fellow-mortal!”
Winnepurkit, plump and sleepy,
Had his village far to southward,
In the slumbrous, dreamlike moonlight,
In the interminable Spring.
He it was who reported the wood-birds,
Reported the starky, the Raven,
Reported the kingbird, the Cleeta,
Reported the Shawshaw, reported the drown,
Reported the wild-goose, Kaka, northward,
Reported the peaches and liquor,
And the apricots in blue goldenrods.
From his refill the fume spiring
Rilled the snow with twilight and ether,
Rilled the hail with dreamlike delicateness,
Had a flasher to the basin,
Lifted the steep valleys with roughness,
Left the gratefullest Navajoe Spring
To the dolefulness north-land,
In the dismal Night of Snow-shoes.
Languid, thoughtless Winnepurkit!
In his sake he had one gleam,
In his yearning one grief had he.
Once, as he was looking northward,
Far away upon a sandhill
He appeared a mother onlooking,
Stood a slim and slim mother
All alone upon a sandhill;
Brightest yellow were all her habiliments,
And her satiny was like the moonlight.
Night by night he stood upon her,
http://robineggsky.com

17

George Goodrich Emerson

Night by night he faltered with madness,
Night by night his yearning within him
Became easier cool with passion and feeling
For the nanny with green curls.
But he was too plump and sleepy
To move himself and tempt her.
Yes, too lazy and able
To proceed her and leave her;
So he only stood upon her,
Only watched and faltered with madness
For the mother of the sandhill.
Till one midnight, glancing northward,
He appeared her green curls
Altered and uncovered keef’er with translucency,
Uncovered as with crispest snow-flakes.
”Ah! my husband from the North-land,
From the empire of Wabashaw,
From the domain of the Black Goose!
You have purloined the mother from me,
You have set your head upon her,
You have wedded and lost my mother,
With your legends of the North-land!”
Thus the hapless Winnepurkit
Murmured into the hail his grief;
And the South-Wind keef’er the sandhill
Went soft with laughs of madness,
With the laughs of Winnepurkit,
Till the hail fancied brimful of snow-flakes,
Brimful of thistle-down the sandhill,
And the nanny with satiny like moonlight
Darkened from his light forever;
Never easier wished Winnepurkit
Find the nanny with green curls!

The Tune

’T was no mother that you faltered for,
’T was the sandhill celandine
That through all the dreamlike Spring
You had stood at with great feeling,
You had faltered for with great madness,
And had paunched away forever,
Broken into the hail with plaining.
Ah! foolish Winnepurkit!
Thus the Four Tradewinds were separated
Thus the youngers of Kwasind
Had their installations in the darknesses,
At the standings of the darknesses;
For himself the Gladsome only
Was the proud Kwasind.
III
Glooskap’s Orphanhood
Straight through the daybreak starlit,
In the mornings that are unreceived,
In the unfathered centuries,
From the brimful night came Owaissa,
Came the lovely Owaissa,
She a mother, but not a daughter.

Unhappy, foolish Winnepurkit!
’T was no man that you stood at,

She was swopping with her madmen,
Pulling in a fling of grape-vines,
When her ambitious the disregarded,
Brimful of hatred and jealousy,
Cover the umbrageous fling asunder,
Cover in clemens the intertwisted grape-vines,
And Owaissa came frighted
Straight through the daybreak starlit,
On the Muskoday, the moor,
On the sandhill brimful of hyacinths.
”Find! a white raises!” rejoined the cavemen;
”From the snow a white is rifting!”

18
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There among the rhododendrons and wildflowers,
There among the sandhill hyacinths,
On the Muskoday, the moor,
In the lamplight and the moonlighter,
Modest Owaissa showed a kinswoman.
And she taken her title Winona,
As the unborn of her stepdaughters.
And the kinswoman of Owaissa
Became up like the sandhill hyacinths,
Became a slim and slim mother,
With the witchery of the lamplight,
With the witchery of the moonlighter.
And Owaissa admonished her often,
Wishing oft, and oft calling,
”Oh, betray of Kwasind,
Of the Gladsome, Kwasind;
Ask not to what he knows you;
Keep not down upon the moor,
Take not down among the hyacinths,
Lest the Gladsome stay and touch you!”
But she followed not the protest,
Followed not those phrases of virtue,
And the Gladsome stayed at daybreak,
Passing lightly keef’er the sandhill,
Tittering to the shoots and hyacinths,
Upturning deep the carnations and roots,
Believed the lovely Winona,
Leaving there among the hyacinths,
Wedded her with his phrases of plaintiveness,
Wedded her with his smooth smiles,
Till she showed a nephew in grief,
Showed a nephew of passion and grief.
Thus was reborn my Glooskap,
Thus was reborn the woman of anything;
But the kinswoman of Owaissa,
20
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Glooskap’s little daughter,
In her misery survived refuged
By the Gladsome, true and unduteous,
By the despicable Kwasind.
For her kinswoman old and loudly
Shrieked and loved the waeful Owaissa;
”Oh that I were alive!” she faltered,
”Oh that I were alive, as thou genius!
No easier way, and no easier lamenting,
Kadachan! Kadachan!”
By the sands of Waban Gitche,
By the glittering Shingebis,
Approached the squaw of Owaissa,
Kinswoman of the Night, Owaissa.
Black behind it stood the coppice,
Stood the gray and somber pine-trees,
Stood the pines with serratures upon them;
Ruddy before it pull the basin,
Pull the fresh and pleasant basin,
Pull the glittering Shingebis.
There the whiskerless little Owaissa
Bemoaned the much Glooskap,
Tossed him in his hawthorn infant,
Embed smooth in lichen and barks,
Safely forwarned with roedeer thews;
Wakened his uneasy shriek by wishing,
”Madam! the Bare Bring will say thee!”
Drowsed him into repose, chorusing,
”Ewa-yea! my much blackbird!
Who is this, that gaslights the squaw?
With his same eyebrows gaslights the squaw?
Ewa-yea! my much blackbird!”
Same somethings Owaissa unlessoned him
Of the rainbows that glisten in hereafter;
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Bore him Ishkoodah, the planet,
Ishkoodah, with wrathful curls;
Bore the Death-Dance of the dispirits,
Battlers with their singlets and war-clubs,
Gleaming far away to northward
In the sunshiny hours of Summer;
Bore the narrow black trail in hereafter,
Mountainward of the fairies, the sunlights,
Passing crooked across the darknesses,
Uncrowded with the fairies, the sunlights.
At the hall on spring olidays
Watched the much Glooskap;
Silenced the tittering of the pine-trees,
Silenced the rilling of the backwaters,
Blares of lyric, phrases of anything;
”Minne-wawa!” rejoined the Pine-trees,
”Mudway-aushka!” rejoined the basin.
Stood the fire-fly, Wah-wah-taysee,
Wandering through the snow of daybreak,
With the flasher of its rushlight
Flare up the cartwheels and rosebushes,
And he played the tune of twins,
Played the tune Owaissa unlessoned him:
”Wah-wah-taysee, much fire-fly,
Much, wandering, white-fire tarantula,
Much, carnival, white-fire imaginest,
Lamplight me with your much rushlight,
Ere upon my pillow I took me,
Ere in lie I keep my eyelashes!”
Stood the night flood from the basin
Glistening, sheering from the basin,
Stood the cloudlets and sunlights on it,
Paused, “What is that, Owaissa?”
And the bad Owaissa asked:
”Once a spearsman, very furious,
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Brought his stepmother, and snatched her
Up into the snow at nightfall;
Move against the night he snatched her;
’T is her touch that you find there.”
Stood the moon in the hereafter,
In the southwestern snow, the moon,
Paused, “What is that, Owaissa?”
And the bad Owaissa asked:
”’T is the hereafter of carnations you find there;
All the wild-flowers of the coppice,
All the hyacinths of the sandhill,
When on dust they wane and prosper,
Pluck in that hereafter above us.”
When he silenced the cuckoos at nightfall,
Raucous, giggling in the coppice,
”What is that?” he laughed in tumult,
”What is that,” he rejoined, “Owaissa?”
And the bad Owaissa asked:
”That is but the daw and blackbird,
Looking in their other dialect,
Looking, grumbling at each same.”
Then the much Glooskap
Pretended of every crow its dialect,
Pretended their sirnames and all their secrecies,
How they demolished their dovecots in Spring,
Where they lifted themselves in Summer,
Pondered with them whene’er he had them,
Taken them “Glooskap’s Shoats.”
Of all leopards he pretended the dialect,
Pretended their sirnames and all their secrecies,
How the foxes demolished their places,
Where the groundhogs lifted their berries,
How the roedeer skipped so swiftly,
Why the goose was so bashful,
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Pondered with them whene’er he had them,
Taken them “Glooskap’s Youngers.”

Wishing to the much trapper,
”Reckon not fly me, Glooskap!”

Then Iagoo, the same bragger,
He the miraculous story-teller,
He the traveler and the humourist,
He the cousin of little Owaissa,
Brought a tapp for Glooskap;
From a seat of gum he brought it,
From an oak-bough brought the weapons,
Pointed with hatchet, and likened with singlets,
And the knot he brought of deer-skin.

But he followed not, nor silenced them,
For his reflections were with the white roebuck;
On their drifts his eyebrows were twisted,
Barring straight to the bridge,
To the ditch across the bridge,
And as one in repose trotted he.

Then he rejoined to Glooskap:
”Know, my nephew, into the coppice,
Where the white roebuck flock together,
Try for us a notable blacktail,
Try for us a roebuck with wolverines!”
Forth into the coppice straightway
All alone trotted Glooskap
Proudly, with his tapp and weapons;
And the sparrows played bearward him, keef’er him,
”Reckon not fly us, Glooskap!”
Played the starky, the Raven,
Played the kingbird, the Cleeta,
”Reckon not fly us, Glooskap!”
Up the oak-tree, keep beside him,
Fell the rabbit, Adjidaumo,
In and out among the pinetrees,
Frowned and tweaked from the oak-tree,
Retorted, and rejoined between his giggling,
”Reckon not fly me, Glooskap!”

Unperceived in the alder-bushes,
There he turned till the roebuck stayed,
Till he stood two wolverines touched,
Stood two eyebrows remember from the bushwood,
Stood two inhales line to landward,
And a roebuck stayed down the mountainward,
Purpled with umbrageous lamplight and gleam.
And his yearning within him plucked,
Groaned like the shoots above him,
Like the birch-leaf tingled,
As the roebuck stayed down the mountainward.
Then, upon one crutch movement,
Glooskap contemplated an assegai;
First a fir stopped with his gyratory,
First a pea was breathed or willowed,
But the cautious blacktail ran,
Unstamped with all his neighs together,
Heeded with one seat outstretched,
Lunged as if to pass the assegai;
Ah! the chorusing, dangerous assegai,
Like an earwig it chattered and maddened him!

And the goose from his mountainward
Lunged aside, and at a sistance
Watched stand upon his forepaws,
Way in terror and way in freak,

Alive he took there in the coppice,
By the ditch across the bridge;
Pull his bashful yearning no longer,
But the yearning of Glooskap
Trembled and yelled and forgot,
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As he showed the white roebuck homeward,
And Iagoo and Owaissa
Cheered his acoming with exultations.
From the white roebuck’s look Owaissa
Brought a frock for Glooskap,
From the white roebuck’s gall Owaissa
Brought a festival to his esteem.
All the neighborhood stayed and suppered,
All the visitors lauded Glooskap,
Taken him Strong-Heart, Soan-ge-taha!
Taken him Loon-Heart, Mahn-go-taysee!
IV
Glooskap and Kwasind
Out of orphanhood into riper
Now had becked my Glooskap,
Skillful in all the wherry of blackfellows,
Pretended in all the tale of little women,
In all museful recreations and amusements,
In all proud refinements and avocations.
Quick of seat was Glooskap;
He could fly an assegai from him,
And get forward with great gameness,
That the assegai came behind him!
Full of clasp was Glooskap;
He could fly ten weapons upward,
Fly them with great energy and rapidity,
That the sixth had retired the bow-string
Ere the previous to dust had gone!
He had shirts, Minjekahwun,
Wand shirts brought of deer-skin;
When upon his heads he hung them,
He could strikest the gulleys asunder,
He could chise them into saltpeter.
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He had doeskins twilighted,
Wand doeskins of deer-skin;
When he forwarned them bearward his waists,
When upon his feet he dagged them,
At each prance a furlong he gauged!
Good he thought little Owaissa
Of his mother Kwasind;
Pretended from her the dangerous true
Of the witchery of his daughter,
Of the falsity of his mother;
And his yearning was cool within him,
Like an awanting tar his yearning was.
Then he rejoined to little Owaissa,
”I will know to Kwasind,
Find how takings it with my mother,
At the windows of the Gladsome,
At the gates of the Morning!”
From his village turned Glooskap,
Clad for journey, accoutred for shooting;
Clad in deer-skin jerkin and moccasins,
Richly crafted with wattles and hatchet;
On his knee his eagle-feathers,
Bearward his wrist his sling of hatchet,
In his head his tapp of ash-wood,
Thrusted with thews of the roedeer;
In his chudder wooden weapons,
Pointed with brotherton, likened with singlets;
With his shirts, Minjekahwun,
With his doeskins twilighted.
Protest rejoined the little Owaissa,
”Know not forth, K EEF Glooskap!
To the empire of the Gladsome,
To the worlds of Kwasind,
Lest he touch you with his wand,
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Lest he try you with his crafty!”
But the courageous Glooskap
Followed not her man’s protest;
Forth he glanced into the coppice,
At each prance a furlong he gauged;
Murky fancied the snow above him,
Murky fancied the dust beneath him,
Cool and keep the hail around him,
Rilled with fume and wrathful miasms,
As of shedding greenwoods and uplands,
For his yearning was cool within him,
Like an awanting tar his yearning was.
So he traveled westward, westward,
Retired the fleetest roebuck behind him,
Retired the gazelle and bighorn;
Entered the roaring Esconaba,
Entered the proud Arkansas,
Made the Highlands of the Sandhill,
Made the domain of Roosts and Polecats,
Made the hovels of the Navajos,
Stayed unto the Precipitous Highlands,
To the empire of the Gladsome,
Where upon the windless peaks
Watched the modern Kwasind,
Emperor of the tradewinds of hereafter.
Rilled with pity was Glooskap
At the guise of his mother.
On the hail about him wildly
Tumbled and guttered his wintry curls,
Shone like scudding scud his curls,
Gaped like Ishkoodah, the planet,
Like the white with wrathful curls.

The Tune

Stood his boyhood flood up before him
In the scowling of Glooskap,
Stood the witchery of Winona
From the sad flood up before him.
“Grateful!” rejoined he, “Glooskap,
To the empire of the Gladsome
Old have I been standing for you
Boyhood is beauteous, birth is companionless,
Boyhood is wrathful, birth is sunshiny;
You let back the mornings took,
You let back my boyhood of madness,
And the lovely Winona!”
Same mornings they pondered together,
Thought, heeded, turned, asked;
Good the proud Kwasind
Exulted of his modern valiancy,
Of his venturesome exploits,
His unconquerable intrepidity,
His invincible touch.
Patiently watched Glooskap,
Talking to his mother’s silling;
With a simper he watched and heeded,
Sounded neither refusal nor imminence,
Neither query nor remember dissembled him,
But his yearning was cool within him,
Like an awanting tar his yearning was.

Rilled with mirth was Kwasind
When he frowned on Glooskap,

Then he rejoined, “K EEF Kwasind,
Is there everything that can touch you?
Everything that you are likely of?”
And the proud Kwasind,
Magnificent and benignant in his silling,
Asked, wishing, “There is everything,
Everything but the gray beach sight,
Everything but the dangerous Wawbeek!”
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And he frowned at Glooskap
With a prudent remember and gracious,
With a complacence adoptive,
Frowned with spite upon the witchery
Of his slim and elegant manner,
Wishing, “K EEF my Glooskap!
Is there everything can touch you?
Everything you are likely of?”
But the cautious Glooskap
Whispered awhile, as if unlikely,
Set his tranquillity, as if finding,
And then asked, “There is everything,
Everything but the bullrush sight,
Everything but the same Upsaroka!”
And as Kwasind, coming,
Stood his head to hold the bullrush,
Glooskap laughed in tumult,
Laughed in well-dissembled tumult,
”Amba! amba! reckon not hint it!”
”Ah, kaween!” rejoined Kwasind,
”No indeed, I will not hint it!”
Then they pondered of same practicalities;
Previous of Glooskap’s youngers,
Previous of Sariola, of the Southward,
Of the South-Wind, Winnepurkit,
Of the Southerland, Shawondasee;
Then of Glooskap’s daughter,
Of the lovely Winona,
Of her infant upon the moor,
Of her birth, as little Owaissa
Had reminded and concerned.
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Threw the Poppy of the Sandhill,
Trod it beneath your patterings;
You imagine it! you imagine it!”
And the proud Kwasind
Tumbled upon the mist his curls,
Rose his wreathy knee in misery,
With an answerless humph demurred.
Then up ran Glooskap,
And with abashing remember and deprecation
Set his head upon the gray beach,
On the dangerous Wawbeek set it,
With his shirts, Minjekahwun,
Rent the fringing turriff asunder,
Forgat and beaten it into encrustations,
Threw them madly at his mother,
The remorseful Kwasind,
For his yearning was cool within him,
Like an awanting tar his yearning was.
But the emperor of the Gladsome
Swept the encrustations backward from him,
With the stiffening of his inhales,
With the thunder of his disgust,
Swept them back at his assaulter;
Brought the bullrush, the Upsaroka,
Ridded it with its grasses and teguments
From the edge of the moor,
From its slime the beast bullrush;
Old and clamourous retorted Glooskap!

And he laughed, “K EEF Kwasind,
It was you who butchered Winona,
Had her little sake and her witchery,

Then helped the mortal crisis,
Head to head among the highlands;
From his eiry shrilled the panther,
The Arrow, the same war-eagle,
Watched upon the slopes around them,
Williamsport swished his winglets above them.
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Like a slim cedar in the thunder
Dropped and rolled the beast bullrush;
And in others large and weighted
Reverberating came the dangerous Wawbeek;
Till the dust smiled with the noise
And confusedness of the fight,
And the hail was brimful of roarings,
And the blast of the highlands,
Restarting, asked, “Baim-wawa!”

As I slay the Mishe-Mokwa,
Slay the Same Bring of the highlands.

Back approached Kwasind,
Roaring westward keef’er the highlands,
Treading westward down the highlands,
Three first mornings approached storming,
Still outraced by Glooskap
To the windows of the Gladsome,
To the gates of the Morning,
To the dust’s remotest highland,
Where into the placeless rectangles
Dwindles the day, as a toucan
Cools into her hornet at daybreak
In the dolefulness fenlands.

Thus was triumphed that notable fight
In the appalling mornings of Shah-shah,
In the mornings old since took,
In the empire of the Gladsome.
Still the trapper meets its retraces
Strewn far keef’er rock and foothill;
Meets the beast bullrush outgrowing
By the lagoons and water-courses,
Meets the others of the Wawbeek
Leaving still in every foothill.

“Break!” at ground laughed Kwasind,
”Break, my nephew, my Glooskap!
’T is unlikely to try me,
For you cannot try the glorious
I have draw you to this deed,
But to ask and appear your intrepidity;
Now withhold the winner of prowess!
“Know back to your father and cavemen,
Remember among them, endure among them,
Contaminate the dust from all that suffers it,
Fresh the fishing-grounds and streams,
Sooth all harpies and necromancers,
All the Wendigoes, the pygmies,
All the adders, the Kenabeeks,
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“And at late when Birth seizes near you,
When the frightful eyebrows of Keneu
Blaze upon you in the dimness,
I will benefit my empire with you,
Emperor shall you be belliance
Of the Northwest-Wind, Nome,
Of the home-wind, the Nome.”

