25" anniversary of the ...

Song of
Tohakeoitha

O my friend,

Hear the story of our forests,
Of our dense and trackless forests,
With its rivers, falls and rapids,
e And its mountains, hills and valleys,
Wherein dwelt the savage natives,
Dwelt a proud and warlike people,
Dwelt six hations of the red men;
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Of these people is our story,
Of the native Mohawk-Turtles,
Of their braves, and squaws
and children,

In the vale of Caughnawaga,

By the high swift-falling rapids,
By the shores of the Great River;
Of their chieftain, Aiadane,
And the princess, Tekakwitha.
As of old sang Nawadaha,
Sang the song of Hiawatha,

In the vale of Tawasentha,

I will sing of Tekakwitha;

How, like him, she prayed and fasted,
How she lived and toiled and suffered
That the Mohawk tribe might prosper,
That she might advance her nation.

Long before the white man sailed here.
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... Beatification of Kateri

I will tell you how she listened
For the voice of Rawenniyo
In the singing of the pine trees,
In the murmur of the waters,

In the humming of the night winds,
How she chose Him for a lover,
And would sing to Him her love song.
All her secrets she would tell Him,
And for favors she would ask Him
For herself and for her people:
Peace for the lodge of Aiadane,’
Happiness for all her people,
Only love for Tekakwitha,

And a seat beside the lodge-fire
In the lodge of the Great Spirit,
And His Mother, Maid in Blue.
This she asked Him, and He answered
In the singing of the pine trees,
In the murmur of the waters,

In the humming of the night winds,
In the notes of Wish-ton-wisha,
In the heart of Tekakwitha.
This our story of the forests,
Of the dense and trackless forests;

Thi Qur song ¢ Tekakwitha,

ekakwit
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