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Lustening

The noise of passing feet
On the prairie—
Is it men or gods

Who come out of the silence?
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The Wind

The wind is carrying me round the sky;
The wind is carrying me round the sky.
My body is here in the valley—

The wind is carrying me round the sky.

20

N
WA % TR 5 o
KREH T LA P —
WA R IR F o

| #0FEBH |
AR, B EAE SRR, O AR KRBT . DUB R
A —ZICF R, SCHEER M =AT3, BA TR —BRIRCE

| e |



| T T < (. T |

3

Sonyg of the Spirits
(Wintu)

Lightning
I bear the sucker-torch to the western tree-ridge.

Behold me! First born and greatest.

Olelbis (The Creator)
I am great above.
I tan the black cloud.

Hau (Red Fox)

On the stone ridge east I go.

On the white road I, Hau, crouching go.
I, Hau, whistle on the road of stars.

Polar Star
The circuit of earth which you see,
The scattering of stars in the sky which you see,

All that is the place for my hair.
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The Coyate and the Locust
(Zunt)

The locust, locust, playing a flute,
Locust, locust, playing a flute!
Away up on the pine-tree bough,

Closely clinging,
Playing a flute,
Playing a flute!

(Frank Cushing)
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War Songs
(Ojibwa)

1)
From the south they come,

The birds, the warlike birds, with sounding wings.

I wish to change myself
To the body of that swift bird.

I throw away my body in the strife.

2)

The warrior speaks to the war-bird, and says:
From time to time, I dwell in a bird.

The bird says to him:
I answer you, my son-in-law.

(Henry Rowe Schoolcraft)
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Love Sonyg
(Haidn)

Beautiful is she, this woman,
As the mountain flower;

But cold, cold, is she,

Like the snowbank

Behind which it blooms.

(Constance Lindsay Skinner)

10




| T T < (. T |

%
(it %% )

E® sk kA
Ad i 4E
SRR A
AL Y T 7
W IF A A AR — Lo
(C. L. #Hraah3hif )

| #0FEBH |
JRAEITE G, RERANZ K. XERARA, WL, (A5 AFIE, ¢
BRI, RS, W E R, AR,

11

| e




| T T < (. T |

7

The Bear’s Song
(Haidn)

(Whoever can sing this one is admired forever to the friendship of the bears)

I have taken the woman of beauty

For my wife;

I have taken her from my friends,

I hope her kinsmen will not come

And taken her away from me.

I will be kind to her.

Berries, berries I will give her from the hill
And roots from the ground.

I will do everything to please her.

For her I made this song and for her I sing it.

(Constance Lindsay Skinner)
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Sonyg of Fine Weather
(Haidn)

O good Sun,

Look thou down upon us:

Shine, shine on us, O Sun,

Gather up the clouds, wet, black, under thy arms,—
That the rains may cease to fall.

Because thy friends are all here on the beach
Ready to go fishing—

Ready for the hunt.

Therefore look kindly on us, O Good Sun!
Give us peace within our tribe

And with all our enemies.

Again, again we call—

Hear us, hear us, O Good Sun!

(Constance Lindsay Skinner)
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Love Sonyg
(Papago)

Early I rose
In the blue morning;
My love was up before me,

It came running up to me from the doorways of the Dawn.

On Papago Mountain
The dying quarry
Looked at me with my love’s eyes.

(Mary Austin)
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Neither Spirit Nor Bird
(Shoshone)

Neither spirit nor bird;

That was my flute you heard

Last night by the river.

When you came with your wicker jia
Where the river drags the willows,
That was my flute you heard,
Wacoba, Wacoba,

Calling, Come to the willows!

Neither the wind nor a bird
Rustled the lupine blooms.

That was my blood you heard
Answer your garment’s hem
Whispering through the grasses;
That was my blood you heard

By the wild rose under the willows.

That was no beast that stirred,
That was my heart you heard,

Pacing to and fro
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In the ambush of my desire,
To the music my flute let fall.
Wacabo, Wacabo,

That was my heart you heard
Leaping under the willows.

(Mary Austin)
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Come Not Near My Songs
(Shoshone)

Come not near my songs,
You who are not my lover,
Lest from out that ambush

Leaps my heart upon you!

When my songs are glowing
As an almond thicket

With the bloom upon it,
Lies my heart in ambush

All amid my singing;

Come not near my songs,

You who are not my lover!

Do not hear my songs,

You who are not my lover!

Over-sweet the heart is,

Where my love has bruised it,

Breathe you not that fragrance,

You who are not my lover.

Do not stoop above my song.

With its languor on you,

Lest from out my singing,

Leaps my heart upon you!
(Mary Austin)
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