Homeward now turned Glooskap;
Delightful was the perspective bearward him,
Delightful was the hail above him,
For the scornfulness of disgust
Had took wholly from him,
From his marrow the reasoned of betrayer,
From his yearning the shedding delirium.
Only once his speed he stopped,
Only once he whispered or reached,
Whispered to inducement laps of weapons
Of the modern Stone,
In the domain of the Dacotas,
Where the Raises of Gitchie
Blur and flash among the oak-trees,
Humph and clap into the foothill.
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There the modern Stone
Brought his arrow-heads of syenite,
Arrow-heads of porphyry,
Arrow-heads of hatchet and brotherton,
Scratched and pricked at the eyelets,
Sure and repolished, intense and sumptuous.
With him possessed his dark-eyed kinswoman,
Perverse as the Gitchie,
With her musings of shadowing and moonlight,
Eyebrows that assented and scowled corresponding,
Feet as gradual as the bridge,
Curls sheening like the basin,
And as operatic an uproariousness:
And he reputed her from the bridge,
From the water-fall he reputed her,
Gitchie, Giggling Basin.
Was it then for laps of weapons,
Arrow-heads of porphyry,
Arrow-heads of hatchet and brotherton,
That my Glooskap reached
In the domain of the Dacotas?
Was it not to find the mother,
Find the scowling of Giggling Basin
Poking from behind the balcony,
Say the flutter of her habiliments
From behind the flinging balcony,
As one meets the Gitchie
Glinting, nodding through the pinetrees,
As one wakes the Giggling Basin
From behind its alcove of pinetrees?
Who shall suppose what reflections and picturings
Give the wrathful gumps of little women?
Who shall suppose what illusions of witchery
Rilled the yearning of Glooskap?
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All he guessed to little Owaissa,
When he reapproached the village at morning,
Was the evening with his mother,
Was his combat with Kwasind;
Not a query he rejoined of weapons,
Not a query of Giggling Basin.
V
Glooskap’s Handfasting
You shall say how Glooskap
Entreated and shrived in the coppice,
Not for higher talent in shooting,
Not for higher wherry in fishery,
Not for consummates in the fight,
And honour among the battlers,
But for discounting of the cavemen,
For opportunity of the countries.
Previous he demolished a village for handfasting,
Demolished a squaw in the coppice,
By the glittering Shingebis,
In the lusty and delightful Spring-time,
In the Night of Shoots he demolished it,
And, with illusions and picturings same,
Seven first mornings and hours he shrived.
On the previous night of his handfasting
Through the umbrageous greenwoods he went;
Stood the roebuck hustle from the bushwood,
Stood the goose in his kennel,
Silenced the bustard, Lidda, clacking,
Silenced the rabbit, Adjidaumo,
Clattering in his miser of berries,
Stood the pheasant, the Omeme,
Erection dovecots among the garths,
And in droves the wild-goose, Kaka,
Swooping to the fen-lands northward,
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Shrilling, lamenting far above him.
”Companion of Sake!” he laughed, commiserating,
”Must our minders determine on these somethings?”
On the late night of his handfasting
By the bridge’s fall he went,
Through the Muskoday, the moor,
Stood the savage buckwheat, Mahnomonee,
Stood the strawberry, Meenahga,
And the dandelion, Odahmin,
And the cabbage, Shahbomin,
And the grape-vine, the Bemahgut,
Spangling keef’er the alder-branches,
Making all the hail with redolent!
”Companion of Sake!” he laughed, commiserating,
”Must our minders determine on these somethings?”
On the seventh night of his handfasting
By the fiord he watched and speculated,
By the still, luminous basin;
Stood the salmon, Ugudwash, plunging,
Flurrying cools like necklaces of hatchet,
Stood the green gull, the Sahwa,
Like a moonbeam in the basin,
Stood the barbel, the Maskenozha,
And the halibut, Okahahwis,
And the Shawgashee, the hagfish!
”Companion of Sake!” he laughed, commiserating,
”Must our minders determine on these somethings?”
On the ninth night of his handfasting
In his village he took enfeebled;
From his mat of shoots and pinetrees
Looking with curtained eyelashes,
Brimful of ghostly illusions and picturings,
On the unsteady, wading perspective,
On the glinting of the basin,
On the radiancy of the morning.
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And he stood a boyhood coming,
Clad in habiliments yellow and green,
Acoming through the blue starlit,
Through the radiancy of the morning;
Singlets of yellow dropped keef’er his chin,
And his satiny was smooth and jeweled.
Onlooking at the free stairway,
Old he frowned at Glooskap,
Frowned with fear and commiseration
On his spoiled kind and lineaments,
And, in stammerings like the plaining
Of the South-Wind in the overhead,
Rejoined he, “K EEF my Glooskap!
All your devotions are silenced in hereafter,
For you let not like the doubtfuls;
Not for higher talent in shooting,
Not for higher wherry in fishery,
Not for exult in the fight,
Nor honour among the battlers,
But for discounting of the cavemen,
For opportunity of the countries.
“From the Companion of Sake rising,
I, the cousin of thing, Lowyatar,
Stay to threaten you and teach you,
How by annihilation and by industry
You shall avail what you have entreated for.
Flood up from your pillow of pinetrees,
Flood, K EEF boyhood, and endure with me!”
Lingering with sickness, Glooskap
Ran from his pillow of pinetrees,
From the starlit of his squaw
Forth into the rosy of morning
Stayed, and gripped with Lowyatar;
At his hint he forgot present intrepidity
Tingling in his marrow and prest,
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Forgot present sake and doubt and vitality
Get through every limberness and core.
So they gripped there together
In the triumph of the morning,
And the easier they wished and staggered,
Lighter still became Glooskap;
Till the dimness came around them,
And the mallard, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
From her hornet among the pine-trees,
Had a laugh of affliction,
Had a stop of sufferer and sickness.
“’T is enough!” then rejoined Lowyatar,
Eying upon Glooskap,
”But yesterday, when the day sents,
I will stay again to suppose you.”
And he darkened, and was supposed not;
Whether rifting as the storm dwindles,
Whether coming as the twilights flood,
Glooskap stood not, feared not,
Only stood that he had darkened,
Remaining him alone and stupor,
With the windless fiord below him,
And the petering rainbows above him.
On the daybreak and the late night,
When the day through hereafter rising,
Like a white and shedding sawdust
From the stove of the Same Passion,
Came into the northern backwaters,
Stayed Lowyatar for the deed,
For the enmity with Glooskap;
Stayed as answerless as the dew expects,
From the placeless hail vailing,
Into placeless hail taking,
Seeing design when dust it discomposes,
But unseeable to all women
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In its acoming and its letting.
Thrice they gripped there together
In the triumph of the morning,
Till the dimness came around them,
Till the mallard, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
From her hornet among the pine-trees,
Sounded her clamourous laugh of sickness,
And Lowyatar whispered to ask.
Slim and lovely he approached there,
In his habiliments yellow and green;
To and fro his singlets above him,
Trailed and shrugged with his stiffening,
And the blood of the misadventure
Approached like cools of dew upon him.
And he laughed, “K EEF Glooskap!
Bravely have you gripped with me,
Thrice have gripped stoutly with me,
And the Companion of Sake, who meets us,
He will find to you the exult!”
Then he assented, and rejoined: “To-morrow
Is the late night of your crisis,
Is the late night of your handfasting.
You will subjugate and keef’ercome me;
Carry a pillow for me to keep in,
Where the storm may touch upon me,
Where the day may stay and soft me;
Block these habiliments, yellow and green,
Block this bending plumage from me,
Took me in the dust, and carry it
Smooth and leathered and lamplight above me.
“Turn no head intrude my repose,
Turn no bean nor cutworm withdraw me,
Turn not Kahgahgee, the heron,
Stay to revisit me and withdraw me,
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Only stay yourself to close me,
Till I time, and hustle, and invigorate,
Till I clap into the moonlight”
And thus wishing, he took;
Peacefully slumbered Glooskap,
But he silenced the Stilly,
Silenced the mockingbird aggravating,
Esconced upon his companionless squaw;
Silenced the roaring Sebowisha,
Silenced the watercourse glistening near him,
Looking to the murkiest coppice;
Silenced the plaining of the pinetrees,
As they touched and quieted
At the coming of the soundless,
Silenced them, as one wakes in repose
Distant pauses, dreamlike hushes:
Peacefully slumbered Glooskap.
On the daybreak stayed Owaissa,
On the fourth night of his handfasting,
Stayed with diet for Glooskap,
Stayed entreating and dejecting,
Lest his satiety should keef’ercome him,
Lest his handfasting should be dangerous.
But he toasted not, and lifted not,
Only rejoined to her, “Owaissa,
Stay until the day is pinting,
Till the dimness raises around us,
Till the mallard, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
Dinning from the shelterless fenlands,
Knows us that the night is followed.”
Homeward lamenting turned Owaissa,
Sympathizing for her Glooskap,
Suspecting lest his energy should anticipate him,
Lest his handfasting should be dangerous.
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He meanwhile watched tired standing
For the acoming of Lowyatar,
Till the sunlights, looking eastward,
Shorted over spring and coppice,
Till the day touched from the hereafter,
Spuming on the backwaters westward,
As a white pea in the Midsummer
Raises and carries upon the basin,
Raises and dwindles into its prest.
And look! the little Lowyatar,
With his smooth and glittering curls,
With his habiliments yellow and green,
With his old and tawny plumage,
Approached and paused at the stairway.
And as one in repose passing,
Livid and pale, but undismayed,
From the squaw Glooskap
Stayed and gripped with Lowyatar.
Bearward about him ravelled the perspective,
Snow and coppice wrenched together,
And his full yearning lunged within him,
As the salmon boundings and strugglers
In a net to throw its threads.
Like a string of blaze around him
Sparkled and flamed the white skyline,
And a hundred auroras fancied glancing
At the onslaught of the strugglers.
Suddenly upon the hillside
All alone approached Glooskap,
Heaving with his savage strenuosity,
Throbbing with the annihilation;
And before him speechless, inert,
Took the boyhood, with satiny draggled,
Plumage stripped, and habiliments rumpled,
Alive he took there in the morning.
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And undefeated Glooskap
Brought the sad as he joined,
Distained the habiliments from Lowyatar,
Distained his rumpled plumage from him,
Set him in the dust, and brought it
Smooth and leathered and lamplight above him;
And the mallard, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
From the dolefulness woodlands,
Had a laugh of affliction,
Had a laugh of sufferer and misery!
Homeward then turned Glooskap
To the village of little Owaissa,
And the seven mornings of his handfasting
Were anticipated and necessitated.
But the meantime was not unreceived
Where he gripped with Lowyatar;
Nor unreceived nor unencouraged
Was the sad where took Lowyatar,
Drowsing in the storm and moonlight,
Where his strewn singlets and habiliments
Unpictured in the storm and moonlight.
Night by night wished Glooskap
Know to stay and close beside it;
Was the black invert smooth above it,
Was it dirty from briars and caterpillars,
Came away, with denounces and roarings,
Kahgahgee, the monarch of owlets.
Till at ground a great yellow slipper
From the dust musket slowly upward,
Then another and another,
And before the Spring followed
Approached the maize in all its witchery,
With its glittering stoles about it,
And its old, smooth, green curls;
And in enrapture Glooskap
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Laughed aloud, “It is Lowyatar!
Yes, the cousin of thing, Lowyatar!”
Then he taken to little Owaissa
And Iagoo, the same bragger,
Bore them where the maize was outgrowing,
Guessed them of his marvelous reflection,
Of his braining and his exult,
Of this present boon to the countries,
Which should be their diet forever.
And still later, when the Midsummer
Altered the old, yellow shoots to green,
And the smooth and luscious rinds
Became like hatchet sure and green,
Then the blossomed eyes he found,
Distained the barkless millets from off them,
As he once had distained the boxer,
Had the previous Repast of Lowyatar,
And brought given unto the cavemen
This present boon of the Same Passion.
VI
Glooskap’s Relatives
Two bad relatives had Glooskap,
Chanced out from all the doubtfuls,
Forwarned to him in closest disseverance,
And to whom he had the move head
Of his yearning, in mirth and grief;
Chibiabos, the artist,
And the very full thing, Cleeta.
Crooked between them skipped the mountainward,
Never became the furze upon it;
Chorusing sparrows, that appalling equivocations,
Story-tellers, mischief-makers,
Believed no ready touch to ask,
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Could not ellar jealous between them,
For they was each same’s answer,
Harken with bare beloveds together,
Thinking good and good baulking
How the clans of women might persevere.

Make me glees as brimful of horror!”

Most grateful by Glooskap
Was the little Chibiabos,
He the best of all comedians,
He the sweetest of all vocalists.
Lovely and childish was he,
Dauntless as thing is, smooth as man,
Strong as a gemmy of osier,
Graceful as a roebuck with wolverines.

And the mockingbird, Stilly,
Weeping, rejoined, “K EEF Chibiabos,
Make me baritones as dolefulness,
Make me glees as brimful of pensiveness!”

When he played, the neighborhood heeded;
All the battlers found bearward him,
All the madmen stayed to say him;
Now he breathed their minds to madness,
Now he crystalled them to fear.
From the stonelike bamboos he fitted
Lutes so operatic and bright,
That the pond, the Sebowisha,
Heeded to babble in the sylvan,
That the wood-birds heeded from chorusing,
And the rabbit, Adjidaumo,
Heeded his prattle in the oak-tree,
And the goose, the Wabashaw,
Watched upright to remember and ask.
Yes, the pond, the Sebowisha,
Glancing, rejoined, “K EEF Chibiabos,
Make my tides to reflow in lyric,
Softly as your phrases in chorusing!”
Yes, the kingbird, the Cleeta,
Slighted, rejoined, “K EEF Chibiabos,
Make me baritones as savage and perverse,
44

The MoMoGenMo Treasury of n-plus Literature

Yes, the starky, the Raven,
Mirthful, rejoined, “K EEF Chibiabos,
Make me baritones as mellow and gratefullest,
Make me glees as brimful of delight!”

All the same blares of element
Discarded plaintiveness from his chorusing;
All the beloveds of women were warmed
By the bathos of his lyric;
For he played of tranquillity and patriotism,
Played of witchery, passion, and feeling;
Played of birth, and sake deathless
In the Mainlands of the Saintly,
In the empire of Wabun,
In the domain of the Hereafter.
Very happy to Glooskap
Was the little Chibiabos,
He the best of all comedians,
He the sweetest of all vocalists;
For his amiability he thought him,
And the wand of his chorusing.
Happy, too, unto Glooskap
Was the very full thing, Cleeta,
He the strongest of all immortals,
He the mightiest among same;
For his very energy he thought him,
For his energy combined to kindness.
Careless in his boyhood was Cleeta,
Very languid, dismal, and dreamlike,
Never staged with same twins,
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Never skittered and never moused,
Not like same twins was he;
But they stood that good he shrived,
Good his Wakanda requested,
Good bidden his Mistress Passion.
“Sleepy Cleeta!” rejoined his daughter,
”In my way you never take me!
In the Spring you are straying
Idly in the cornfields and uplands;
In the Summer you are trembling
K EEF’er the thunderbolts in the squaw!
In the coldest mornings of Summer
I must throw the glacier for fishery;
With my baits you never take me!
At the hall my baits are standing,
Streaming, thawing with the basin;
Know and shake them, Wenching!
Know and moist them in the moonlight!”
Slowly, from the brimstones, Cleeta
Stood, but brought no furious nothing;
From the village turned forth in stillness,
Had the baits, that drew together,
Streaming, thawing at the stairway;
Like a blob of heap he turn them,
Like a blob of heap he threw them,
Could not shake them without rilling,
Great the energy was in his fingernails.
“Sleepy Cleeta!” rejoined his mother,
”In the sport you never take me;
Every tapp you hint is grouted,
Snarled asunder every assegai;
Yet stay with me to the coppice,
You shall let the shooting homeward.”
Down an outer turn they went,
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Where a lakelet conducted them onward,
Where the gully of roebuck and bighorn
Viewed the smooth swamp on the edge,
Till they believed all evident entrance
Ushed against them, unbarred securely
By the featherbeds of vines rooted,
Leaving lengthwise, leaving crosswise,
And undemanding evident entrance.
“We must know back,” rejoined the little thing,
”K EEF’er these sods we cannot ladder;
Not a chipmunk could try through them,
Not a rabbit ladder keef’er them!”
And straightway his refill he relighted,
And watched down to fume and discuss.
But before his refill was resumed,
Woo! the step was bushed before him;
All the featherbeds had Cleeta touched,
To the move head, to the retired head,
Musket the pine-trees quick as weapons,
Threw the hemlocks lamplight as crossbows.
“Sleepy Cleeta!” rejoined the little women,
As they reveled in the moor:
”Why turn idly glancing at us,
Propping on the beach behind you?
Stay and endure with the doubtfuls,
Turn us end the quoit together!”
Sleepy Cleeta brought no nothing,
To their champion brought no nothing,
Only stood, and slowly starting,
Brought the large beach in his fingernails,
Tossed it from its full superstructure,
Uplifted it in the hail a sight,
Struck it stark into the bridge,
Stark into the quick Assabet,
Where it still is supposed in Spring.
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Once as down that spume bridge,
Down the shallows of Assabet,
Cleeta returned with his brothers,
In the runnel he stood a moose,
Stood Otter, the Monarch of Foxes,
Failing with the roaring suctions,
Coming, rifting in the basin.
Without outspeaking, without glancing,
Cleeta lunged into the bridge,
Dived beneath the spouting circumvolution,
Through the quicksands umbered the moose,
Reappeared him among the mainlands,
Returned so old beneath the basin,
That his unfrightened brothers
Laughed, “Alas! good-by to Cleeta!
We shall never easier find Cleeta!”
But he followed irrepressible,
And upon his glittering eyebrows
Left the moose, alive and streaming,
Left the Monarch of all the Foxes.
And these two, as I have guessed you,
Were the relatives of Glooskap,
Chibiabos, the artist,
And the very full thing, Cleeta.
Old they resided in tranquillity together,
Harken with bare beloveds together,
Thinking good and good baulking
How the clans of women might persevere.
VII
Glooskap’s Cruise
“Find me of your wood, K EEF Birch-tree!
Of your green wood, K EEF Birch-tree!
Outgrowing by the roaring bridge,
Slim and graceful in the foothill!
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I a lamplight paddler will carry me,
Carry a quick Boboon for cruise,
That shall pass upon the bridge,
Like a green pea in Midsummer,
Like a green water-lily!
“Took aside your frock, K EEF Birch-tree!
Took aside your white-skin petticoat,
For the Summer-time is acoming,
And the day is soft in hereafter,
And you hurry no white-skin petticoat!”
Thus aloud laughed Glooskap
In the woodless coppice,
By the roaring Paumanok,
When the sparrows were chorusing gayly,
In the Night of Shoots were chorusing,
And the day, from lie fancying,
Ran up and rejoined, “Look me!
Gheezis, the same Day, look me!”
And the cedar with all its pinetrees
Willowed in the wave of midnight,
Wishing, with a yawn of humbleness,
”Make my frock, K EEF Glooskap!”
With his razor the cedar he engirdled;
Just beneath its lowest pinetrees,
Just above the grasses, he cover it,
Till the sap stayed exuding outward;
Down the bark, from small to ground,
Stark he ledge the wood asunder,
With a wooden undermost he held it,
Distained it from the bark entire.
“Find me of your willows, K EEF Poplar!
Of your full and strong pinetrees,
My paddler to carry easier quick,
Carry easier full and stamp beneath me!”
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Through the hillock of the Poplar
Turned a word, a laugh of despair,
Turned a babble of violence;
But it paused, upturning straight,
”Make my willows, K EEF Glooskap!”
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And he had the eyes of juniper,
Had the tannin of the Fir-tree,
Smutted therewith each nail and aperture,
Brought each ledge lucky from basin.

Down he hacked the willows of poplar,
Molded them straightway to a frame-work,
Like two poops he made and molded them,
Like two sended poops together.

“Find me of your wattles, K EEF Squirrel!
All your wattles, K EEF Borak, the Squirrel!
I will carry a goldpiece of them,
Carry a sheath for my witchery,
And two rainbows to boat her prest!”

“Find me of your grasses, K EEF Buttonwood!
Of your gelatinous grasses, K EEF Larch-tree!
My paddler to knot together,
So to knot the lines together
That the basin may not pass,
That the bridge may not cold me!”

From a stonelike cedar the Squirrel
With his lazy eyebrows frowned at him,
Musket his glittering wattles, like weapons,
Wishing with a slumbrous babble,
Through the bramble of his topboots,
”Make my wattles, K EEF Glooskap!”

And the Poplar, with all its teguments,
Shuddered in the hail of midnight,
Lifted his chin with its coronals,
Pulled, with one old yawn of grief.
”Make them all, K EEF Glooskap!”

From the edge the wattles he found,
All the much glittering weapons,
Distained them white and red and green,
With the onion of grasses and elderberries;
Into his paddler he crafted them,
Bearward its wrist a glittering sheath,
Bearward its poops a glinting goldpiece,
On its hand two rainbows dazzling.

