INDIAN STORY AND SONG

sunshine. ‘Tt was the gods that made me as Tam:
blame them, if you will!’" And he gave a sigh of

satisfaction, ““Hi!"’

The music carries the story well. The swing of
the last six bars suggests his shrug of irresponsi-
bility.
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THE OLD MAN’S LOVE-SONG.

EArLy in the century there lived an Omaha Ind-
ian, a tall and comely man, gifted with a fine
voice and a good memory, and who was greatly ad-
mired by the men and women of the tribe. Al-
though genial with every one, he was reserved; and
none knew all that had transpired in his life or that
occupied his thoughts. He was a prosperous man.
His lodge was well supplied, for his skill as a
hunter was equal to his valour as a warrior.

Years passed; and here and there a silver thread
glistened in his black hair, the furrows deepened in
his handsome face, and more and more his thoughts
seemed to dwell on the past. One day he was
heard singing a love-song of his own composition,
and gossip became busy as to what this song might
mean. His actions threw no light on the mystery.
He was the same kind husband and father, the same
diligent provider, and he sought no new companion-
ship. Nevertheless, at every dawn he went upon
the hill near his lodge; and, while the morning star
hung like a jewel in the east, he sang the melody
carrying the words,—

« With the dawn I seek thee!”
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THE OLD MAN’S LOVE SONG.
Omaka.

Harmonized by Pror. J. C. FILLMORE.
Solibitum. Flowingly, With feeling.
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INDIAN STORY AND SONG

The young men caught the tune, and sang it as
they wooed the maidens; and the old man smiled as
he heard them. ‘‘Yes, they are right,”’ he said.
“It is a love-song.”’

He grew to be a very old man, an old man
with a love-song, until it was only when the warm
days came that he could slowly climb the hill at
dawn, and, alone with the breezes and birds, greet
the new day with his song, that both kept and re-
vealed his secret,— the secret of a love, like the
radiant bow, spanning the whole horizon of his life.
At last a time came when his voice was no longer
heard.

The tender cadences of his song, fraught with
human hope and human feeling, still linger, and
to-day awaken echoes across the barriers of time

and race.

N
v STORY OF THE WE/-TON SONG.

Many Indian tribes believed it possible for one
person to affect another through the power of the
will. This belief gave rise to peculiar customs and
to a class of songs called, in the Omaha tongue,
We/-ton, composed and sung by women for the sole
purpose of exerting this power for the benefit of
absent warriors.

Unless the village was attacked, women did not
take active part in war. When the men went forth
on a long journey to meet the enemy, the women
remained at home, attending to domestic duties.
Their thoughts, however, were with the absent ones;
and, under the incentive of the belief in will power,
they would gather in groups at the lodge of the
Leader of the war party, and in the hearing of his
family would sing a We'-toz song, which should
carry strength to the far-away warriors and help
them to win the battle.

The words of these songs do not reveal the pur-
pose for which they were sung, it being one of the
peculiarities of the Indian never to expatiate upon
that which to him is apparent. The gathering of
the women at the lodge of the Leader of the war
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