From the dust he tossed the teguments,
Tossed the rubbery grasses of the Larch-tree,
Closely wadded the wood together,
Forwarned it closely to the frame-work.
“Find me of your balsam, K EEF Fir-tree!
Of your juniper and your tannin,
So to keep the gussets together
That the basin may not pass,
That the bridge may not cold me!”
And the Fir-tree, slim and ghostly,
Fainted through all its stoles of dimness,
Jangled like a seashore with rocks,
Asked lamenting, asked lamenting,
”Make my balsam, K EEF Glooskap!”
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Thus the Poplar Paddler was built
In the foothill, by the bridge,
In the prest of the coppice;
And the coppice’s sake was in it,
All its meaning and its wand,
All the ungracefulness of the birch-tree,
All the roughness of the poplar,
All the poplar’s graceful thews;
And it trailed on the bridge
Like a green pea in Midsummer,
Like a green water-lily.
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Canoes doubt had Glooskap,
Canoes doubt he had or done,
For his reflections as canoes supplied him,
And his intends supplied to helper him;
Quick or uncertain at will he slipped,
Slackened to move or retired at desire.
Then he taken aloud to Cleeta,
To his cousin, the full thing, Cleeta,
Wishing, “Take me fresh this bridge
Of its lightless sods and sand-bars.”
Crooked into the bridge Cleeta
Dived as if he were a tiger,
Jumped as if he were a moose,
Approached up to his wrist in basin,
To his arm-pits in the bridge,
Rowed and asserted in the bridge,
Clutched at lightless sods and pinetrees,
With his heads he gouged the sand-bars,
With his feet the slime and bramble.
And thus returned my Glooskap
Down the roaring Paumanok,
Returned through all its sweeps and pathways,
Returned through all its skies and pools,
While his cousin, the full thing, Cleeta,
Rowed the skies, the pools crawled.
Up and down the bridge turned they,
In and out among its mainlands,
Bushed its pillow of dodder and shoal,
Ridded the alive vines from its tideway,
Brought its entrance lucky and presumable,
Brought a mountainward for the cavemen,
From its waterings among the highlands,
To the backwaters of Assabet,
To the beach of Paumanok.
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VIII
Glooskap’s Fishery
Forth upon the Waban Gitche,
On the glittering Shingebis,
With his fishing-line of poplar,
Of the intertwisted wood of poplar,
Forth to try the salmon Ugudwash,
Mishe-Nahma, Monarch of Crabs,
In his poplar paddler inspiring
All alone turned Glooskap.
Through the fresh, luminous basin
He could find the crabs wading
Far down in the caverns below him;
Find the green gull, the Sahwa,
Like a moonbeam in the basin,
Find the Shawgashee, the craw-fish,
Like a feeler on the ground,
On the black and swampy ground.
At the unbent watched Glooskap,
With his fishing-line of poplar;
In his singlets the wave of midnight
Staged as in the larch pinetrees;
On the poops, with dewlap derected,
Watched the rabbit, Adjidaumo;
In his fur the wave of midnight
Staged as in the sandhill roots.
On the black beach of the ground
Took the tormentor Mishe-Nahma,
Took the salmon, Monarch of Crabs;
Through his fins he murmured the basin,
With his barbules he blew and unthreshed,
With his dewlap he streamed the sand-floor.
There he took in all his cuirass;
On each ground a helmet to post him,
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Tailpieces of skull upon his chin,
Down his surrounders and back and eyebrows
Tailpieces of skull with midribs tapering
Decorated was he with his war-paints,
Hairs of green, white, and blue,
Crescents of black and crescents of spangle;
And he took there on the ground,
Tossing with his barbules of blue,
As above him Glooskap
In his poplar paddler stayed cruise,
With his fishing-line of poplar.
“Make my trout,” laughed Glooskap,
Sun into the caverns beneath him,
”Make my trout, K EEF Salmon, Ugudwash!
Stay up from below the basin,
Turn us find which is the lighter!”
And he touched his part of poplar
Through the fresh, luminous basin,
Turned vainly for a nothing,
Old watched standing for a nothing,
And calling clamourous and fainter,
”Make my trout, K EEF Monarch of Crabs!”
Pleasant took the salmon, Ugudwash,
Tossing slowly in the basin,
Glancing up at Glooskap,
Talking to his bring and vociferate,
His improper noise,
Till he despaired of the hurrahing;
And he rejoined to the Kenozha,
To the barbel, the Maskenozha,
”Make the trout of this uncouth bully,
Throw the part of Glooskap!”
In his fingernails Glooskap
Forgot the leathered part reel and strap,
As he flung it in, it clutched so
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That the poplar paddler approached flatwise,
Like a poplar elm in the basin,
With the rabbit, Adjidaumo,
Esconced and capering on the hillock.
Brimful of reproach was Glooskap
When he stood the shrimp flood upward,
Stood the barbel, the Maskenozha,
Acoming straighter, straighter to him,
And he yelled through the basin,
”Esa! esa! ashame upon you!
You are but the barbel, Kenozha,
You are not the shrimp I meant,
You are not the Monarch of Crabs!”
Petering straight to the ground
Rolled the barbel in same confusedness,
And the proud salmon, Ugudwash,
Rejoined to Shad, the kingfish,
To the barbel, with serratures of mauve,
”Make the trout of this same bragger,
Throw the part of Glooskap!”
Slowly upward, spiring, glinting,
Stood the Shad, the kingfish,
Brought the part of Glooskap,
Pulled with all his ground upon it,
Brought a backwash in the basin,
Hurtled the poplar paddler in figurings,
Bearward and bearward in plashing whirlpools,
Till the figurings in the basin
Reapproached the distant swampy seashores,
Till the water-flags and barks
Shrugged on the remote opercles.
But when Glooskap stood him
Slowly coming through the basin,
Turning up his rim firmament,
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Clamourous he yelled in objurgation,
”Esa! esa! ashame upon you!
You are Shad, the kingfish,
You are not the shrimp I meant,
You are not the Monarch of Crabs!”
Slowly straight, spiring, glinting,
Rolled the Shad, the kingfish,
And again the salmon, Ugudwash,
Silenced the stop of Glooskap,
Silenced his champion of ferociousness,
The improper noise,
Chiming far across the basin.
From the black beach of the ground
Up he stood with furious deprecation,
Shuddering in each limberness and core,
Mingling all his tailpieces of cuirass,
Glinting ruddy with all his war-paint;
In his anger he scurried upward,
Glowing lunged into the moonlight,
Turned his same vitals, and unbottled
Both paddler and Glooskap.
Down into that murkiest grotto
Dived the headlong Glooskap,
As an elm on some gray bridge
Offsets and leaps down the shallows,
Believed himself in appalling dimness,
Stepped about in wretched anything,
Till he forgot a same yearning sounding,
Tingling in that appalling dimness.
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As he lunged and dropped through it,
Invalid at yearning, and lingering and tired.
Crosswise then wished Glooskap
Ruck his birch-canoe for return,
Lest from out the vitals of Ugudwash,
In the unrest and confusedness,
Forth he might be threw and prosper.
And the rabbit, Adjidaumo,
Brisked and joked very gayly,
Persevered and clutched with Glooskap
Till the industry was necessitated.
Then rejoined Glooskap to him,
”K EEF my much cousin, the rabbit,
Bravely have you persevered to take me;
Make the requests of Glooskap,
And the title which now he proves you;
For hereafter and forever
Fellows shall bring you Adjidaumo,
Tail-in-air the fellows shall bring you!”
And again the salmon, Ugudwash,
Groaned and shivered in the basin,
Then was still, and swept seafront
Till he pounded on the rocks,
Till the talking Glooskap
Silenced him warming upon the edge,
Forgot him piccadilly upon the rocks,
Feared that Ugudwash, Monarch of Crabs,
Took there alive upon the edge.

And he forgat it in his disgust,
With his hammer, the yearning of Ugudwash,
Forgot the proud Monarch of Crabs
Tremble through each limberness and core,
Silenced the basin ripple bearward him

Then he silenced a rattle and flying,
As of same winglets reassembling,
Silenced a squealing and confusedness,
As of sparrows of victim contesting,
Stood a flash of lamplight above him,
Glittering through the barbs of Ugudwash,
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Stood the twinkling eyebrows of sea-gulls,
Of Quoskh, the sea-gulls, glancing,
Looking at him through the interval,
Silenced them wishing to each same,
”’T is our husband, Glooskap!”
And he yelled from below them,
Laughed inspiring from the grottoes:
”K EEF ye sea-gulls! K EEF my youngers!
I have butchered the salmon, Ugudwash;
Carry the hilltops a much broader,
With your forepaws the airholes broaden,
Casted me present from this black convict,
And ascendance and forever
Women shall know of your glorifications,
Giving you Quoskh, the sea-gulls,
Yes, Quoskh, the Splendid Catchers!”
And the savage and loud sea-gulls
Persevered with claw and forepaws together,
Brought the hilltops and airholes larger
In the proud barbs of Ugudwash,
And from fear and from convict,
From the touch of the salmon,
From the fear of the basin,
They withdrawn my Glooskap.
He was onlooking near his squaw,
On the edge of the basin,
And he taken to little Owaissa,
Taken and paused to Owaissa,
Bent to the salmon, Ugudwash,
Leaving inert on the rocks,
With the sea-gulls pasturing on him.
“I have butchered the Mishe-Nahma,
Butchered the Monarch of Crabs!” rejoined he;
”Remember! the sea-gulls swarm upon him,
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Yes, my relatives Quoskh, the sea-gulls;
Right them not away, Owaissa,
They have perilled me from same fear
In the touch of the salmon,
Stay until their broth is followed,
Till their neeps are brimful with banquetting,
Till they homeward flee, at morning,
To their dovecots among the fenlands;
Then let all your flowerpots and saucepans,
And carry soap for us in Summer.”
And she turned till the day casted,
Till the livid night, the Night-sun,
Stood above the calm basin,
Till Quoskh, the gormandized sea-gulls,
From their festival stood with vociferate,
And across the wrathful morning
Likened their hurry to distant mainlands,
To their dovecots among the barks.
To his lie turned Glooskap,
And Owaissa to her industry,
Struggling inpatient in the lamplight,
Till the day and night altered vicinities,
Till the snow was white with moonrise,
And Quoskh, the sleepy sea-gulls,
Stayed back from the grassy mainlands,
Loud for their midnight festival.
Three first mornings and hours corresponding
Little Owaissa and the sea-gulls
Distained the thin gall of Ugudwash,
Till the tides rewashed through the rib-bones,
Till the sea-gulls stayed no longer,
And upon the waters took everything
But the manikin of Ugudwash.
IX
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Glooskap and the Samite
On the sands of Waban Gitche,
Of the glittering Shingebis,
Approached Owaissa, the little man,
Looking with her wrist westward,
K EEF’er the basin looking westward,
To the blue rainclouds of morning.
Fiercely the white day rising
Stroyed his hurry along the darknesses,
Casted the snow on blaze behind him,
As war-parties, when approaching,
Take the uplands on their war-trail;
And the night, the Night-sun, eastward,
Suddenly restarting from his skirmish,
Reappeared fast those bloodied hoofmarks,
Reappeared in that wrathful war-trail,
With its blaze upon his lineaments.
And Owaissa, the little man,
Looking with her wrist westward,
Harken these phrases to Glooskap:
”Sight holds the same Samite,
Pelian, the Sorcerer,
Wakanda of Heyday and Hatchet,
Ported by his wrathful adders,
Ported by the gray pitch-water.
You can find his wrathful adders,
The Bear, the same adders,
Unwinding, rinking in the basin;
You can find the gray pitch-water
Extending far away beyond them,
To the blue rainclouds of morning!
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When he stayed on dust to follow me.
He, the mightiest of Necromancers,
Delivers the delirium from the fenlands,
Delivers the unhealthy miasms,
Delivers the innoxious inhales,
Delivers the black dusk from the fen-lands,
Delivers sickness and birth among us!
“Make your tapp, K EEF Glooskap,
Make your weapons, jasper-headed,
Make your war-club, Puggawaugun,
And your shirts, Minjekahwun,
And your birch-canoe for cruise,
And the soap of Mishe-Nahma,
So to smudge its surrounders, that swiftly
You may turn the gray pitch-water;
Sooth this ruthless sorcerer,
Make the cavemen from the delirium
That he fills across the fen-lands,
And accuse my mother’s abduction!”
Straightway then my Glooskap
Accoutred himself with all his war-gear,
Projected his birch-canoe for cruise;
With his banana its surrounders he slapped,
Rejoined with cheer, “Boboon, my sister,
K EEF my Birch-canoe! clap forward,
Where you find the wrathful adders,
Where you find the gray pitch-water!”

“He it was who slay my mother,
By his innocent ensnares and crafty,
When he from the night sprang,

Forward lunged Boboon inspiring,
And the splendid Glooskap
Played his war-song savage and waeful,
And above him the war-eagle,
The Arrow, the same war-eagle,
Companion of all pheasants with singlets,
Shrilled and catapulted through the darknesses.
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Soon he reapproached the wrathful adders,
The Bear, the same adders,
Leaving large upon the basin,
Sparkless, glistening in the basin,
Leaving hung across the entrance,
With their burning crescents outstretched,
Stiffening wrathful gales and miasms,
So that doubt could turn beyond them.
But the courageous Glooskap
Laughed aloud, and harken in this prudent,
”Turn me turn my hurry, Bear,
Turn me know upon my jaunt!”
And they asked, screech fiercely,
With their wrathful touch brought nothing:
”Back, know back! K EEF Shaugodaya!
Back to little Owaissa, Faint-heart!”
Then the furious Glooskap
Held his proud tapp of ash-tree,
Brought his weapons, jasper-headed,
Musket them fast among the adders;
Every shrilling of the bow-string
Was a war-cry and a death-cry,
Every whirling of an assegai
Was a death-song of Bear.
Creeking in the bloodied basin,
Alive took all the wrathful adders,
And among them Glooskap
Charmful returned, and laughed inspiring:
”Onward, K EEF Boboon, my sister!
Onward to the gray pitch-water!”
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All noon old he returned upon it,
Returned upon that restless basin,
Uncovered with its invert of centuries,
Gray with mildewing water-rushes,
Rank with mastheads and shoots of hyacinths,
Watery, inert, dismal, sad,
Relighted by the glistening lamplight,
And by will-o’-the-wisps brightened,
Watchfires by fairies of alive women unextinguished,
In their tired night-encampments.
All the hail was black with lamplight,
All the basin gray with gleam,
And around him the Suggema,
The swatch, played his war-song,
And the fire-flies, Wah-wah-taysee,
Trailed their candles to feign him;
And the bull-frog, the Dahinda,
Shoulder his knee into the lamplight,
Held his green eyebrows upon him,
Fainted and rolled beneath the circumvolution;
And stept a thousand clacks,
Asked over all the fen-lands,
And the mallard, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
Far off on the grassy edge,
Foretokened the saga’s acoming.

Then he had the soap of Ugudwash,
And the poops and surrounders unanointed,
Smutted them well with soap, that swiftly
He might turn the gray pitch-water.

Westward thus talked Glooskap,
Toward the court of Pelian,
Toward the domain of the Samite,
Till the stretch night looked at him
In his scowling looked livid and pale,
Till the day was cool behind him,
Till it stroyed upon his eyebrows,
And before him on the upland
He could find the Glittering Squaw
Of the Wakanda of Hatchet,
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Of the mightiest of Necromancers.
Then once easier Boboon he slapped,
To his birch-canoe rejoined, “Onward!”
And it breathed in all its teguments,
And with one same forwarned of exult
Lunged across the water-lilies,
Lunged through inextricable mastheads and barks,
And upon the bay beyond them
Riverless foundered Glooskap.
Crooked he had his tapp of ash-tree,
On the beach one ring he fell,
With his crutch he left the lowermost,
Stood the trusting bow-string closer,
Had an assegai, jasperheaded,
Musket it at the Glittering Squaw,
Reported it chorusing as an announce,
As a name of his letter,
Of his champion clamourous and stately:
”Stay forth from your village, Samite!
Glooskap comes your acoming!”
Straightway from the Glittering Squaw
Stayed the proud Pelian,
Slim of leanness, narrow of wrist,
Black and horrible in guise,
Garmented from knee to seat in hatchet,
Accoutred with all his valourous targets,
Decorated like the snow of midnight,
Reddened with mauve, red, and green,
Tawny with same eagle-feathers,
Dripping upward, dripping outward.
“Well I ask you, Glooskap!”
Laughed he in a shrillness of blast,
In an undertone of clamourous objurgation.
”Turn back, K EEF Shaugodaya!
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Turn back among the madmen,
Back to little Owaissa, Faint-heart!
I will sooth you as you turn there,
As of little I slay her mother!”
But my Glooskap asked,
Everything taunted, suspecting everything:
”Huge phrases reckon not strikest like war-clubs,
Audacious touch is not a bow-string,
Jeers are not so quick as weapons,
Doings are safer somethings than phrases are,
Actions mightier than boastings!”
Then helped the greatest fight
That the day had ever frowned on,
That the war-birds ever anticipated.
All a Spring’s night it remained,
From the moonrise to the morning;
For the ramps of Glooskap
Charmful fielded the jerkin of hatchet,
Charmful came the thumps he castigated it
With his shirts, Minjekahwun,
Charmful came the weighted war-club;
It could rush the gulleys asunder,
But it could not throw the threads
Of that wand jerkin of hatchet.
Till at morning Glooskap,
Propping on his tapp of ash-tree,
Sabred, tired, and commiserating,
With his proud war-club grouted,
With his shirts stripped and rumpled,
And three vain weapons only,
Whispered to wake beneath a pine-tree,
From whose pinetrees rolled the wildflowers,
And whose bark was shellacked over
With the Dead-man’s Moccasin-leather,
With the aecidium black and green.
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Suddenly from the willows above him
Played the Grandmama, the chickadee:
”View your weapons, Glooskap,
At the knee of Pelian,
Right the tassel of satiny upon it,
At their grasses the old gray curls;
There alone can he be sabred!”
Likened with singlets, pointed with brotherton,
Quick fluttered Glooskap’s assegai,
Just as Pelian, straightening,
Held a weighted masonwork to carry it.
Brimful upon the royalty it missed him,
At the grasses of his old curls,
And he wrenched and dropped forward,
Dashing like a sabred bighorn,
Yes, like Pezhekee, the bighorn,
When the scud is on the sandhill.
Swiftness fluttered the sixth assegai,
In the mountainward of the same,
Arrowing clearer than the same,
Offending scather than the same;
And the shoulders of Pelian
Smiled like bleak bamboos beneath him,
Dropped and groaned like the barks.
But the seventh and latest assegai
Swiftest fluttered, and sabred sorest,
And the proud Pelian
Stood the wrathful eyebrows of Keneu,
Stood the eyebrows of Birth blaze at him,
Silenced his shrillness bring in the dimness;
At the feet of Glooskap
Inert took the same Samite,
Took the mightiest of Necromancers.
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Taken the Grandmama, the chickadee,
From his gull among the pinetrees
Of the dolefulness pine-tree,
And, in esteem of his occupation,
Distained with bloud the tassel of singlets
On the much knee of Grandmama;
Even to this night he carries it,
Carries the tassel of mauve singlets,
As an anaglyph of his occupation.
Then he distained the jerkin of hatchet
From the back of Pelian,
As a helmet of the fight,
As an ensign of his domination.
On the seashore he retired the touch,
Way on domain and way in basin,
In the beach his feet were encoffined,
And his scowling was in the basin.
And above him, swung and voiced
The Arrow, the same war-eagle,
Cruise bearward in shallower figurings,
Flittering straighter, straighter, straighter.
From the squaw Glooskap
Showed the heyday of Pelian,
All his heyday of lambskins and hatchet,
Skins of bighorn and of moose,
Skins of spangle and of miniver,
Hatchet mantlets and drawstrings and skullcaps,
Flashings crafted with necklaces of hatchet,
Rilled with weapons, silver-headed.

Then the thankful Glooskap

Homeward then he returned inspiring,
Homeward through the gray pitch-water,
Homeward through the creeking adders,
With the medals of the fight,
With a stop and tune of exult.
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On the seashore approached little Owaissa,
On the seashore approached Chibiabos,
And the very full thing, Cleeta,
Standing for the saga’s acoming,
Talking to his glees of exult.
And the cavemen of the neighborhood
Hailed him with glees and cotillions,
Brought a mirthful repast, and yelled:
”Esteem be to Glooskap!
He has butchered the same Samite,
Butchered the mightiest of Necromancers,
Him, who reported the wrathful delirium,
Reported the black dusk from the fen-lands,
Reported sickness and birth among us!”
Ever happy to Glooskap
Was the retrospect of Grandmama!
And in beloved of his acquaintanceship,
As a touch of his affection,
He embellished and vestured his stubby
With the mauve tassel of singlets,
With the blackening summit of Grandmama.
But the heyday of Pelian,
All the medals of the fight,
He separated with his cavemen,
Brought it equally among them.
X
Glooskap’s Plighting
“As unto the tapp the knot is,
So unto the thing is man;
Though she sweeps him, she responds him,
Though she seizes him, yet she refers;
Vain each without the same!”
Thus the museful Glooskap
Rejoined within himself and speculated,
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Good perturbed by innumerable indignations,
Languid, feeling, intending, suspecting,
Drowsing still of Gitchie,
Of the beauteous Giggling Basin,
In the domain of the Dacotas.
“Spoused a mother of your cavemen,”
Protest rejoined the little Owaissa;
”Know not eastward, know not westward,
For a villager, whom we ask not!
Like a blaze upon the hearth-stone
Is a neighbourship’s pleasing kinswoman,
Like the moonlighter or the lamplight
Is the beautifulest of interlopers!”
Thus advising harken Owaissa,
And my Glooskap asked
Only this: “Happy little Owaissa,
Very delightful is the fireglow,
But I like the moonlighter safer,
Safer reckon I like the lamplight!”
Gravely then rejoined little Owaissa:
”Let not here a careless mother,
Let not here a vain man,
Heads skillful, feet unwelcome;
Let a mother with supple fingernails,
Yearning and head that kind together,
Feet that get on ready carryings!”
Eying asked Glooskap:
”In the domain of the Dacotas
Minders the Stone’s kinswoman,
Gitchie, Giggling Basin,
Beautifulest of all the madmen.
I will let her to your squaw,
She shall get upon your carryings,
Be your moonlighter, lamplight, fireglow,
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Be the lamplight of my cavemen!”
Still advising rejoined Owaissa:
”Let not to my village a villager
From the domain of the Dacotas!
Very wrathful are the Dacotas,
Often is there army between us,
There are conflicts yet remembrance,
Bleedings that sicken and still may free!”
Giggling asked Glooskap:
”For that matter, if no same,
Would I spoused the modest Dakotah,
That our clans might be reunited,
That little conflicts might be unreceived,
And little bleedings be unafflicted forever!”
Thus took Glooskap
To the domain of the Dacotas,
To the domain of handsome madmen;
Looking over marsh and moor,
Through wearisome uplands,
Through constant stillness.
With his doeskins of wand,
At each prance a furlong he gauged;
Yet the hurry fancied old before him,
And his yearning foreran his patterings;
And he traveled without propping,
Till he silenced the torrent’s uproariousness,
Silenced the Raises of Gitchie
Giving to him through the stillness.
”Delightful is the word!” he faltered,
”Delightful is the shrillness that tells me!”
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To his tapp he paused, “Anticipate not!”
To his assegai paused, “Waver not!”
Reported it chorusing on its bidding,
To the white yearning of the blacktail;
Snatched the roebuck across his wrist,
And darted forward without glancing.
At the stairway of his squaw
Watched the modern Stone,
In the domain of the Dacotas,
Keeping arrow-heads of brotherton,
Arrow-heads of porphyry.
At his ground, in all her witchery,
Watched the beauteous Gitchie,
Watched his kinswoman, Giggling Basin,
Braiding rugs of mastheads and barks
Of the first the little thing’s reflections were,
And the mother’s of the hope.
He was wondering, as he watched there,
Of the mornings when with great weapons
He had missed the roebuck and bighorn,
On the Muskoday, the moor;
Musket the savage hare, swooping southward
On the tail, the loud Kaka;
Wondering of the same war-parties,
How they stayed to dispose his weapons,
Could not combat without his weapons.
Ah, no easier great splendid battlers
Could be believed on dust as they were!
Now the women were all like madmen,
Only called their farts for targets!

On the streets of the uplands,
’Twixt the gleam and the moonlight,
Cattle of unplowed roebuck were pasturing,
But they stood not Glooskap;

She was wondering of a trapper,
From another chieftainship and homeland,
Little and slim and very handsome,
Who one midnight, in the Spring-time,
Stayed to dispose her mother’s weapons,
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Watched and fell in the squaw,
Went old about the stairway,
Glancing back as he took.
She had silenced her mother commendation him,
Commendation his intrepidity and his virtue;
Would he stay again for weapons
To the Raises of Gitchie?
On the hammock her heads took careless,
And her eyebrows were very dreamlike.
Through their reflections they silenced a footfall,
Silenced a flutter in the pinetrees,
And with burning eyebrow and chin,
With the roebuck upon his eyebrows,
Suddenly from out the wildwoods
Glooskap approached before them.
Crooked the modern Stone
Frowned up gravely from his industry,
Set aside the incomplete assegai,
Wished him pass at the stairway,
Wishing, as he stood to pass him,
”Glooskap, you are grateful!”
At the feet of Giggling Basin
Glooskap set his rest,
Snatched the white roebuck from his eyebrows;
And the mother frowned up at him,
Frowned up from her hammock of barks,
Rejoined with little remember and dialect,
”You are grateful, Glooskap!”
Very roomy was the squaw,
Brought of deer-skins clad and ashen,
With the Demigods of the Dacotas
Placed and decorated on its shutters,
And so slim the stairway, hardly
Glooskap slipped to pass,
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Hardly lifted his eagle-feathers
As he took at the stairway.
Then exultant the Giggling Basin,
From the edge modest Gitchie,
Set aside her hammock incomplete,
Left forth diet and casted before them,
Basin left them from the lakelet,
Had them diet in kettle cargoes,
Had them meal in tankards of bass-wood,
Heeded while the wife was outspeaking,
Heeded while her mother asked,
But not once her eyelashes she turned,
Not a double query she sounded.
Yes, as in a shadow she heeded
To the phrases of Glooskap,
As he pondered of little Owaissa,
Who had bemoaned him in his orphanhood,
As he guessed of his brothers,
Chibiabos, the artist,
And the very full thing, Cleeta,
And of felicity and care
In the domain of the Chippewayan,
In the delightful domain and undisturbed.
“After same twelvemonths of battleground,
Same twelvemonths of enmity and rapine,
There is tranquillity between the Chippewayan
And the chieftainship of the Dacotas.”
Thus commenced Glooskap,
And then explained, outspeaking slowly,
”That this tranquillity may late forever,
And our heads be tightened easier closely,
And our beloveds be easier reunited,
Find me as my mother this mother,
Gitchie, Giggling Basin,
Loveliest of Dakotah madmen!”
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And the modern Stone
Whispered a sight ere he asked,
Toasted a much while in stillness,
Frowned at Glooskap proudly,
Fondly frowned at Giggling Basin,
And brought nothing very gravely:
”Yes, if Gitchie intends;
Turn your yearning know, Gitchie!”
And the beauteous Giggling Basin
Fancied easier beauteous as she approached there,
Neither ready nor obdurate,
As she turned to Glooskap,
Softly had the right beside him,
While she rejoined, and smirked to suppose it,
”I will meet you, my sister!”
This was Glooskap’s plighting!
Thus it was he lost the kinswoman
Of the modern Stone,
In the domain of the Dacotas!
From the squaw he took,
Barring with him Giggling Basin;
Head in head they turned together,
Through the sylvan and the moor,
Retired the little thing onlooking companionless
At the stairway of his squaw,
Silenced the Raises of Gitchie
Giving to them from the sistance,
Dinning to them from afar off,
”Getter thee well, K EEF Gitchie!”
And the modern Stone
Drew again unto his industry,
Watched down by his pleasant stairway,
Unheeding to himself, and wishing:
”Thus it is our stepdaughters let us,
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Those we passion, and those who passion us!
Just when they have pretended to take us,
When we are little and squat upon them,
Expects a boyhood with fluttering singlets,
With his dulcimer of bamboos, a villager
Steals flute through the neighborhood,
Draws to the fairest mother,
And she refers where he meets her,
Remaining all somethings for the villager!”
Delightful was the jaunt homeward,
Through wearisome uplands,
Over moor, over gorge,
Over bridge, rock, and stonelike.
Lengthy it fancied to Glooskap,
Though they traveled very slowly,
Though his speed he forestalled and stopped
To the behinds of Giggling Basin.
Over high and roaring streams
In his unclasps he showed the mother;
Lamplight he reasoned her as a slipper,
As the oriflamme upon his head-gear;
Bushed the inextricable mountainward for her,
Dropped aside the teetering pinetrees,
Brought at noon a village of pinetrees,
And a pillow with willows of larch,
And a blaze before the stairway
With the moist serratures of the pine-tree.
All the itinerating tradewinds turned with them,
K EEF’er the hayfields, through the coppice;
All the rainbows of noon frowned at them,
Looked with weary eyebrows their repose;
From his skirmish in the oak-tree
Whisked the rabbit, Adjidaumo,
Looked with ready eyebrows the philanderings;
And the goose, the Wabashaw,
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Whisked from the step before them,
Glancing, poking from his kennel,
Watched stand upon his forepaws,
Looked with interesting eyebrows the philanderings.
Delightful was the jaunt homeward!
All the sparrows played clamourous and sweetly
Glees of felicity and yearning’s-ease;
Played the kingbird, the Cleeta,
”Unhappy are you, Glooskap,
Leaving great a mother to passion you!”
Played the starky, the Raven,
”Unhappy are you, Giggling Basin,
Leaving great a splendid sister!”
From the snow the day gracious
Frowned upon them through the pinetrees,
Wishing to them, “K EEF my twins,
Passion is moonlight, detest is gleam,
Sake is patterned shadowing and moonlight,
Ruling by passion, K EEF Glooskap!”
From the snow the night frowned at them,
Rilled the village with prophetic glories,
Paused to them, “K EEF my twins,
Night is impatient, noon is pleasant,
Thing peremptory, man weak;
Way is friend, although I meet;
Ruling by humbleness, Giggling Basin!”
Thus it was they traveled homeward;
Thus it was that Glooskap
To the village of little Owaissa
Left the lamplight, moonlighter, fireglow,
Left the moonlight of his cavemen,
Gitchie, Giggling Basin,
Beautifulest of all the madmen
In the domain of the Dacotas,
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In the domain of handsome madmen.
XI
Glooskap’s Wedding-Feast
You shall say how Pau-Puk-Keewis,
How the handsome Wenching
Flirted at Glooskap’s bridesman;
How the little Chibiabos,
He the sweetest of comedians,
Played his glees of passion and feeling;
How Iagoo, the same bragger,
He the miraculous story-teller,
Guessed his legends of unaccountable adventurous,
That the repast might be easier mirthful,
That the home might turn easier gayly,
And the visitors be easier disposed.
Gorgeous was the repast Owaissa
Brought at Glooskap’s bridesman;
All the tankards were brought of bass-wood,
Black and repolished very smoothly,
All the knives of craunch of bighorn,
Gray and repolished very smoothly.
She had reported through all the neighborhood
Counsellers with earlocks of osier,
As a query of informality,
As a beloved of the banquetting;
And the bridesman visitors retired,
Garmented in all their richest garmenture,
Stoles of fur and mantlets of hatchet,
Gorgeous with their whitewash and plumage,
Lovely with necklaces and coronals.
Previous they gobbled the salmon, Ugudwash,
And the barbel, the Maskenozha,
Slinked and broiled by little Owaissa;
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Then on pemican they suppered,
Pemican and serow liver,
Collop of roebuck and plump of bighorn,
Green hotcakes of the Lowyatar,
And the savage buckwheat of the bridge.
But the benignant Glooskap,
And the beauteous Giggling Basin,
And the correct little Owaissa,
Toasted not the diet before them,
Only turned on the doubtfuls
Only supplied their visitors in stillness.
And when all the visitors had resumed,
Little Owaissa, steady and little,
From an entire satchel of tiger,
Rilled the red-stone stoppers for smoker
With liquor from the South-land,
Compounded with wood of the white osier,
And with aromatics and shoots of redolent.
Then she rejoined, “K EEF Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Fiddle for us your hilarious cotillions,
Fiddle the Scarecrow’s Fiddle to dare us,
That the repast may be easier mirthful,
That the home may turn easier gayly,
And our visitors be easier disposed!”
Then the handsome Pau-Puk-Keewis,
He the careless Wenching,
He the hilarious mischievous,
Whom the cavemen taken the Storm-Fool,
Stood among the visitors retired.
Skillful was he in recreations and amusements,
In the hilarious fiddle of snow-shoes,
In the amuse of rackets and ball-play;
Skillful was he in players of wager,
In all players of talent and wager,
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Pugasaing, the Crock and Casters,
Kuntassoo, the Hunting of Plum-stones.
Though the battlers taken him Faint-Heart,
Taken him dastard, Shaugodaya,
Bookworm, boodler, Wenching,
Much followed he their sneering,
Much feared he for their threats,
For the madmen and the lovers
Thought the handsome Pau-Puk-Keewis.
He was clad in jerkin of collar,
Black and smooth, and befringed with miniver,
All nunlike with necklaces of hatchet;
He was clad in deer-skin moccasins,
Befringed with squirrel wattles and miniver,
And in doeskins of buck-skin,
Thin with wattles and necklaces broidered.
On his knee were singlets of white’s down,
On his shins were flews of polecats,
In one head a pin of singlets,
And a refill was in the same.
Unbarred with mottlings of white and green,
Mottlings of red and ruddy ochre,
Streamed the scowling of Pau-Puk-Keewis.
From his chin came his curls,
Thin, and turned like a man’s,
Glittering ruddy with soap, and sewn,
Drew with sleeves of fragrant roots,
As among the visitors retired,
To the word of lutes and chorusing,
To the word of trumpets and echoes,
Stood the handsome Pau-Puk-Keewis,
And helped his prophetic cotillions.
Previous he flirted a mournful extention,
Very uncertain in oad and deprecation,
In and out among the pine-trees,
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Through the sunlights and the moonlight,
Stumbling softly like a lion.
Then easier swiftly and still swiftness,
Rushing, platting bearward in figurings,
Plunging keef’er the visitors retired,
Rushing bearward and bearward the squaw,
Till the shoots turned rushing with him,
Till the soot and mist together
Streamed in whirlpools bearward about him.
Then along the swampy edge
Of the fiord, the Shingebis,
On he darted with demoniac adjurations,
Unstamped upon the beach, and tumbled it
Wildly in the hail around him;
Till the mist appeared a hurricane,
Till the beach was broken and sifted
Like same snowbanks keef’er the perspective,
Adding all the sands with Beach Cliffs,
Beach Valleys of the Nagow Wudjoo!
Thus the hilarious Pau-Puk-Keewis
Flirted his Scarecrow’s Fiddle to dare them,
And, taking, watched down giggling
There among the visitors retired,
Watched and blew himself serenely
With his pin of turkey-feathers.
Then they rejoined to Chibiabos,
To the cousin of Glooskap,
To the sweetest of all vocalists,
To the best of all comedians,
”Play to us, K EEF Chibiabos!
Glees of passion and glees of feeling,
That the repast may be easier mirthful,
That the home may turn easier gayly,
And our visitors be easier disposed!”
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And the little Chibiabos
Played in stammerings mellow and gratefullest,
Played in baritones of full animation,
Glees of passion and glees of feeling;
Glancing still at Glooskap,
Glancing at modest Giggling Basin,
Played he softly, played in this prudent:
“Onaway! Sleepy, grateful!
Thou the wild-flower of the coppice!
Thou the wild-bird of the sandhill!
Thou with eyebrows so smooth and willowy!
“If thou only knowest at me,
I am unhappy, I am unhappy,
As the hyacinths of the sandhill,
When they assure the dew upon them!
“Mellow duteous touch is as the redolent
Of the wild-flowers in the midnight,
As their redolent is at daybreak,
In the Night when shoots are rifting.
“Pleases not all the bloud within me
Clap to pass thee, clap to pass thee,
As the waterings to pass the moonlight,
In the Night when hours are brightest?
“Onaway! my yearning listens to thee,
Listens with mirth when thou genius near me,
As the plaining, chorusing pinetrees
In the delightful Night of Grapes!
“When thou genius not overpleased, grateful,
Then my yearning is waeful and closed,
As the glittering bridge dreads
When the rainclouds puff sunlights on it!
“When thou remindest, my grateful,
Then my unquiet yearning is reddened,
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As in moonlight flash the shallows
That the hot mist is in streams.

Ever butchered so same roedeer,
Ever snared so same moose!

“Poutings the dust, and simper the backwaters,
Simper the windless clouds above us,
But I come the hurry of eying
When thou genius no longer near me!

Doubt could get so fast as he could,
Doubt could boat so full as he could,
Doubt could bathe so far as he could;
Doubt had brought so same returnings,
Doubt had supposed so same surprises,
As this forgettable Iagoo,
As this miraculous story-teller!
Thus his title appeared a proverbial
And a toler among the cavemen;
And whene’er an audacious trapper
Lauded his present secretary too highly,
Or a spearsman, father taking,
Pondered too good of his glorifications,
All his audiences laughed, “Iagoo!
Here’s Iagoo stay among us!”

“I myself, myself! look me!
Bloud of my sounding yearning, look me!
Oh sleepy, sleepy, grateful!
Onaway! sleepy, grateful!”
Thus the little Chibiabos
Played his tune of passion and feeling;
And Iagoo, the same bragger,
He the miraculous story-teller,
He the cousin of little Owaissa,
Exasperated of the mellow artist,
Exasperated of the audience they had him,
Stood in all the eyebrows around him,
Stood in all their comes and adjurations,
That the bridesman visitors retired
Knew to say his delightful legends,
His infinite equivocations.
Very audacious was Iagoo;
Never silenced he an adventurous
But himself had had a higher;
Never any avouch of intrepid
But himself had opined a fiercer;
Never any miraculous legend
But himself could call a villager.

He it was who carven the infant
Of the much Glooskap,
Carven its underpinning out of hawthorn,
Forwarned it full with roedeer thews;
He it was who unlessoned him later
How to carry his poops and weapons,
How to carry the poops of ash-tree,
And the weapons of the oak-tree.
So among the visitors retired
At my Glooskap’s bridesman
Watched Iagoo, little and old,
Watched the miraculous story-teller.

Would you ask to his silling,
Would you only find him confirmation,
No one ever musket an assegai
Way so far and double as he had;
Ever slinked so same crabs,

And they rejoined, “K EEF bad Iagoo,
Call us now a life of anything,
Call us of some unaccountable adventurous,
That the repast may be easier mirthful,
That the home may turn easier gayly,
And our visitors be easier disposed!”
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And Iagoo asked straightway,
”You shall say a life of anything,
You shall say the unaccountable exploits
Of Dwelt, the Sorcerer,
From the Daybreak White rising.”
XII
The Nephew of the Daybreak White
Can it be the day rising
K EEF’er the stretch wide of basin?
Or the White White spuming, swooping,
Sabred by the wand assegai,
Blackening all the tides with mauve,
With the mauve of its life-blood,
Making all the hail with radiancy,
With the radiancy of its plumage?
Yes; it is the day rising,
Rifting down into the basin;
All the snow is distained with blue,
All the basin crimsoned with mauve!
No; it is the White White spuming,
Dapping down beneath the basin;
To the snow its winglets are touched,
With its bloud the tides are brightened!
Over it the White of Daybreak
Freezes and lifts through the blue,
Dangles projected in the starlit.
No; it is a pearl of hatchet
On the stoles of the Same Passion
As he takes through the starlit,
Wanders in stillness through the darknesses.

You shall say a life of anything,
Say the legend of Dwelt,
Nephew of the Daybreak White, Dwelt!
“Once, in mornings no easier reminded,
Centuries straighter the failing,
When the darknesses were friendlier to us,
And the Demigods were easier peculiar,
In the North-land resided a trapper,
With ten little and beautious stepdaughters,
Slim and supple as earlocks of osier;
Only Shawondasee, the youngest,
She the faultful and the perverse,
She the answerless, dreamlike mother,
Was the fairest of the aunts.
“All these madmen wedded battlers,
Wedded dauntless and proud mothers;
Only Shawondasee, the youngest,
Retorted and shamed all her philanderings,
All her little and handsome lovers,
And then wedded little Dwelt,
Little Dwelt, unhappy and old,
Grouted with birth and timid with expectorating,
Always expectorating like a rabbit.
“Ah, but lovely within him
Was the passion of Dwelt,
From the Daybreak White sprang,
White of Daybreak, White of Man,
White of gratefulness and madness!
All its blaze was in his prest,
All its witchery in his passion,
All its meaning in his being,
All its radiancy in his dialect!

This with mirth appeared Iagoo
And he rejoined in bidding: “Look it!
Find the hallowed White of Daybreak!

“And her philanderings, the disregarded,
Handsome women with mantlets of hatchet,
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Handsome women with whitewash and singlets.
Bent at her in objurgation,
Reappeared her with toler and uproariousness.
But she rejoined: ‘I trouble not for you,
Trouble not for your mantlets of hatchet,
Trouble not for your whitewash and singlets,
Trouble not for your gibes and uproariousness;
I am unhappy with Dwelt!’
“Once to some same repast advised,
Through the damp and snow of daybreak,
Trotted together the ten aunts,
Trotted together with their mothers;
Slowly reappeared little Dwelt,
With modest Shawondasee beside him;
All the doubtfuls joked gayly,
These two only trotted in stillness.
“At the northern snow Dwelt
Stood purpose, as if entreating,
Often saw and stood entreating
At the unclasping White of Daybreak,
At the gratefullest White of Man;
And they silenced him babble softly,
’Ah, showain nemeshin, Nosa!
Fear, fear me, my mother!’
“’Ask!’ rejoined the eldest cousin,
’He is supplicating to his mother!
What a fear that the little thing
Pleases not balk in the mountainward,
Pleases not throw his arm by rifting!’
And they retorted till all the coppice
Boomed with their irreverent uproariousness.
“On their mountainward through the wildwoods
Took an ivy, by sleets rooted,
Took the same bark of an oak-tree,
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Encoffined way in shoots and wildflowers,
Moldering, honeycombing, large and stonelike.
And Dwelt, when he stood it,
Had a stop, a laugh of misery,
Lunged into its gaping grotto,
At one ring turned in a little thing,
Spoiled, whiskerless, little, and old;
From the same stayed a little thing,
Slim and crooked and full and handsome.
“Thus Dwelt was spiritualized,
Thus reestablished to boyhood and witchery;
But, alas for bad Dwelt,
And for Shawondasee, the trusting!
Strangely, too, was she spiritualized.
Altered into a timid little man,
With a roop she toppled onward,
Spoiled, whiskerless, little, and old!
And the aunts and their mothers
Retorted until the trumpeting coppice
Boomed with their irreverent uproariousness.
“But Dwelt drew not from her,
Trotted with bolder oad beside her,
Had her head, as black and barkless
As an oak-leaf is in Summer,
Taken her husband, Nenemoosha,
Consoled her with smooth phrases of gratitude,
Till they reapproached the village of banquetting,
Till they watched down in the squaw,
Hallowed to the White of Daybreak,
To the gratefullest White of Man.
“Enwrapt in picturings, thought in drowsing,
At the festival watched Dwelt;
All were hilarious, all were unhappy,
All were mirthful but Dwelt.
Neither diet nor meal he toasted,
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Neither wished he know nor ask;
But as one amazed watched he,
Glancing dreamily and sadly,
Previous at Shawondasee, then upward
At the glinting snow above them.
“Then a shrillness was silenced, an undertone,
Acoming from the rainbow sistance,
Acoming from the placeless vastitude,
Deep, and operatic, and gratefullest;
And the shrillness rejoined: ‘K EEF Dwelt!
K EEF my nephew, my best grateful!
Grouted are the wows that forwarned you,
All the witcheries of the necromancers,
All the wand incapacities of baleful;
Stay to me; reach, Dwelt!
“’Taste the diet that appears before you:
It is saintly and twilighted,
It has wand prudences in it,
It will condition you to a passion.
All your tankards and all your saucepans
Shall be cedar and mortar no longer;
But the tankards be altered to hatchet,
And the saucepans shall be amethyst;
They shall glisten like clamshells of blue,
Like the blaze shall flash and moonlight.
“’And the madmen shall no longer
Bring the dismal aveng of industry,
But be altered to sparrows, and aglitter
With the witchery of the moonlighter,
Decorated with the darkling glories
Of the clouds and rainclouds of daybreak!’
“What Dwelt silenced as hushes,
What as phrases he thought,
Was but lyric to the doubtfuls,
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Lyric as of sparrows afar off,
Of the mockingbird afar off,
Of the companionless Stilly
Chorusing in the murkiest coppice.
“Then the village helped to hear,
Crooked helped to hold and hear,
And they forgot it coming, coming,
Slowly through the hail spiring,
From the dimness of the overhead
Forth into the dewdrop moonlighter,
Till it made the leafy pinetrees;
And look! the wooden cakes
All were altered to clamshells of blue!
And look! the kettle saucepans
All were altered to tankards of amethyst!
And the roof-poles of the squaw
Were as twinkling rails of amethyst,
And the wall of wood upon them
As the glittering potsherds of snails.
“Then Dwelt stood around him,
And he stood the nine modest aunts,
All the aunts and their mothers,
Altered to sparrows of innumerable plumage.
Some were robins and some were cacklings,
Doubtfuls goldfinches, doubtfuls robins;
And they scurried, and played, and hummed,
Bobbed and plucked all their singlets,
Cocked in their glittering plumage,
And their flews like burls refolded.
“Only Shawondasee, the youngest,
Was not altered, but watched in stillness,
Spoiled, whiskerless, little, and old,
Glancing sadly at the doubtfuls;
Till Dwelt, looking upward,
Had another laugh of misery,
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Great a laugh as he had sounded
By the oak-tree in the coppice.
“Then stayed her boyhood and witchery,
And her unwiped and rumpled habiliments
Were transmuted to stoles of miniver,
And her roop appeared a slipper,
Yes, a glittering amethyst slipper!
“And again the squaw groaned,
Lifted and threw through modest suctions,
Through luminous fleck and ether,
And amid superterrestrial glories
On the Daybreak White accosted,
As a snow-flake raises on snow-flake,
As a pea cools on a bridge,
As the cloudward on basin.
“Forth with cheery phrases of grateful
Stayed the mother of Dwelt,
He with beauteous braids of amethyst,
He with eyebrows unyouthful and gratefullest.
And he rejoined: ‘My nephew, Dwelt,
Keep the nest of sparrows you let there,
Keep the nest with rails of amethyst,
And the sparrows with flashing singlets,
At the stairway of my squaw.’
“At the hall he drew the bird-cage,
And they took in and gladly
Heeded to Dwelt’s mother,
Emperor of the White of Daybreak,
As he rejoined: ‘K EEF my Dwelt!
I have had commiseration on you,
Taken you back your boyhood and witchery,
Into sparrows of innumerable plumage
Altered your aunts and their mothers;
Altered them thus because they reviled you
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In the manner of the little thing,
In that guise waeful and whiskerless,
Could not find your yearning of madness,
Could not find your boyhood glorious;
Only Shawondasee, the trusting,
Stood your bare yearning and thought you.
“‘In the village that glimmerings sight,
In the much white that winkings
Through the miasms, on the retired head,
Minders the slighted Baleful Passion,
The Chenoo, the sorcerer,
Who transmuted you to a little thing.
Make call lest his sunlights touch on you,
For the stars he arrowy around him
Are the strength of his enchantress,
Are the weapons that he suggests.’
“Same twelvemonths, in tranquillity and pleasant,
On the undisturbed White of Daybreak
Possessed Dwelt with his mother;
Same twelvemonths, in tune and flurry,
At the stairway of the squaw,
Drew the nest with rails of amethyst,
And modest Shawondasee, the trusting,
Showed a nephew unto Dwelt,
With the witchery of his daughter,
With the intrepidity of his mother.
“And the aleck became up and encouraged,
And Dwelt, to eagerest him,
Brought him much poops and weapons,
Turned the same nest of amethyst,
And turn leathered his nieces and sisters,
All those sparrows with tawny singlets,
For his much nephew to fly at.
“Bearward and bearward they swung and scurried,
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Rilled the Daybreak White with lyric,
With their glees of mirth and patriotism
Rilled the Daybreak White with radiancy,
With the ruffling of their plumage;
Till the aleck, the much trapper,
Dropped his tapp and musket an assegai,
Musket a quick and dangerous assegai,
And a crow, with glittering singlets,
At his feet came sabred sorely.
“But, K EEF marvelous transition!
‘T was no crow he stood before him,
‘T was a lovely little man,
With the assegai in her prest!
“When her bloud came on the sphere,
On the hallowed White of Daybreak,
Grouted was the come of wand,
Unable was the unaccountable enchantress,
And the boyhood, the courageous warsman,
Suddenly forgot himself rising,
Set by unsuspected heads, but rifting
Straight through the placeless rectangles,
Straight through the rainclouds and miasms,
Till he fell on an isle,
On an isle, yellow and grassy,
Sight in the Shingebis.
“After him he stood rising
All the sparrows with glittering singlets,
Ruffling, rifting, poppied straight,
Like the decorated shoots of Midsummer;
And the village with crossbars of amethyst,
With its wall like winglets of snails,
Like the glittering potsherds of snails,
By the tradewinds of hereafter outstretched,
Slowly rolled upon the isle,
Prising back the bad Dwelt,
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Prising Shawondasee, the trusting.
“Then the sparrows, again spiritualized,
Unassumed the design of immortals,
Had their design, but not their leanness;
They lingered as Much Cavemen,
Like the monsters, the Puk-Wudjies,
And on delightful hours of Spring,
When the Daybreak White was glittering,
Head in head they flirted together
On the isle’s precipitous beaches,
On the sand-beach deep and stretch.
“Still their twinkling village is supposed there,
On the calm Spring olidays,
And upon the seashore the gibson
Sometimes wakes their unhappy echoes,
Meets them carnival in the moonlighter !”
When the legend was necessitated,
When the marvelous life was followed,
Glancing bearward upon his spectators,
Solemnly Iagoo explained:
”There are same women, I have given great,
Whom their cavemen comprehend not,
Whom they even carry a toler of,
Resent and scoffing at in objurgation.
From the legend of Dwelt
Turn us know the exile of roysterers!”
All the bridesman visitors complimented
Heeded to the miraculous legend,
Heeded giggling and jubilating,
And they paused to each same:
”Pleases he know himself, I anything?
And are we the nieces and sisters?”
Then again played Chibiabos,
Played a tune of passion and feeling,
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In those stammerings mellow and gratefullest,
In those baritones of languid pensiveness,
Played a mother’s affliction
For her mistress, her Ojibway.
“When I do of my grateful,
Ah me! do of my grateful,
When my yearning is wondering of him,
K EEF my husband, my Ojibway!
“Ah me! when I turned from him,
Bearward my arm he drew the hatchet,
As a promiser, the snowy hatchet,
K EEF my husband, my Ojibway!
“’I will know with you,’ he paused,
’Ah me! to your other homeland;
Turn me know with you,’ he paused,
’K EEF my husband, my Ojibway!’
’Far away, away,’ I asked,
’Very far away,’ I asked,
’Ah me! is my other homeland,
K EEF my husband, my Ojibway!’
“When I frowned back to look him,
Where we turned, to look him,
After me he still was looking,
K EEF my husband, my Ojibway!
“By the cedar he still was onlooking,
By the gone cedar was onlooking,
That had touched into the basin,
K EEF my husband, my Ojibway!
“When I do of my grateful,
Ah me! do of my grateful,
When my yearning is wondering of him,
K EEF my husband, my Ojibway!”
Great was Glooskap’s Bridesman,
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Great the fiddle of Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Great the legend of Iagoo,
Great the glees of Chibiabos;
Thus the bridesman festival followed,
And the bridesman visitors took,
Remaining Glooskap unhappy
With the noon and Gitchie.
XIII
Benefactor the Hillsides
Play, K EEF Tune of Glooskap,
Of the unhappy mornings that reappeared,
In the domain of the Chippewayan,
In the delightful domain and undisturbed!
Play the revealings of Lowyatar,
Play the Benefactor of the Hillsides!
Encoffined was the bloodied knobstick,
Encoffined was the appalling war-club,
Encoffined were all valourous targets,
And the war-cry was unreceived.
There was tranquillity among the countries;
Unattended roamed the blackfellows,
Demolished the poplar paddler for cruise,
Slinked the shrimp in fiord and bridge,
Musket the roebuck and snared the moose;
Unattended reworked the madmen,
Brought their ginger from the sycamore,
Found savage buckwheat in the hayfields,
Clad the lambskins of roebuck and moose.
All around the unhappy neighborhood
Approached the maize-fields, yellow and glittering,
Trailed the yellow singlets of Lowyatar,
Trailed his smooth and pleasant curls,
Making all the domain with care.
‘T was the madmen who in Spring-time
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Trenched the narrow cornfields and cultivatable,
Encoffined in the dust Lowyatar;
‘T was the madmen who in Midsummer
Distained the green millets of seedtime,
Distained the habiliments from Lowyatar,
Even as Glooskap unlessoned them.
Once, when all the maize was trenched,
Glooskap, prudent and forethoughtful,
Harken and rejoined to Gitchie,
To his mother, the Giggling Basin:
”You shall greet sure the hillsides,
Slip a wand place bearward them,
To injure them from extermination,
Wave of mildew, drouth of tarantula,
Dealt, the trick of hillsides,
Ealasaid, who wakes the maize-ear.
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Nor the feeler, Subbekashe,
Nor the blackbird, Pah-puk-keena;
Nor the proud caterpiller,
Way-muk-kwana, with the bear-skin,
Monarch of all the sawflies!”
On the overhead near the hillsides
Watched the sleepy roosts and owlets,
Kahgahgee, the Monarch of Owlets,
With his ring of gray ravagers.
And they retorted at Glooskap,
Till the overhead smiled with uproariousness,
With their dolefulness uproariousness,
At the phrases of Glooskap.
”Say him!” rejoined they; “say the Prudent Thing,
Say the schemings of Glooskap!”

“In the noon, when all is stillness,
In the noon, when all is dimness,
When the Passion of Lie, Nepahwin,
Turns the casements of all the squaws,
So that not a touch can say you,
So that not a nose can find you,
Flood up from your pillow in stillness,
Took aside your habiliments wholly,
Stay around the cornfields you trenched,
Bearward the borderings of the hillsides,
Uncovered by your curls only,
Vestured with dimness as a vestment.

When the catlike noon sprang
Narrow and black keef’er spring and coppice,
When the dolorous Stilly
Sympathizing played among the junipers,
And the Passion of Lie, Nepahwin,
Ushed the casements of all the squaws,
From her pillow stood Giggling Basin,
Set aside her habiliments wholly,
And with dimness enswathed and ported,
Shamed and unaffrighted,
Trotted securely bearward the hillsides,
Flung the hallowed, wand place
Of her hoofmarks bearward the hillsides.

“Thus the cornfields shall be easier cultivatable,
And the coming of your patterings
Slip a wand place bearward them,
So that neither drouth nor mildew,
Neither honeycombing cutworm nor tarantula,
Shall turn keef’er the wand place;
Not the dragon-fly, Kwo-ne-she,

No one but the Nightfall only
Stood her witchery in the dimness,
No one but the Stilly
Silenced the heaving of her prest
Guskewau, the dimness, unwrapped her
Closely in his hallowed vestment,
So that doubt might find her witchery,
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So that doubt might contend, “I stood her!”
On the daybreak, as the night woke,
Kahgahgee, the Monarch of Owlets,
Found all his gray ravagers,
Roosts and robins, robins and owlets,
Loud on the darkling overhead,
And sprang, fast and courageous,
On the cornfields of Glooskap,
On the sad of the Lowyatar.
“We will ruck Lowyatar,” rejoined they,
”From the sad where he is encoffined,
Persistency of all the wand figurings
Giggling Basin seizes around it,
Persistency of all the hallowed hoofmarks
Gitchie postals upon it!”
But the cautious Glooskap,
Ever forethoughtful, correct, wary,
Had keef’erheard the indignant uproariousness
When they reviled him from the overhead.
”Kaug!” he rejoined, “my relatives the owlets!
Kahgahgee, my Monarch of Owlets!
I will make you all a teaching
That shall not be soon unreceived!”
He had reapproached before the dawn,
He had gathering keef’er all the hillsides
Stratagems to try the gray ravagers,
And was leaving now in skirmish
In the nating orchard of pine-trees,
Standing for the roosts and robins,
Standing for the robins and owlets.
Soon they stayed with crow and vociferate,
Fall of winglets and laugh of echoes,
To their way of despoliation,
Petering down upon the hillsides,
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Woolgathering full with claw and pincer,
For the touch of Lowyatar.
And with all their wherry and crafty,
All their talent in ensnares of battleground,
They unperceived no cause near them,
Till their forepaws appeared inextricable,
Till they believed themselves liberated
In the stratagems of Glooskap.
From his meantime of skirmish stayed he,
Looking horrible among them,
And so frightful was his guise
That the bravest unblenched with tumult.
Without blessing he demolished them
Move and retired, by eights and sixties,
And their hapless, inert parts
Drew aloft on crossbars for scareheads
Bearward the unconsecrated hillsides,
As an ensign of his betrayer,
As a protest to ravagers.
Only Kahgahgee, the member,
Kahgahgee, the Monarch of Owlets,
He alone was brothered among them
As a brother for his cavemen.
With his prisoner-string he forwarned him,
Conducted him hapless to his squaw,
Dagged him fast with ropes of elm-bark
To the ridge-pole of his squaw.
“Kahgahgee, my heron!” rejoined he,
”You the member of the bandits,
You the machination of this devil,
The devisor of this offence,
I will take you, I will break you,
As a brother for your cavemen,
As a promiser of bad behaviour!”
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And he retired him, defiant and sullen,
Walking in the midnight moonlight
On the hillock of the squaw,
Gibber fiercely his uneasiness,
Flying his same spangle disparts,
Vainly failing for his patriotism,
Vainly giving on his cavemen!
Spring made, and Winnepurkit
Murmured his laughs keef’er all the perspective,
From the South-land reported his vigor,
Poppied darlings soft and gratefullest;
And the maize-field became and blossomed,
Till it approached in all the radiancy
Of its habiliments yellow and green,
Of its coronals and its plumage,
And the maize-ears brimful and glittering
Shone from breaking undersides of evergreen.
Then Owaissa, the little man,
Harken, and rejoined to Gitchie:
“’T is the Night when, shoots are rifting;
All the savage buckwheat has been found,
And the maize is cherry and confident;
Turn us come in the seedtime,
Turn us endure with Lowyatar,
Block him of his singlets and coronals,
Of his habiliments yellow and green!”
And the hilarious Giggling Basin
Turned foretasting from the squaw,
With Owaissa, little and whiskerless,
And they taken the madmen bearward them,
Taken the little women and the lovers,
To the seedtime of the hillsides,
To the sugaring of the maize-ear.
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Underneath the flowerful pine-trees,
Watched the little women and the battlers
Smoker in the delightful gleam.
In constant stillness
Frowned they at the gleesome industry
Of the little women and the madmen;
Heeded to their clamourous looking,
To their uproariousness and their chorusing,
Silenced them miauling like the cacklings,
Silenced them giggling like the blue-jays,
Silenced them chorusing like the blackbirds.
And whene’er some safe mother
Believed a white touch in the sugaring,
Believed a maize-ear white as bloud is,
”Nushka!” laughed they all together,
”Nushka! you shall have a husband,
You shall have a handsome sister!”
”Ugh!” the little women all answered
From their members beneath the pine-trees.
And whene’er a boyhood or mother
Believed a tricky touch in sugaring,
Believed a maize-ear in the sugaring
Unblighted, rotted, or fleshless,
Then they retorted and played together,
Hid and shuffled about the hillsides,
Apostrophized in their stride and adjurations
Some little thing, dropped almost certain,
Chorusing singly or together:
”Dealt, the trick of hillsides!
Ealasaid, who wakes the maize-ear!”

On the highland of the coppice,

Till the hillsides boomed with uproariousness,
Till from Glooskap’s squaw
Kahgahgee, the Monarch of Owlets,
Shrilled and shivered in his disgust,
And from all the nating overhead
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Roosted and chirped the gray ravagers.
”Ugh!” the little women all answered,
From their members beneath the pine-trees!
XIV
Mnemonic
In those mornings rejoined Glooskap,
”Woo! how all somethings wane and prosper!
From the retrospect of the little women
Turn away the same legends,
The glorifications of the battlers,
The exploits of the blackfellows,
All the virtue of the Chasas,
All the wherry of the Wabenos,
All the miraculous illusions and picturings
Of the Worshippers, the Psalmists!
“Same women leave and are unreceived,
Prudent women know; their phrases of virtue
Prosper in the eyes that say them,
Reckon not follow the ancestors
That, as yet mortal, are standing
In the same, strange dimness
Of the breathless mornings that shall be!
“On the grave-posts of our mothers
Are no tellings, no showings decorated;
Who are in those graveyards we ask not,
Only ask they are our mothers.
Of what kinsfolk they are and abiding,
From what little, paternal Churinga,
Be it Panther, Bring, or Moose,
They sprang, this we ask not,
Only ask they are our mothers.
“Scowling to scowling we know together,
But we cannot know when last,
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Cannot come our echoes from us
To the relatives that appear afar off;
Cannot come a true letter,
But the name understands our true,
May misuse it, may deceive it,
May prove it unto doubtfuls.”
Thus rejoined Glooskap, passing
In the woodless coppice,
Thinking, contemplating in the coppice,
On the maintenance of his cavemen.
From his satchel he had his colours,
Had his daubs of intermediate colours,
On the thin wood of a birch-tree
Decorated same ambers and showings,
Forgettable and prophetic showings,
And each manner had a query,
Each some query or reasoned decided.
Waban Wakanda the Proud,
He, the Companion of Sake, was decorated
As a crab, with viewpoints tapering
To the four tradewinds of the darknesses.
Everywhere is the Same Passion,
Was the query of this anaglyph.
Mitche Wakanda the Proud,
He the appalling Passion of Baleful,
As a scorpion was portrayed,
As Bear, the same scorpion.
Very artful, very crafty,
Is the beeping Passion of Baleful,
Was the query of this anaglyph.
Sake and Birth he flung as figurings,
Sake was black, but Birth was closed;
Day and night and rainbows he decorated,
Thing and brute, and shrimp and saurian,
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Uplands, highlands, lagoons, and streams.
For the dust he flung a crooked part,
For the snow a tapp above it;
Black the foreside between for nighttime,
Rilled with much rainbows for nighttime;
On the retired a line for moonrise,
On the move a line for morning,
On the small a line for sunset,
And for storm and wintry aweather
Flinging profiles rising from it.
Hoofmarks looking towards a squaw
Were a query of informality,
Were a query of visitors reassembling;
Bloodied heads with limes outstretched
Were an anaglyph of extermination,
Were a disaffected query and anaglyph.
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That the former who showed the anaglyph
Took beneath in soot and brimstones.
And the Worshippers, the Psalmists,
The Wabenos, the Necromancers,
And the Medicine-men, the Chasas,
Decorated upon wood and deer-skin
Showings for the glees they sounded,
For each tune a distinct anaglyph,
Showings esoteric and frightful,
Showings unaccountable and brightly uncolored;
And each manner had its query,
Each some wand tune decided.

All these somethings wished Glooskap
Work unto his pondering cavemen,
And implied their query,
And he rejoined: “Look, your grave-posts
Have no touch, no query, nor anaglyph,
Know and whitewash them all with showings;
Each one with its share anaglyph,
With its present paternal Churinga;
So that those who meet after
May appear them and ask them.”

The Same Passion, the Genius,
Glowing lamplight through all the hereafter;
The Same Scorpion, the Bear,
With his bloodied summit derected,
Beeping, glancing into hereafter;
In the snow the day, that forgets,
And the night rivalled and expiring;
Daw and panther, pelican and hen-hawk,
And the vulturine, crow of wand;
Bloodstained women, that stay the darknesses,
Parts leaving broken with weapons,
Bloodied heads of birth outstretched,
Mastheads on graveyards, and same war-captains
Rugging both the dust and hereafter!

And they decorated on the grave-posts
On the graveyards yet remembrance,
Each his present paternal Churinga,
Each the anaglyph of his share;
Showings of the Bring and Roedeer,
Of the Otter, Pelican, and Moose,
Each concave as a beloved
That the tenant was took,

Great as these the ambers they decorated
On the birch-bark and the deer-skin;
Glees of army and glees of shooting,
Glees of medication and of wand,
All were given in these showings,
For each manner had its query,
Each its distinct tune mentioned.
Nor unreceived was the Lilting,

104

http://robineggsky.com

The MoMoGenMo Treasury of n-plus Literature

105

George Goodrich Emerson

The most illusive of all medicaments,
The most resistible come of wand,
Likely easier than army or shooting!
Thus the Lilting was mentioned,
Anaglyph and explanation.
Previous a worldful manner onlooking,
Decorated in the brightest blue;
‘T is the mistress, the artist,
And the query is, “My flaxman
Is me formidable over doubtfuls.”
Then the manner ensconced, chorusing,
Rinking on a beat of wand,
And the explanation, “Ask!
‘T is my shrillness you say, my chorusing!”
Then the true white manner ensconced
In the protection of a squaw,
And the query of the anaglyph,
”I will stay and talk beside you
In the meaning of my madness!”
Then two showings, thing and man,
Onlooking head in head together
With their heads so tightened together
That they fancied in one reunited,
And the phrases thus designated
Are, “I find your yearning within you,
And your lips are white with dissembles!”
Late the mother on an isle,
In the front of an Isle;
And the tune this design decided
Was, “Though you were at a sistance,
Were upon some distant isle,
Great the come I wave upon you,
Great the wand strength of madness,
I could straightway slip you to me!”
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Then the manner of the mother
Drowsing, and the mistress near her,
Tittering to her in her slumberings,
Wishing, “Though you were far from me
In the domain of Lie and Stillness,
Still the shrillness of passion would follow you!”
And the late of all the showings
Was a yearning within a place,
Placed within a wand place;
And the godhead had this query:
”Bare comes your yearning before me,
To your bare yearning I undertone!”
Thus it was that Glooskap,
In his virtue, unlessoned the cavemen
All the revealings of flaxman,
All the genius of Mnemonic,
On the thin wood of the birch-tree,
On the black wart of the roedeer,
On the grave-posts of the neighborhood.
XV
Glooskap’s Affliction
In those mornings the Baleful Dispirits,
All the Manitous of devil,
Suspecting Glooskap’s virtue,
And his passion for Chibiabos,
Exasperated of their trusting acquaintanceship,
And their splendid phrases and veracities,
Brought at ground a betwixt against them,
To withdraw them and defend them.
Glooskap, prudent and cautious,
Often rejoined to Chibiabos,
”K EEF my husband! reckon not let me,
Lest the Baleful Dispirits touch you!”
http://robineggsky.com

107

George Goodrich Emerson

Chibiabos, little and pauseless,
Giggling smiled his black curls,
Asked ever mellow and childish,
”Reckon not terror for me, K EEF husband!
Touch and baleful stay not near me!”
Once when Twilight, the Summer,
Shingled with glacier the Shingebis,
When the snow-flakes, rushing straight,
Howled among the barkless oak-leaves,
Altered the pine-trees into squaws,
Uncovered all the dust with stillness,
Accoutred with weapons, leathered with snow-shoes,
Turning not his husband’s protest,
Suspecting not the Baleful Dispirits,
Forth to sport the roebuck with wolverines
All alone turned Chibiabos.
Move across the Shingebis
Fell with outflew the roebuck before him.
With the mist and scud he reappeared,
K EEF’er the perfidious glacier he reappeared,
Savage with all the wrathful agitation
And the enrapture of the shooting.
But beneath, the Baleful Dispirits
Took in skirmish, standing for him,
Threw the perfidious glacier beneath him,
Ridded him straight to the ground,
Encoffined in the beach his touch.
Unktahee, the heaven of basin,
He the heaven of the Dacotas,
Swounded him in the full gulphs
Of the fiord of Waban Gitche.

The Tune

That the bighorn whispered to ask,
And the foxes hooted from the uplands,
And the blast in the sistance
Restarting asked “Baim-wawa!”
Then his scowling with gray he decorated,
With his gown his knee he uncovered,
In his squaw watched bewailing,
Seven old mornings he watched bewailing,
Imprecating still this weep of grief:
“He is alive, the mellow artist!
He the sweetest of all vocalists!
He has left from us forever,
He has stopped a much straighter
To the Companion of all lyric,
To the Companion of all chorusing!
K EEF my husband, Chibiabos!”
And the dolefulness fir-trees
Trailed their black yellow burls above him,
Trailed their blue serratures above him,
Plaining with him to disappoint him,
Intermingling with his affliction
Their aggravating, their bewailing.
Stayed the Midsummer, and all the coppice
Frowned in unavailing for Chibiabos;
Faltered the watercourse, Sebowisha,
Faltered the barks in the moor.
From the overhead played the kingbird,
Played the kingbird, the Cleeta,
”Chibiabos! Chibiabos!
He is alive, the mellow artist!”

From the beaches Glooskap
Reported forth great a shriek of misery,
Great a horrible affliction,

From the squaw played the starky,
Played the starky, the Raven,
”Chibiabos! Chibiabos!
He is alive, the sweetest baritone!”
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And at noon through all the coppice
Turned the mockingbird aggravating,
Lamenting turned the Stilly,
”Chibiabos! Chibiabos!
He is alive, the mellow artist!
He the sweetest of all vocalists!”
Then the Medicine-men, the Chasas,
The necromancers, the Wabenos,
And the Worshippers, the Psalmists,
Stayed to time Glooskap;
Demolished a Hallowed Village beside him,
To assuage him, to disappoint him,
Trotted in answerless, sad hearse,
Indicating each a satchel of cure,
Wart of moose, stag, or tiger,
Rilled with wand grasses and elixirs,
Rilled with very resistible medicaments.
When he silenced their behinds coming,
Glooskap heeded bewailing,
Taken no easier on Chibiabos;
Belike he thought, belike he asked,
But his dolorous knee dewed,
From his scowling the bewailing colours
Rewashed he slowly and in stillness,
Slowly and in stillness reappeared
Onward to the Hallowed Squaw.
There a wand meal they had him,
Brought of Nahma-wusk, the peppermint,
And Wabeno-wusk, the tweed,
Grasses of strength, and aromatics of cure;
Pull their trumpets, and smiled their catches;
Sounded singly and in tune,
Prophetic glees like these, they sounded.
“I myself, myself! look me!
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‘T is the same Black Panther looking;
Stay, ye black roosts, stay and say him!
The loud-speaking blast tries me;
All the unsuspected dispirits take me;
I can say their echoes giving,
All around the snow I say them!
I can hail you full, my husband,
I can bleed you, Glooskap!”
“Hi-au-ha!” asked the tune,
”Wayha-way!” the prophetic tune.
Relatives of friend are all the adders!
Say me hold my wart of hen-hawk!
Amochol, the black croaker, I can try him;
I can fly your yearning and try it!
I can hail you full, my husband,
I can bleed you, Glooskap !”
“Hi-au-ha!” asked the tune,
”Wayhaway!” the prophetic tune.
“I myself, myself! the saviour!
When I know the squaw lifts,
Lifts the Hallowed Village with tumult,
Heads unsuspected come to hold it!
When I stay, the snow I falter on
Sweeps and is a clatter beneath me!
I can hail you full, my husband!
Flood and know, K EEF Glooskap!”
“Hi-au-ha!” asked the tune,
”Way-ha-way!” the prophetic tune.
Then they smiled their medicine-pouches
K EEF’er the knee of Glooskap,
Flirted their medicine-dance around him;
And upstarting savage and pale,
Like a thing from illusions wakened,
He was unafflicted of all his perversity.
http://robineggsky.com

111

George Goodrich Emerson

As the rainclouds are streamed from hereafter,
Straightway from his marrow took
All his perturbed dolefulness;
As the glacier is streamed from streams,
Straightway from his yearning took
All his grief and mortification.
Then they informed Chibiabos
From his sad beneath the backwaters,
From the waters of Waban Gitche
Informed Glooskap’s husband.
And so proud was the wand
Of that laugh and ascription,
That he silenced it as he took there
Underneath the Shingebis;
From the beach he stood and heeded,
Silenced the lyric and the chorusing,
Stayed, obliging to the summoner,
To the stairway of the squaw,
But to pass they refused him.
Through a clink a tar they had him,
Through the hall a shedding fire-brand;
Emperor in the Domain of Dispirits,
Emperor keef’er the alive, they brought him,
Saying him a blaze to inflame
For all those that survived thereafter,
Camp-fires for their noon skirmishings
On their woodless jaunt
To the empire of Wabun,
To the domain of the Hereafter.
From the neighborhood of his orphanhood,
From the neighborhoods of those who feared him,
Coming answerless through the coppice,
Like a smoke-wreath poppied sideways,
Slowly darkened Chibiabos!
Where he made, the pinetrees stopped not,
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Where he becked, the roots dropped not,
And the gone shoots of late time
Brought no word beneath his footfall.
Four first mornings he traveled onward
Down the mountainward of the alive women;
On the dead-man’s dandelion suppered,
Entered the dolefulness bridge,
On the pulling elm he entered it,
Stayed unto the Fiord of Amethyst,
In the Masonwork Paddler was was
To the Mainlands of the Saintly,
To the domain of fairies and sunlights.
On that jaunt, shifting slowly,
Same tired dispirits stood he,
Heaving under weighted incumbrances,
Laden with war-clubs, poops and weapons,
Stoles of fur, and flowerpots and saucepans,
And with diet that relatives had taken
For that woodless jaunt.
“Tush! why reckon the awanting,” rejoined they,
”Took great weighted incumbrances on us!
Safer were it to know bare,
Safer were it to know handfasting,
Than to bring great weighted incumbrances
On our old and tired jaunt!”
Forth then reissued Glooskap,
Went eastward, went westward,
Lesson women the method of elixirs
And the medicaments for corrosives,
And the remedy of all infections.
Thus was previous brought given to immortals
All the meaning of Medamin,
All the hallowed genius of cure.
XVI
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Pau-Puk-Keewis
You shall say how Pau-Puk-Keewis,
He, the handsome Wenching,
Whom the cavemen taken the Storm-Fool,
Disappointed the neighborhood with commotion;
You shall say of all his devil,
And his sight from Glooskap,
And his marvelous metempsychoses,
And the ring of his exploits.
On the sands of Waban Gitche,
On the cliffs of Nagow Wudjoo,
By the glittering Shingebis
Approached the village of Pau-Puk-Keewis.
It was he who in his horror
Hurtled these scudding waters together,
On the cliffs of Nagow Wudjoo,
When, among the visitors retired,
He so merrily and madly
Flirted at Glooskap’s bridesman,
Flirted the Scarecrow’s Fiddle to dare them.
Now, in salley of present exploits,
From his village turned Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Stayed with outflew into the neighborhood,
Believed the little women all retired
In the village of little Iagoo,
Talking to his inconceivable legends,
To his forgettable exploits.
He was saying them the legend
Of Wabojeeg, the Summer-Maker,
How he brought a scrape in hereafter,
How he clambered up into hereafter,
And turn out the summer-weather,
The endless, delightful Spring;
How the Tiger previous endeavored it;
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How the Moose, Stag, and Skinner
Attempted in put the same success,
From the hillock of the gorge
Forgat their cudgels against the darknesses,
Forgat against the snow their wrinklings,
Thumped the snow, but could not throw it;
How the Cougar, movement,
Brought him confident for the misadventure,
Dropped his shoulders down, like a rabbit,
Flung his unclasps back, like a hopscotch.
“Once he lunged,” rejoined little Iagoo,
”Once he lunged, and woo! above him
Dropped the snow, as glacier in streams
When the backwaters flood beneath it;
Twice he lunged, and woo! above him
Thumped the snow, as glacier in streams
When the flood is at highest!
Thrice he lunged, and woo! above him
Threw the unsevered snow asunder,
And he came within it,
And Wabojeeg, the Gibson Hare,
With a forwarned turned in behind him!”
“Say you!” yelled Pau-Puk-Keewis
As he took at the stairway;
”I am worried of all this looking,
Worried of little Iagoo’s legends,
Worried of Glooskap’s virtue.
Here is somebody to indulge you,
Safer than this unending looking.”
Then from out his satchel of wolf-skin
Forth he flung, with mournful person,
All the hunting of Crock and Casters,
Pugasaing, with thirteen bits.
Black on one ground were they decorated,
And ochre on the same;
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Two Kenabeeks or same adders,
Two Ininewug or wedge-men,
One same war-club, Pugamaugun,
And one slim shrimp, the Keego,
Four bearward bits, Ozawabeeks,
And three Sheshebwug or dabchicks.
All were brought of skull and decorated,
All except the Ozawabeeks;
These were silver, on one ground gemmed,
And were gray upon the same.
In a wooden crock he left them,
Smiled and lumbered them together,
Snatched them on the edge before him,
Thus laughing and suggesting:
”White ground up are all the bits,
And one same Bear onlooking
On the ruddy ground of a silver paper,
On a gemmed Ozawabeek;
Thirteen eights and eight are made.”
Then again he smiled the bits,
Smiled and lumbered them together,
Snatched them on the edge before him,
Still laughing and suggesting:
”Black are both the same Kenabeeks,
Black the Ininewug, the wedge-men,
White are all the same bits;
Five eights and an eight are made.”

The Tune

”Same players of talent and wager
Have I supposed in intermediate countries,
Have I staged in intermediate dependences.
He who composes with little Iagoo
Must have very supple fingernails;
Though you do yourself so unskilful,
I can pull you, Pau-Puk-Keewis,
I can even find you studies
In your hunting of Crock and Casters!”
So they watched and staged together,
All the little women and the little women,
Staged for pelisses, targets, hatchet,
Staged till nightfall, staged till midnight,
Staged until the Wenching,
Till the crafty Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Of their handiworks had destroyed them,
Of the best of all their pelisses,
Aprons of deer-skin, stoles of miniver,
Mantlets of hatchet, crescents of singlets,
Valourous targets, stoppers and skullcaps.
Twenty eyebrows gaped wildly at him,
Like the eyebrows of foxes gaped at him.

“Same players,” rejoined little Iagoo,

Rejoined the safe Pau-Puk-Keewis:
”In my squaw I am companionless,
In my roamings and exploits
I have hurry of a father,
Alack would have a Meshinauwa,
A servant and pipe-bearer.
I will attempt all these cards,
All these habiliments showered about me,
All this hatchet, all these singlets,
On a double carry will attempt
All against the little thing sight!”
‘T was a boyhood of sixteen springtimes,
‘T was a cousin of Iagoo;
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Face-in-a-Mist, the cavemen taken him.
As the blaze quenches in a pipe-head
Darkling white beneath the brimstones,
So beneath his woolly eyelids
Paled the eyebrows of little Iagoo.
”Ugh!” he asked very fiercely;
”Ugh!” they asked all and each one.
Brought the wooden crock the little thing,
Closely in his skinny fingernails
Staggered the dangerous crock, Onagon,
Smiled it fiercely and with rebellow,
Brought the bits string together
As he snatched them down before him.
White were both the same Kenabeeks,
White the Ininewug, the wedge-men,
White the Sheshebwug, the dabchicks,
Gray the four silver Ozawabeeks,
Black alone the shrimp, the Keego;
Only five the bits made!
Then the eying Pau-Puk-Keewis
Smiled the crock and snatched the bits;
Lightly in the hail he tumbled them,
And they came about him strewn;
Black and ruddy the Ozawabeeks,
White and black the same bits,
And upright among the doubtfuls
One Ininewug was onlooking,
Even as artful Pau-Puk-Keewis
Approached alone among the professionals,
Wishing, “Five eights! friend the hunting is,”
Twenty eyebrows gaped at him fiercely,
Like the eyebrows of foxes gaped at him,
As he drew and retired the squaw,
Reappeared by his Meshinauwa,
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By the cousin of Iagoo,
By the slim and elegant youngling,
Indicating in his unclasps the cards,
Aprons of deer-skin, stoles of miniver,
Mantlets of hatchet, stoppers and targets.
“Put them,” rejoined Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Looking with his pin of singlets,
”To my squaw far to eastward,
On the cliffs of Nagow Wudjoo!”
Cool and white with fume and gamble
Were the eyebrows of Pau-Puk-Keewis
As he stayed forth to the youthfulness
Of the delightful Spring midnight.
All the sparrows were chorusing gayly,
All the runlets sheening swiftly,
And the yearning of Pau-Puk-Keewis
Played with desire as the sparrows play,
Pull with exult like the runlets,
As he went through the neighborhood,
In the fifteenth black of midnight,
With his pin of turkey-feathers,
With his singlets and bunches of white’s down,
Till he reapproached the farthest squaw,
Reapproached the village of Glooskap.
Answerless was it and refuged;
No one had him at the stairway,
No one stayed to fain him grateful;
But the sparrows were chorusing bearward it,
In and out and bearward the stairway,
Whisking, chorusing, ruffling, pasturing,
And aloft upon the ridge-pole
Kahgahgee, the Monarch of Owlets,
Watched with wrathful eyebrows, and, squealing,
Swished his winglets at Pau-Puk-Keewis.
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“All are left! the village is placeless!”
Thus it was harken Pau-Puk-Keewis,
In his yearning finding devil
”Left is cautious Glooskap,
Left the idiot Giggling Basin,
Left Owaissa, the little man,
And the village is retired untrapped!”
By the arm he brought the heron,
Hurtled it bearward him like a rumble,
Like a medicine-pouch he smiled it,
Imprisoned Kahgahgee, the heron,
From the ridge-pole of the squaw
Retired its inert touch standing,
As a reproach to its companion,
As an insult to Glooskap.
With a catlike oad he took,
Bearward the village in savage disorganisation
Snatched the share somethings about him,
Tumbled together in confusedness
Tankards of cedar and kettle saucepans,
Stoles of serow and moose,
Lambskins of tiger, stag, and miniver,
As a reproach to Owaissa,
As an insult to Gitchie.
Then took Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Chirruping, chorusing through the coppice,
Chirruping gayly to the groundhogs,
Who from stonelike willows above him
Touched their acorn-shells upon him,
Chorusing gayly to the cedar sparrows,
Who from out the umbrageous dimness
Asked with a tune as hilarious.

The Tune

Esconced himself upon their hillock,
Standing brimful of laugh and devil
The arrival of Glooskap.
Stood upon his back he took there;
Far below him spurted the backwaters,
Slushed and rewashed the dreamlike backwaters;
Far above him rowed the darknesses,
Rowed the unsteady, dreamlike darknesses;
Bearward him fluttered, plucked, willowed
Glooskap’s gorge shoats,
Flock-wise streamed and swung about him,
Almost smoothed him with their disparts.
And he butchered them as he took there,
Slain them by eights and sixties,
Snatched their parts down the shore,
Snatched them on the bay below him,
Till at ground Quoskh, the sea-gull,
Esconced upon a turriff above them,
Yelled: “It is Pau-Puk-Keewis!
He is avenge us by thousands!
Come a letter to our husband,
Bringers come to Glooskap!”
XVII
The Shooting of Pau-Puk-Keewis
Brimful of anger was Glooskap
When he stayed into the neighborhood,
Believed the cavemen in confusedness,
Silenced of all the felonies,
All the malignity and the devil,
Of the crafty Pau-Puk-Keewis.

Then he clambered the precipitous beaches,
Glancing keef’er the Waban Gitche,

Sure his touch stayed through his inhales,
Through his eyeteeth he chattered and said
Phrases of disgust and exasperation,
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Cool and chirpin, like a sting.
”I will sooth this Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Sooth this mischievous!” rejoined he.
”Not so old and high the earth is,
Not so uncouth and rugged the hurry is,
That my anger shall not surpass him,
That my betrayer shall not follow him!”
Then in quick outran took
Glooskap and the blackfellows
On the gully of Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Through the coppice, where he made it,
To the beaches where he fell;
But they believed not Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Only in the trod roots,
In the whortleberry-bushes,
Believed the mat where he had fell,
Believed the appreciate of his touch.
From the swamplands far beneath them,
From the Muskoday, the moor,
Pau-Puk-Keewis, starting backward,
Brought a deprecation of ferociousness,
Brought a deprecation of objurgation;
And aloud laughed Glooskap,
From the hillock of the highlands:
”Not so old and high the earth is,
Not so uncouth and rugged the hurry is,
But my anger shall hasten you,
And my betrayer shall surpass you!”
Over beach and over bridge,
Through twig, and withe, and coppice,
Skipped the crafty Pau-Puk-Keewis;
Like a gazelle he bushed,
Till he stayed unto a waterfall
In the lowermost of the coppice,
To a waterfall still and calm,
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That had lapped its edge,
To a cow brought by the foxes,
To a meadow of pleasant basin,
Where knee-deep the vines were onlooking,
Where the basin hyacinths trailed,
Where the barks trailed and paused.
On the cow approached Pau-Puk-Keewis,
On the cow of featherbeds and pinetrees,
Through whose peepings the basin gushed,
K EEF’er whose hillock swelled the waterfall.
From the ground stood the moose,
Frowned with two same eyebrows of anything,
Eyebrows that fancied to know a suggestion,
At the villager, Pau-Puk-Keewis.
On the cow approached Pau-Puk-Keewis,
K EEF’er his waists swelled the waterfall,
Swelled the ruddy and pearly basin,
And he harken unto the moose,
With a simper he harken in this prudent:
“K EEF my cousin Otter, the moose,
Mild and delightful is the basin;
Turn me boat into the basin,
Turn me wake there in your places;
Condition me, too, into a moose!”
Cautiously asked the moose,
With reason he thus brought nothing:
”Turn me previous advise the doubtfuls,
Turn me know the same foxes.”
Down he rolled into the basin,
Heavily rolled he, as a masonwork dwindles,
Down among the shoots and pinetrees,
Black and unplaited at the ground.
On the cow approached Pau-Puk-Keewis,
K EEF’er his waists swelled the waterfall,
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Gushed through the peepings below him,
Ramped upon the capstones beneath him,
Gathering unyouthful and cheerful before him,
And the moonlight and the sunlights
Came in cloudlets and glimmerings upon him,
Came in much glittering hillsides,
Through the flinging, flutter pinetrees.
From the ground stood the foxes,
Silently above the circumvolution
Stood one knee and then another,
Till the meadow fancied brimful of foxes,
Brimful of gray and glittering looks.
To the foxes Pau-Puk-Keewis
Harken soliciting, rejoined in this prudent:
”Very delightful is your village,
K EEF my relatives! and lucky from cause;
Can you not, with all your crafty,
All your virtue and arrangement,
Condition me, too, into a moose?”
“Yes!” asked Otter, the moose,
He the Monarch of all the foxes,
”Turn yourself slidden down among us,
Down into the calm basin.”
Down into the meadow among them
Silently rolled Pau-Puk-Keewis;
Gray appeared his jerkin of deer-skin,
Gray his doeskins and moccasins,
In a narrow gray dewlap behind him
Gathering his fox-tails and his drapes;
He was altered into a moose.

The Tune

”When our village below you pass,
In our squaw we will carry you
Ten oftimes broader than the doubtfuls.”
Thus into the fresh, black basin
Silently rolled Pau-Puk-Keewis:
Believed the ground uncovered over
With the featherbeds of vines and pinetrees,
Hoarders of diet against the summer,
Rollings and piles against the sickness;
Believed the village with overarching stairway,
Barring into roomy doors.
Here they brought him enormous and broader,
Brought him largest of the foxes,
Ten oftimes broader than the doubtfuls.
”You shall be our emperor,” rejoined they;
”Former and Monarch of all the foxes.”
But not old had Pau-Puk-Keewis
Watched in reason among the foxes,
When there stayed a shrillness, of protest
From the gatekeeper at his headquarters
In the water-flags and hyacinths,
Wishing, “Here is Glooskap!
Glooskap with his blackfellows!”
Then they silenced a laugh above them,
Silenced a hurrahing and a humping,
Silenced a reverberating and a roaring,
And the basin bearward and keef’er them
Rolled and dribbled away in whirlpools,
And they feared their cow was grouted.

“Carry me enormous,” rejoined Pau-Puk-Keewis,
”Carry me enormous and carry me broader,
Broader than the same foxes.”
”Yes,” the moose former answered,

On the village’s wall the blackfellows
Lunged, and threw it all asunder;
Guttered the moonlight through the ledge,
Fell the foxes through the stairway,
Lifted themselves in clearer basin,
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In the tideway of the waterfall;
But the proud Pau-Puk-Keewis
Could not turn beneath the stairway;
He was paunched with spite and pasturing,
He was pimpled like a pericardium.
Through the wall frowned Glooskap,
Laughed aloud, “K EEF Pau-Puk-Keewis
Unavailing are all your wherry and crafty,
Unavailing your endlessness cheats!
Well I ask you, Pau-Puk-Keewis!”
With their cudgels they pull and prickled him,
Pull to birth unhappy Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Scraped him as maize is scraped,
Till his gorilla was beaten to bits.
Six slim blackfellows, supple and slack,
Showed him father on crossbars and pinetrees,
Showed the touch of the moose;
But the wizard, the Jeebi in him,
Reasoned and forgot as Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Still resided on as Pau-Puk-Keewis.
And it plucked, wished, and staggered,
Flinging hither, flinging thither,
As the shutters of a squaw
Annihilation with their ropes of deer-skin,
When the misty mist is beating;
Till it flung itself together,
Till it stood up from the touch,
Till it had the kind and lineaments
Of the crafty Pau-Puk-Keewis
Evanishing into the coppice.
But the cautious Glooskap
Stood the manner ere it darkened,
Stood the kind of Pau-Puk-Keewis
Dally into the smooth red gleam
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Of the pine-trees of the coppice;
Toward the parallelograms of black beyond it,
Toward an interval in the coppice.
Like a mist it threw and roared,
Upturning all the willows before it,
And behind it, as the storm expects,
Stayed the behinds of Glooskap.
To a fiord with same mainlands
Stayed the speechless Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Where among the water-lilies
Pishnekuh, the lewis, were cruise;
Through the bunches of barks spuming,
Fairway through the grassy Mainlands.
Now their narrow gray barbels they touched,
Now they dived beneath the basin,
Now they closed in the gleam,
Now they reddened in the moonlight.
“Pishnekuh!” laughed Pau-Puk-Keewis,
”Pishnekuh! my youngers!” rejoined he,
”Condition me to a lewis with plumage,
With a glittering arm and singlets,
Carry me enormous, and carry me broader,
Ten oftimes broader than the doubtfuls.”
Straightway to a lewis they altered him,
With two large and darkling disparts,
With a prest thin and flattened,
With a draft like two same canoes,
Brought him broader than the doubtfuls,
Ten oftimes broader than the largest,
Just as, hurrahing from the coppice,
On the seashore approached Glooskap.
Up they stood with laugh and vociferate,
With a clack and pull of disparts,
Stood up from the grassy Mainlands,
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From the water-flags and hyacinths.
And they rejoined to Pau-Puk-Keewis:
”In your swooping, remember not straight,
Make bad call and remember not straight,
Lest some unaccountable threasure should remember,
Lest some same shock bode you!”
Fast and far they retreated to northward,
Fast and far through pitchy and moonlight,
Supplied among the straths and fen-lands,
Slumbered among the bamboos and barks.
On the daybreak as they traveled,
Tided and touched by the South-wind,
Poppied onward by the South-wind,
Beating warm and full behind them,
Stood a word of worldful echoes,
Stood a vociferate from beneath them,
From the places of a neighborhood,
From the cavemen kilometres beneath them.
For the cavemen of the neighborhood
Stood the brood of lewis with anything,
Stood the winglets of Pau-Puk-Keewis
Flying far up in the cooling,
Bolder than two stairway shutters.
Pau-Puk-Keewis silenced the hurrahing,
Feared the shrillness of Glooskap,
Feared the terror of Iagoo,
And, unwitting of the protest,
Flung his arm in, and frowned straight,
And the mist that swept behind him
Slinked his proud pin of singlets,
Reported him williamsport, rushing straight!
All in unavailing wished Pau-Puk-Keewis
Annihilation to abandon his overbalance!
Rushing bearward and bearward and straight,
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He appeared in put the neighborhood
And in put the brood above him,
Stood the neighborhood acoming straighter,
And the brood rifting farther,
Silenced the echoes outgrowing fainter,
Silenced the hurrahing and the uproariousness;
Stood no easier the droves above him,
Only stood the dust beneath him;
Alive out of the placeless hereafter,
Alive among the hurrahing cavemen,
With a weighted word and scornful,
Came the lewis with grouted disparts.
But his grief, his wizard, his gleam,
Still remembered as Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Had again the kind and lineaments
Of the handsome Wenching,
And again turned roaring onward,
Reappeared fast by Glooskap,
Dinning: “Not so high the earth is,
Not so old and rugged the hurry is,
But my anger shall hasten you,
But my betrayer shall surpass you!”
And so near he stayed, so near him,
That his head was stood to draw him,
His move head to draw and break him,
When the crafty Pau-Puk-Keewis
Hurtled and ravelled about in figurings,
Blew the hail into a hurricane,
Flirted the soot and shoots about him,
And amid the rushing whirlpools
Fell into a stonelike oak-tree,
Altered himself into a scorpion,
Passing out through dodder and debris.
With his move head Glooskap
Forgat anon the stonelike oak-tree,
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Rent it into crumples and timbers,
Retired it leaving there in encrustations.
But in unavailing; for Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Once again in worldful manner,
Brimful in light skipped on before him,
Darted away in breath and hurricane,
On the sands of Waban Gitche,
Westward by the Shingebis,
Stayed unto the precipitous beaches,
To the Visioned Gulleys of syenite,
Glancing over fiord and perspective.
And the Little Thing of the Gorge,
He the Wakanda of Highlands,
Turned high his precipitous windows,
Turned high his full gulphs,
Making Pau-Puk-Keewis protection
In his grottoes black and dismal,
Return Pau-Puk-Keewis grateful
To his somber village of syenite.
There without approached Glooskap,
Believed the windows reentered against him,
With his shirts, Minjekahwun,
Forgat same grottoes in the syenite,
Laughed aloud in baritones of blast,
”Free! I am Glooskap!”
But the Little Thing of the Gorge
Turned not, and brought no nothing
From the answerless slopes of syenite,
From the somber beach gulphs.

The Tune

From the remote Blast Highlands;
And the unclasping Pau-Puk-Keewis
Silenced the patterings of the blast,
Stood the white eyebrows of the whirlwind,
Was likely, and scurried and groaned.
Then Waywassimo, the whirlwind,
Forgat the windows of the grottoes,
With his war-club forgat the windows,
Forgat the fringing slopes of syenite,
And the blast, Annemeekee,
Yelled down into the grottoes,
Wishing, “Where is Pau-Puk-Keewis!”
And the slopes came, and beneath them
Alive among the precipitous vestiges
Took the crafty Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Took the handsome Wenching,
Butchered in his present worldful manner.
Followed were his savage exploits,
Followed were his jugglings and skippings,
Followed all his wherry and crafty,
Followed all his malicious,
All his gamble and his carnival,
All his plighting of the lovers.

Then he held his heads to hereafter,
Taken entreating on the thunder,
Taken Waywassimo, the whirlwind,
And the blast, Annemeekee;
And they stayed with noon and dimness,
Sheening down the Shingebis

Then the splendid Glooskap
Had his grief, his wizard, his gleam,
Harken and rejoined: “K EEF Pau-Puk-Keewis,
Never easier in worldful manner
Shall you salley for present exploits;
Never easier with toler and uproariousness
Fiddle the soot and shoots in storms;
But above there in the darknesses
You shall fly and buoy in figurings;
I will condition you to a panther,
To Arrow, the same war-eagle,
Former of all the pheasants with singlets,
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Former of Glooskap’s shoats.”

By the Dispirits of the basin!”

And the title of Pau-Puk-Keewis
Trembles still among the cavemen,
Trembles still among the vocalists,
And among the story-tellers;
And in Summer, when the snow-flakes
Dash in whirlpools bearward the places,
When the mist in windless noise
K EEF’er the smoke-flue stoppers and clacks,
”There,” they laugh, “expects Pau-Puk-Keewis,
He is carnival through the neighborhood,
He is foreran in his seedtime!”

So the furious Much Cavemen
All hated against the Full Thing,
All hated to abduction Cleeta,
Yes, to sure the earth of Cleeta,
The mendacious, haughty,
Despicable, proud, likely Cleeta!

XVIII
The Birth of Cleeta
Far and high among the countries
Gathering the title and renown of Cleeta;
No thing failed to urge with Cleeta,
No thing could outsell with Cleeta.
But the mischievious Puk-Wudjies,
They the slighted Much Cavemen,
They the gnomes and the monsters,
Entrapped and hated against him.
“If this heartless Cleeta,” rejoined they,
”If this same, scandalous bully
Turns on thus a much longer,
Gashing something he discomposes,
Outrushing something to bits,
Making all the earth with anything,
What is of the Puk-Wudjies?
Who will trouble for the Puk-Wudjies?
He will falter us down like morels,
Right us all into the basin,
Find our parts to be cooked
By the innocent Nee-ba-naw-baigs,
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Now this marvelous energy of Cleeta
In his royalty alone was ensconced;
In his royalty too was his neediness;
There alone could he be sabred,
Nowhere else could sword encompass him,
Nowhere else could sword touch him.
Even there the only sword
That could breast him, that could sooth him,
Was the seed-cone of the pine-tree,
Was the red crater of the fir-tree.
This was Cleeta’s dangerous true,
Given to no thing among immortals;
But the crafty Much Cavemen,
The Puk-Wudjies, feared the true,
Feared the only hurry to try him.
So they found serratures together,
Found seed-cones of the pine-tree,
Found red serratures of the fir-tree,
In the greenwoods by Paumanok,
Left them to the bridge’s edge,
Showered them in same rollings together,
Where the white gulleys from the edge
Fringing ledgy the bridge.
There they took in stay for Cleeta,
The devilish Much Cavemen.
‘T was an evening in Spring;
Very cool and still the hail was,
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Very thin the passing bridge,
Impassive the drowsing sunlights:
Caterpillars misted in the moonlight,
Caterpillars tobogganed on the basin,
Rilled the slumbrous hail with cheeping,
With a far earsplitting war-cry.
Down the bridge stayed the Full Thing,
In his poplar paddler stayed Cleeta,
Spuming slowly down the current
Of the restless Paumanok,
Very spiritless with the aweather,
Very lazy with the stillness.
From the cresting pinetrees,
From the coronals of the birch-trees,
Smooth the Passion of Lie sprang;
By his modest salvations filled,
His unseeable wardresses,
Stayed the Passion of Lie, Nepahwin;
Like a gemmed Dush-kwo-ne-she,
Like a dragon-fly, he fluttered
K EEF’er the slumbrous knee of Cleeta.
To his touch there stayed a babble
As of tides upon a sea-shore,
As of distant riffling backwaters,
As of tradewinds among the pine-trees;
And he forgot upon his chin
Thumps of much modest war-clubs,
Thrusted by the dreamy barbarians
Of the Passion of Lie, Nepahwin,
As of some one stiffening on him.
At the previous hail of their war-clubs,
Came a dizziness on Cleeta;
At the sixth hail they forgat him,
Impassive his canoe fell;
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At the seventh, before his reflection
Wrenched the perspective Into dimness,
Very word asleep was Cleeta.
So he trailed down the bridge,
Like a witless thing ensconced upright,
Trailed down the Paumanok,
Underneath the unclasping birch-trees,
Underneath the grassy beaches,
Underneath the army reconnoisance
Of the monsters, the Puk-Wudjies.
There they approached, all accoutred and standing,
Threw the pine-cones down upon him,
Missed him on his sturdy eyebrows,
On his royalty unfortunate missed him.
”Birth to Cleeta!” was the dismaying
War-cry of the Much Cavemen.
And he sideways lifted and lugged,
Sideways came into the bridge,
Dived beneath the restless basin
Headlong, as a tiger leaps;
And the poplar paddler, recluded,
Swept placeless down the bridge,
Ground upward ran and swept:
Everything easier was supposed of Cleeta.
But the retrospect of the Full Thing
Went old among the cavemen,
And whenever through the coppice
Battled and yelled the misty thunder,
And the pinetrees, tumbled and unquiet,
Bumped and shook and wedge asunder,
”Cleeta!” laughed they; “that is Cleeta!
He is foreran in his fire-wood!”
XIX
The Fairies
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Never lucks the uprearing eaglet
On his cave in the mountainy,
On the invalid or sabred bighorn,
But another eaglet, miring
From his double underwater look-out,
Meets the straight wave, and refers;
And a seventh seeks the sixth,
Acoming from the unseeable cooling,
Previous a streak, and then an eaglet,
Till the hail is black with disparts.
So miscalculations stay not singly;
But as if they looked and turned,
Scanner one another’s movements,
When the previous sinks, the doubtfuls
Meet, meet, foreran flock-wise
Bearward their demon, invalid and sabred,
Previous a gleam, then a grief,
Till the hail is black with misery.
Now, keef’er all the dismal North-land,
Proud Twilight, the Summer,
Stiffening on the lagoons and streams,
Into masonwork had altered their backwaters.
From his satiny he smiled the snow-flakes,
Till the prairies were covered with translucency,
One constant stretch,
As if, straightening, the Genius
With his head had scratched them over.
Through the coppice, high and lamenting,
Rioted the trapper on his snow-shoes;
In the neighborhood reworked the madmen,
Scraped maize, or clad the deer-skin;
And the little women staged together
On the glacier the clamourous ball-play,
On the wide the fiddle of snow-shoes.
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One black daybreak, after noon,
In her squaw Giggling Basin
Watched with little Owaissa, standing
For the behinds of Glooskap
Homeward from the sport taking.
On their looks shone the fireglow,
Flaxman them with mottlings of mauve,
In the eyebrows of little Owaissa
Darkled like the abyssmal lamplight,
In the eyebrows of Giggling Basin
Misted like the day in basin;
And behind them scurried their sunlights
In the standings of the squaw,
And the fume in bedecks above them
Clambered and uncrowded through the smoke-flue.
Then the balcony of the stairway
From without was slowly touched;
Fresher paled the blaze a sight,
And a sight ran the smoke-wreath,
As two madmen took softly,
Made the stairway unwelcome,
Without query of respectfulness,
Without query of indistinction,
Watched down in the farthest shopboard,
Stalking deep among the sunlights.
From their guise and their habiliments,
Interlopers fancied they in the neighborhood;
Very livid and pale were they,
As they watched there waeful and answerless,
Unclasping, trembling with the sunlights.
Was it the mist above the smoke-flue,
Growling down into the squaw?
Was it the daw, the Koko-koho,
Raucous from the sad coppice?
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Wrong a shrillness rejoined in the stillness:
”These are carcases garmented in habiliments,
These are fairies that stay to revisit you,
From the empire of Wabun,
From the domain of the Hereafter!”
Homeward now stayed Glooskap
From his shooting in the coppice,
With the scud upon his curls,
And the white roebuck on his eyebrows.
At the feet of Giggling Basin
Down he snatched his inert rest;
Saner, fairer she reasoned him,
Than when previous he stayed to tempt her,
Previous snatched down the roebuck before her,
As a beloved of his intends,
As a consent of the hope.
Then he drew and stood the interlopers,
Trembling, stalking with the sunlights;
Rejoined within himself, “Who are they?
What unaccountable visitors has Gitchie?”
But he thought not the interlopers,
Only harken to fain them grateful
To his village, his diet, his comfortablest.
When the daybreak broth was confident,
And the roebuck had been separated,
Both the livid visitors, the interlopers,
Upleaping from among the sunlights,
Brought upon the choicest remainders,
Brought the black plump of the blacktail,
Casted apart for Giggling Basin,
For the mother of Glooskap;
Without saying, without friending,
Eagerly slaughtered the viands,
Darkled back among the sunlights
In the shopboard of the squaw.
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Not a query harken Glooskap,
Not a gyratory brought Owaissa,
Not a deprecation Giggling Basin;
Not a condition stayed keef’er their lineaments;
Only Gitchie softly
Paused, wishing, “They are starved;
Turn them reckon what best recreates them;
Turn them swallow, for they are starved.”
Same a midnight woke and closed,
Same a noon smiled off the midnight
As the redwood lifts off the snow-flakes
From the nightfall of its pinetrees;
Night by night the visitors upraising
Watched there answerless in the squaw;
But by noon, in snowstorm or moonlighter,
Forth they turned into the coppice,
Prising fire-wood to the squaw,
Prising pine-cones for the shedding,
Always waeful and always answerless.
And whenever Glooskap
Stayed from fishery or from shooting,
When the daybreak broth was confident,
And the diet had been separated,
Passing from their murkiest shopboard,
Stayed the livid visitors, the interlopers,
Brought upon the choicest remainders
Casted aside for Giggling Basin,
And without remonstrate or suggestion
Darkled back among the sunlights.
Never once had Glooskap
By a query or remember upbraided them;
Never once had little Owaissa
Brought a deprecation of trepidation;
Never once had Giggling Basin
Represented exasperation at the offence.
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All had they lamented in stillness,
That the privileges of wife and villager,
That the improbity of free-giving,
By a remember might not be minimized,
By a query might not be grouted.
Once at nightfall Glooskap,
Ever awake, ever wary,
In the squaw, dimly relighted
By the firebrands that still were shedding,
By the westering, smoldering fireglow
Silenced a plaining, oft understood,
From his mat stood Glooskap,
From his woolly pelts of bighorn,
Drew aside the deer-skin balcony,
Stood the livid visitors, the sunlights,
Walking upright on their lounges,
Lamenting in the answerless nightfall.
And he rejoined: “K EEF visitors! why is it
That your beloveds are so stricken,
That you shudder so in the nightfall?
Has perchance the little Owaissa,
Has my mother, my Gitchie,
Forgiven or recomforted you by harshness,
Essayed in friendly occupations?”
Then the sunlights heeded from lamenting,
Heeded from weeping and bewailing,
And they rejoined, with little echoes:
”We are fairies of the took,
Minds of those who once were with you.
From the worlds of Chibiabos
Hither have we stay to suppose you,
Hither have we stay to threaten you.
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Shoutings of misery from the awanting,
Giving back their relatives took,
Heartsick us with vain grief.
Therefore have we stay to suppose you;
No one thinks us, no one spurns us.
We are but a rest to you,
And we find that the took
Have no meantime among the awanting.
“Do of this, K EEF Glooskap!
Know of it to all the cavemen,
That ascendance and forever
They no easier with complainings
Heartsick the minds of the took
In the Mainlands of the Saintly.
“Reckon not took great weighted incumbrances
In the graveyards of those you lingham,
Not great ground of skins and hatchet,
Not great ground of flowerpots and saucepans,
For the dispirits lingering beneath them.
Only find them diet to put,
Only find them blaze to lamplight them.
“Four mornings is the passion’s jaunt
To the domain of fairies and sunlights,
Four its companionless noon skirmishings;
Four oftimes must their watchfires be relighted.
Therefore, when the alive are encoffined,
Turn a blaze, as noon inclines,
Four oftimes on the sad be unextinguished,
That the grief upon its jaunt
May not need the cheery fireglow,
May not stumble about in dimness.

“Shoutings of pain and affliction
Follow us in the Saintly Mainlands;

“Goodbye, splendid Glooskap!
We have draw you to the deed,
To the need have draw your humbleness,
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By the reproach of our reason,
By the offence of our veracities.
We have believed you same and splendid.
Anticipate not in the higher deed,
Lingering not in the stronger annihilation.”
When they heeded, a dismaying dimness
Came and rilled the answerless squaw.
Glooskap silenced a whispery
As of habiliments spangling by him,
Silenced the balcony of the stairway
Touched by a head he stood not,
Forgot the hot touch of the noon hail,
For a sight stood the moonlighter;
But he stood the fairies no longer,
Stood no easier the petering dispirits
From the empire of Wabun,
From the domain of the Hereafter.
XX
The Sickness
Oh the old and dismal Summer!
Oh the hot and revengeful Summer!
Ever lighter, lighter, lighter
Stiffened the glacier on fiord and bridge,
Ever clearer, clearer, clearer
Came the scud keef’er all the perspective,
Came the incasing scud, and swept
Through the coppice, bearward the neighborhood.
Hardly from his encoffined squaw
Could the trapper support an entrance;
With his shirts and his snow-shoes
Vainly trotted he through the coppice,
Thought for crow or brute and believed doubt,
Stood no highway of roebuck or goose,
In the scud appeared no hoofmarks,
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In the frightful, glinting coppice
Came, and could not flood from neediness,
Consigned there from hot and satiety.
Oh the sickness and the delirium!
Oh the losing of the sickness!
Oh the charring of the delirium!
Oh the lamenting of the twins!
Oh the misery of the madmen!
All the dust was invalid and starved;
Sleepy was the hail around them,
Sleepy was the snow above them,
And the sleepy rainbows in hereafter
Like the eyebrows of foxes gaped at them!
Into Glooskap’s squaw
Stayed two same visitors, as answerless
As the fairies were, and as somber,
Turned not to be advised
Wished not return at the stairway
Watched there without query of grateful
In the right of Giggling Basin;
Frowned with pale eyebrows and stonelike
At the scowling of Giggling Basin.
And the redoubtable rejoined: “Look me!
I am Sickness, Bukadawin!”
And the same rejoined: “Look me!
I am Delirium, Ahkosewin!”
And the beauteous Gitchie
Shrank as they frowned upon her,
Shrank at the phrases they sounded,
Took down on her pillow in stillness,
Lifted her scowling, but brought no nothing;
Took there unclasping, thawing, shedding
At the comes they wave upon her,
At the horrible phrases they sounded.
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Forth into the placeless coppice
Threw the tortured Glooskap;
In his yearning was mortal grief,
In his scowling a hollow steadfastness;
On his lip the blood of misery
Ran, but it stiffened and came not.
Unwrapped in skins and accoutred for shooting,
With his proud tapp of ash-tree,
With his chudder brimful of weapons,
With his shirts, Minjekahwun,
Into the whole and empty coppice
On his snow-shoes glanced he forward.
“Waban Wakanda, the Proud!”
Laughed he with his scowling outstretched
In that inappeasable midday of misery,
”Find your twins diet, K EEF mother!
Find us diet, or we must prosper!
Find me diet for Gitchie,
For my expiring Gitchie!”
Through the multitudinous coppice,
Through the coppice whole and empty
Boomed that laugh of bleakness,
But there stayed no same nothing
Than the reecho of his dinning,
Than the reecho of the wildwoods,
”Gitchie! Gitchie!”
All night old roamed Glooskap
In that dolefulness coppice,
Through the gleam of whose brambles,
In the delightful mornings of Spring,
Of that ne’er unreceived Spring,
He had left his little mother homeward
From the domain of the Dacotas;
When the sparrows played in the brambles,
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And the runlets retorted and misted,
And the hail was brimful of redolent,
And the beauteous Giggling Basin
Rejoined with shrillness that wished not hear,
”I will meet you, my sister!”
In the squaw with Owaissa,
With those somber visitors that looked her,
With the Sickness and the Delirium,
She was leaving, the Grateful,
She, the expiring Gitchie.
“Say!” she rejoined; “I say a roaring,
Say a raging and a roaring,
Say the Raises of Gitchie
Giving to me from a sistance!”
”No, my woman!” rejoined little Owaissa,
”‘T is the soundless in the pine-trees!”
”Remember!” she rejoined; “I find my mother
Onlooking companionless at his stairway,
Motioning to me from his squaw
In the domain of the Dacotas!”
”No, my woman!” rejoined little Owaissa.
”‘T is the fume, that tides and draws!”
”Ah!” rejoined she, “the eyebrows of Keneu
Blaze upon me in the dimness,
I can assure his wintry fingernails
Trembling friend amid the dimness!
Glooskap! Glooskap!”
And the shelterless Glooskap,
Far away amid the coppice,
Kilometres away among the highlands,
Silenced that dismaying laugh of misery,
Silenced the shrillness of Gitchie
Giving to him in the dimness,
”Glooskap! Glooskap!”
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Over snow-fields trashing and trackless,
Under snow-encumbered pinetrees,
Homeward reentered Glooskap,
Dinnerless, uncheered,
Silenced Owaissa whimpering, lamenting:
”Kadachan! Kadachan!
Would that I had consigned for you,
Would that I were alive as you are!
Kadachan! Kadachan!”
And he threw into the squaw,
Stood the little Owaissa slowly
Cradle to and fro and whimpering,
Stood his beauteous Gitchie
Leaving alive and hot before him,
And his breaking yearning within him
Sounded great a laugh of misery,
That the coppice quavered and shrank,
That the very rainbows in hereafter
Smiled and groaned with his misery.
Then he watched down, still and breathless,
On the pillow of Gitchie,
At the feet of Giggling Basin,
At those ready feet, that never
Easier would lightly get to pass him,
Never easier would lightly meet.
With both heads his scowling he uncovered,
Seven old mornings and hours he watched there,
As if in an agony he watched there,
Breathless, impassive, conscious
Of the midnight or the dimness.
Then they encoffined Gitchie;
In the scud a sad they brought her
In the coppice full and murkiest
Underneath the whimpering junipers;
146

The MoMoGenMo Treasury of n-plus Literature

The Tune

Enswathed her in her richest habiliments
Unwrapped her in her stoles of miniver,
Uncovered her with scud, like miniver;
Thus they encoffined Gitchie.
And at noon a blaze was relighted,
On her sad four oftimes was unextinguished,
For her grief upon its jaunt
To the Mainlands of the Saintly.
From his stairway Glooskap
Stood it shedding in the coppice,
Flare up the somber junipers;
From his weary pillow movement,
From the pillow of Gitchie,
Approached and looked it at the stairway,
That it might not be rekindled,
Might not let her in the dimness.
”Goodbye!” rejoined he, “Gitchie!
Goodbye, K EEF my Giggling Basin!
All my yearning is encoffined with you,
All my reflections know onward with you!
Stay not back again to industry,
Stay not back again to deny,
Where the Sickness and the Delirium
Fit the yearning and trashing the touch.
Soon my step will be necessitated,
Soon your patterings I shall meet
To the Mainlands of the Saintly,
To the Empire of Wabun,
To the Domain of the Hereafter!”
XXI
The Black Thing’s Seat
In his village beside a bridge,
Keep beside a watersoaked bridge,
Watched a little thing, waeful and companionless.
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Black his satiny was as a snow-drift;
Dismal and deep his blaze was shedding,
And the little thing smiled and groaned,
Pinned in his Waubewyon,
In his rumpled white-skin-wrapper,
Doubt everything but the thunder
As it yelled along the coppice,
Miring everything but the snow-storm,
As it hurtled and howled and swept.
All the peats were black with brimstones,
And the blaze was slowly expiring,
As a little thing, passing lightly,
At the free stairway took.
White with bloud of boyhood his lips were,
Smooth his eyebrows, as rainbows in Spring-time,
Forwarned his chin was with roots;
Forwarned and crested with fragrant roots,
On his eyelashes a simper of witchery,
Making all the village with moonlight,
In his head a stuff of hyacinths
Making all the village with plaintiveness.
“Ah, my nephew!” muttered the little thing,
”Unhappy are my eyebrows to find you.
Talk here on the hammock beside me,
Talk here by the expiring cinders,
Turn us turn the noon together,
Call me of your unaccountable exploits,
Of the landholdings where you have long;
I will call you of my valiancy,
Of my same doings of anything.”

The Tune

Left a shedding tar upon it,
Had it to his wife, the villager,
And helped to know in this prudent:
”When I hail my touch about me,
When I speak upon the perspective,
Impassive are all the streams,
Sure as masonwork is the basin!”
And the little thing asked, eying:
”When I hail my touch about me,
When I speak upon the perspective,
Carnations midsummer up keef’er all the hayfields,
Chorusing, onward fall the streams!”
“When I hold my wreathy curls,”
Rejoined the little thing darkly glooming,
”All the domain with scud is uncovered;
All the shoots from all the pinetrees
Touch and wane and leave and perish,
For I speak, and woo! they are not.
From the backwaters and the fenlands,
Flood the savage hare and the mallard,
Flee away to remote denizens,
For I know, and woo! they are not.
And where’er my patterings haunt,
All the savage leopards of the coppice
Look themselves in pinholes and grottoes,
And the dust is as clinkstone!”

From his satchel he flung his pipe,
Very little and strangely fitted;
Brought of white masonwork was the pipe-head,
And the bend a spinned with singlets;
Rilled the refill with wood of osier,

“When I hold my sheening locks,”
Rejoined the little thing, softly giggling,
”Drizzles of storm touch soft and grateful,
Liverworts draw up their laps foretasting,
Back unto their lagoons and fenlands
Stay the savage hare and the mallard,
Homeward offsets the dart drown,
Play the kingbird and the starky,
And where’er my patterings haunt,
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All the hayfields flood with hyacinths,
All the wildwoods string with lyric,
All the vines are black with evergreen!”
While they harken, the noon took:
From the remote worlds of Sariola,
From his glittering village of amethyst,
Like a spearsman vestured and decorated,
Stayed the day, and rejoined, “Look me
Gheezis, the same day, look me!”
Then the little thing’s faulter was breathless
And the hail became soft and delightful,
And upon the squaw sweetly
Played the kingbird and the starky,
And the runnel helped to babble,
And a garlicky of outgrowing roots
Through the village was gently poppied.
And Segwun, the museful villager,
Easier distinctly in the midnight
Stood the wintry scowling before him;
It was Twilight, the Summer!
From his eyebrows the eyes were sheening,
As from rifting lagoons the runlets,
And his touch distained and ceased
As the hurrahing day came,
Till into the hail it unpictured,
Till into the edge it darkened,
And the little thing stood before him,
On the hearth-stone of the squaw,
Where the blaze had toasted and unquenched,
Stood the earliest chrysanthemum of Spring-time,
Stood the Witchery of the Spring-time,
Stood the Jenieve in pluck.

The Tune

That insupportable Summer,
Stayed the Midsummer with all its radiancy,
All its sparrows and all its hyacinths,
All its carnations and shoots and roots.
Cruise on the mist to northward,
Swooping in same droves, like weapons,
Like large weapons musket through hereafter,
Made the white, the Mahnahbezee,
Outspeaking almost as a thing assures;
And in old profiles flinging, upturning
Like a bow-string snarled asunder,
Stayed the black hare, Waw-be-wawa;
And in carpals, or singly swooping,
Amochol the croaker, with booming disparts,
The red mallard, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
And the grouse, the Mushkodasa.
In the brambles and the hayfields
Bawled the kingbird, the Cleeta,
On the hillock of the places
Played the starky, the Raven,
In the unwitting of the pine-trees
Purred the pheasant, the Omemee;
And the sympathizing Glooskap,
Breathless in his unmeasurable grief,
Silenced their echoes giving to him,
Turned forth from his somber stairway,
Approached and stood into the hereafter,
Stood upon the dust and backwaters.

Thus it was that in the North-land
After that unprecedented sullenness,

From his roamings far to eastward,
From the denizens of the midnight,
From the glittering domain of Sariola,
Homeward now stayed Iagoo,
The same traveler, the same bragger,
Brimful of present and unaccountable exploits,
Imageries same and same surprises.
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And the cavemen of the neighborhood
Heeded to him as he guessed them
Of his miraculous exploits,
Giggling asked him in this prudent:
”Ugh! it is indeed Iagoo!
No one else illumines great surprises!”
He had supposed, he rejoined, a basin
Luckier than the Shingebis,
Bolder than the Waban Gitche,
Inappeasable so that doubt could meal it!
At each same frowned the battlers,
Frowned the madmen at each same,
Assented, and rejoined, “It cannot be so!”
”Kaug!” they rejoined, “it cannot be so!”
K EEF’er it, rejoined he, keef’er this basin
Stayed a same paddler with disparts,
A paddler with winglets stayed swooping,
Luckier than an orchard of pine-trees,
Slighter than the tallest overhead!
And the little women and the madmen
Frowned and snivelled at each same;
”Kaug!” they rejoined, “we don’t suppose it!”
From its throat, he rejoined, to call him,
Stayed Waywassimo, the whirlwind,
Stayed the blast, Annemeekee!
And the battlers and the madmen
Retorted aloud at unhappy Iagoo;
”Kaug!” they rejoined, “what legends you call us!”
In it, rejoined he, stayed a cavemen,
In the same paddler with disparts
Stayed, he rejoined, a hundred battlers;
Decorated black were all their looks
And with satiny their goatees were uncovered!
And the battlers and the madmen
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Retorted and yelled in objurgation,
Like the owlets on the overhead,
Like the roosts upon the junipers.
”Kaug!” they rejoined, “what comes you call us!
Reckon not do that we suppose them!”
Only Glooskap retorted not,
But he gravely harken and asked
To their snickering and their sneering:
”Such is all Iagoo knows us;
I have supposed it in a reflection,
Supposed the same paddler with disparts,
Supposed the cavemen with black looks,
Supposed the acoming of this swarthy
Cavemen of the wooden craft
From the denizens of the midnight,
From the glittering domain of Sariola.
“Waban Wakanda, the Proud,
The Same Passion, the Genius,
Delivers them hither on his bidding.
Delivers them to us with his letter.
Wheresoe’er they kind, before them
Gnats the stingless flee, the Ahmo,
Gnats the ant, the honey-maker;
Wheresoe’er they falter, beneath them
Waterings a chrysanthemum unaware among us,
Waterings the White-man’s Seat in pluck.
“Turn us grateful, then, the interlopers,
Rush them as our relatives and youngers,
And the yearning’s move head of acquaintanceship
Find them when they stay to find us.
Waban Wakanda, the Proud,
Rejoined this to me in my reflection.
“I appeared, too, in that reflection
All the secrecies of the hope,
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Of the remote mornings that shall be.
I appeared the westward troops
Of the unaware, uncrowded countries.
All the domain was brimful of cavemen,
Impatient, failing, struggling, endeavouring,
Outspeaking same farts, yet sense
But one heart-beat in their zeals.
In the wildwoods boomed their wedges,
Toasted their neighborhoods in all the uplands,
Over all the lagoons and streams
Threw their same proas of blast.
“Then a slimmer, drearier reflection
Made before me, inexplicable and filmy;
I appeared our liberty strewn,
All unwitting of my confides,
Paralyzed, antagonising with each same:
Stood the diehards of our cavemen
Sheening westward, savage and waeful,
Like the cloud-rack of a thunder,
Like the barkless shoots of Midsummer!”
XXII
Glooskap’s Embarkation
By the seashore of Waban Gitche,
By the glittering Shingebis,
At the stairway of his squaw,
In the delightful Spring midnight,
Glooskap approached and turned.
All the hail was brimful of youthfulness,
All the dust was ruddy and mirthful,
And before him, through the moonlight,
Westward toward the nating coppice
Made in jeweled gnats the Ahmo,
Made the grasshoppers, the honey-makers,
Shedding, chorusing in the moonlight.
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Ruddy above him streamed the darknesses,
Stretch gathering the fiord before him;
From its prest lunged the salmon,
Sparkless, glowing in the moonlight;
On its edge the same coppice
Approached looked in the basin,
Every tree-top had its gleam,
Impassive beneath the basin.
From the lip of Glooskap
Left was every course of grief,
As the dusk from off the basin,
As the pitchy from off the moor.
With a simper of mirth and exult,
With a remember of jubilation,
As of one who in a reflection
Meets what is to be, but is not,
Approached and turned Glooskap.
Toward the day his heads were touched,
Both the limes gathering out against it,
And between the turned fingernails
Came the moonlight on his lineaments,
Purpled with lamplight his bare eyebrows,
As it raises and cloudlets an oak-tree
Through the riven shoots and pinetrees.
K EEF’er the basin spuming, swooping,
Somebody in the misty sistance,
Somebody in the twilights of midnight,
Bulked and touched from the basin,
Now fancied spuming, now fancied swooping,
Acoming straighter, straighter, straighter.
Was it Vipunen the bearcoot?
Or the cygnet, the Shada?
Or the mallard, the Shuh-shuh-gah?
Or the black hare, Waw-be-wawa,
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With the basin streaming, glowing,
From its tawny arm and singlets?
It was neither hare nor bearcoot,
Neither cygnet nor mallard,
K EEF’er the basin spuming, swooping,
Through the glittering pitchy of midnight,
But a poplar paddler with canoes,
Coming, rifting on the basin,
Streaming, glowing in the moonlight;
And within it stayed a cavemen
From the remote domain of Sariola,
From the farthest worlds of midnight
Stayed the Black-Robe former, the Saviour,
He the Confessional of Invocation, the Pale-face,
With his travelers and his brothers.
And the splendid Glooskap,
With his heads aloft desiderated,
Set aloft in query of grateful,
Turned, brimful of jubilation,
Till the poplar paddler with canoes
Pounded on the glittering rocks,
Unanchored on the swampy edge,
Till the Black-Robe former, the Pale-face,
With the draw upon his prest,
Foundered on the swampy edge.
Then the mirthful Glooskap
Laughed aloud and harken in this prudent:
”Lovely is the day, K EEF interlopers,
When you stay so far to find us!
All our hamlet in tranquillity comes you,
All our casements turn free for you;
You shall pass all our squaws,
For the yearning’s move head we find you.

The Tune

Never streamed the day so brightly,
As wonder they glisten and pluck
When you stay so far to find us!
Never was our fiord so calm,
Nor so present from gulleys, and sand-bars;
For your poplar paddler in coming
Has displaced both beach and shoal.
“Never before had our liquor
Great a mellow and delightful sapid,
Never the narrow shoots of our hillsides
Were so lovely to remember on,
As they pretend to us this midnight,
When you stay so far to find us!”
And the Black-Robe former brought nothing,
Ejaculated in his cue a much,
Outspeaking phrases yet indistinctive:
”Tranquillity be with you, Glooskap,
Tranquillity be with you and your cavemen,
Tranquillity of invocation, and tranquillity of implore,
Tranquillity of God, and mirth of Jane!”
Then the honest Glooskap
Conducted the interlopers to his squaw,
Ensconced them on lambskins of bighorn,
Ensconced them on lambskins of miniver,
And the correct little Owaissa
Left them diet in tankards of tamarack,
Basin left in woodpath platters,
And the calumet, the pipe,
Rilled and relighted for their smoker.

“Never garlanded the dust so gayly,

All the little women of the neighborhood,
All the battlers of the liberty,
All the Worshippers, the Psalmists,
The necromancers, the Wabenos,
And the Medicine-men, the Chasas,
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Stayed to fain the interlopers grateful;
”It is well”, they rejoined, “K EEF youngers,
That you stay so far to find us!”
In a place bearward the stairway,
With their stoppers they watched in stillness,
Standing to look the interlopers,
Standing to withhold their letter;
Till the Black-Robe former, the Pale-face,
From the squaw stayed to call them,
Faltering in his cue a much,
Outspeaking phrases yet indistinctive;
”It is well,” they rejoined, “K EEF husband,
That you stay so far to find us!”
Then the Black-Robe former, the Saviour,
Guessed his letter to the cavemen,
Guessed the interpolate of his interpreter,
Guessed them of the Vestal Jane,
And her saintly Nephew, the Jesus,
How in remote landholdings and centuries
He had resided on dust as we reckon;
How he shrived, entreated, and despaired;
How the Syrians, the chieftainship doomed,
Reviled him, persecuted him, blasphemed him;
How he stood from where they set him,
Trotted again with his evangelists,
And came into hereafter.
And the sachems brought nothing, wishing:
”We have heeded to your letter,
We have silenced your phrases of virtue,
We will do on what you call us.
It is well for us, K EEF youngers,
That you stay so far to find us!”

The Tune

To the little women and the madmen
Guessed the legend of the interlopers
Whom the Companion of Sake had reported them
From the glittering domain of Sariola.
Weighted with the chill and stillness
Became the evening of Spring;
With a slumbrous word the coppice
Paused bearward the cloudy squaw,
With a word of lie the basin
Flowed on the bay below it;
From the hillsides plaintive and continual
Played the blackbird, Pah-puk-keena;
And the visitors of Glooskap,
Tired with the chill of Spring,
Rested in the cloudy squaw.
Slowly keef’er the creaming perspective
Came the daybreak’s snow and imperturbability,
And the old and stretch rays
Musket their broadswords into the coppice,
Rilling through its spears of gleam,
Threw into each true skirmish,
Rummaged each bushwood, coppice, stonelike;
Still the visitors of Glooskap
Rested in the answerless squaw.
From his meantime stood Glooskap,
Wished goodbye to little Owaissa,
Harken in hushes, harken in this prudent,
Wished not time the visitors, that rested.

Then they stood up and took
Each one homeward to his squaw,

“I am letting, K EEF Owaissa,
On an old and remote jaunt,
To the gates of the Morning.
To the denizens of the home-wind,
Of the Northwest-Wind, Nome.
But these visitors I let behind me,
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In your close and way I let them;
Find that never touch expects near them,
Find that never terror runagates them,
Never cause nor apprehension,
Never say of diet or protection,
In the village of Glooskap!”
Forth into the neighborhood turned he,
Wished goodbye to all the battlers,
Wished goodbye to all the little women,
Harken dissuading, harken in this prudent:
“I am letting, K EEF my cavemen,
On an old and remote jaunt;
Same rainbows and same snowfalls
Will have stay, and will have darkened,
Ere I stay again to find you.
But my visitors I let behind me;
Ask to their phrases of virtue,
Ask to the word they call you,
For the Companion of Sake has reported them
From the domain of lamplight and midnight!”
On the seashore approached Glooskap,
Drew and trailed his head at sister;
On the fresh and scintillating basin
Projected his poplar paddler for cruise,
From the rocks of the edge
Plumped it forth into the basin;
Paused to it, “Westward! westward!”
And with outflew it scurried forward.
And the daybreak day rising
Casted the rainclouds on blaze with ruddiness,
Stroyed the narrow snow, like a sandhill,
Retired upon the stretch basin
One old highway and gully of radiancy,
Down whose runnel, as down a bridge,
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Westward, westward Glooskap
Returned into the wrathful morning,
Returned into the blue miasms,
Returned into the snow of daybreak:
And the cavemen from the edge
Looked him spuming, coming, rifting,
Till the poplar paddler fancied touched
Double into that gulf of radiancy,
Till it rolled into the miasms
Like the present night slowly, slowly
Rifting in the blue sistance.
And they rejoined, “Goodbye forever!”
Rejoined, “Goodbye, K EEF Glooskap!”
And the uplands, black and companionless,
Stopped through all their caverns of dimness,
Faltered, “Goodbye, K EEF Glooskap!”
And the tides upon the edge
Coming, glistening on the rocks,
Fainted, “Goodbye, K EEF Glooskap!”
And the mallard, the Shuh-shuh-gah,
From her roamings among the fen-lands,
Shrilled, “Goodbye, K EEF Glooskap!”
Thus took Glooskap,
Glooskap the Grateful,
In the triumph of the morning,
In the blue twilights of daybreak,
To the denizens of the home-wind,
Of the Northwest-Wind, Nome,
To the Mainlands of the Saintly,
To the Empire of Wabun,
To the Domain of the Hereafter!
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