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  (Frontispiece)

  "Ye who love the haunts of Nature . . .

    Listen to these wild traditions,

    To this Song of Hiawatha"
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  "Art is long and time is fleeting," Longfellow's Song of Life affirms. It's a safe assumption that Longfellow's own poetic art, in The Song of Hiawatha, will live for a long time, and that Herbert Meyer's unusual and memorable illustrations will help to perpetuate Longfellow's timeless creation.


  The late Herbert Meyer's Hiawatha illustrations are unique in their relationship to the woodblock prints of the great Japanese artist Katsushika Hokusai (1760-1849). When the 23-year-old Meyer first saw Hokusai's Views of Mount Fuji, they changed his outlook, opening a "new and enchanting world" to him. He not only admitted his debt to the Japanese genre artist, but was proud of it. "What I learned from Hokusai," he wrote, "I employed in my Hiawatha pictures." Years later, the noted American artist-illustrator considered Hokusai, with Cézanne, the artist who had "played the most powerful part" in his development.


  Meyer's approach to the American Indian theme was similarly enthusiastic; he did extensive research into Indian lore for the Hiawatha illustrations. His work is represented in the collections of the Metropolitan and Whitney museums in New York City, and in other museums throughout the country.


  The publisher is proud to present this new edition of an old American favorite, authentically and unforgettably illustrated by a distinguished American artist.
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  by Teiji Chizawa

  Chief Curator

  Tokyo National Museum


  Hokusai's Views of Mount Fuji deeply influenced Herbert Meyer. "I saw life through art—very differently," he wrote, recalling his discovery of the woodblock print series by one of the leading Japanese artists of the 19th century.


  Something in the Hokusai prints must have attracted this sensitive young American artist. Certainly the treatment of color, brush line, and composition in the Japanese genre (ukiyoe) print, as represented by the work of Hokusai, differs markedly from that in the European tradition of woodblock art. But the Japanese influence is shown differently in Meyer's work than in the paintings of European artists such as Vincent van Gogh and Paul Gauguin. Rather than direct quotation, we find Meyer's own appreciation and understanding of ukiyoe.


  Suggestions of Hokusai can easily be detected in Meyer's techniques; the exaggeration of certain sections, heightening the effect or increasing attention by unusual, dynamic composition; the method of painting creases in mountain ranges with fragmentary, short horizontal and vertical lines; the pointillist (tembyo) touches in the depiction of falling snow. In Meyer's art, as in Hokusai's, one finds surfaces divided with heavy black outlines emphasizing shape and rhythm, or flowers and leaves printed in soft tones with a wide expanse of the same color enhancing the sense of freshness and charm. Meyer also responds to Hokusai in adapting the traditional Chinese perspective, dividing the composition into three horizontal sections to represent near, middle, and far distances; he shows interest in the vertical rectangular compositions known as hashira-e, or narrow, pillar-like designs; he does not use the Western method to indicate clouds, but experiments persistently in depicting them through stylized description.


  These methods and treatments are not limited to Hokusai alone; they are the property of all Japanese woodblock artists and, moreover, of Oriental traditional art. But the classic art of that unknown country called the Orient was revealed to Meyer through Hokusai.


  Meyer's attitude in absorbing the traditions of both the East and the West is honest and unpretentious. I consider particularly praiseworthy his ability to assimilate influences, making them so perfectly his own. His works would immediately strike a Japanese viewer as being very American. Hokusai can be regarded as the most Japanese of artists; I find a deep interest in Meyer's pride in being an American, vividly seen in these works based on the folklore of the native American Indian.


  
    

    

  


  "My flower grew up among weeds. Up to the time I went to work at 21 (commercial art) my ideal was purely military—Edward Detaille and such. When I got well into the commercial grind this was of course quickly forgotten. I think I was 23 when I first saw (in the old Lenox Library) the 100 Views of Fuji by Hokusai. This opened up a startling new and enchanting world to me—I saw life through art—very differently. What I learned I employed in my Hiawatha pictures. . . .


  France freed me—I mean my two years of living there. Then I threw everything overboard and found myself I found my real mode of expression in Vermont.


  So—in review let me say that the two who played the most powerful part in planting my flower in a garden were first—Hokusai—then Cezanne. And that is really why I now paint as I do."


  —From Herbert Meyer's Notebooks, 1933
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  Should you ask me, whence these stories?

  Whence these legends and traditions,

  With the odors of the forest,

  With the dew and damp of meadows,

  With the curling smoke of wigwams,

  With the rushing of great rivers,

  With their frequent repetitions,

  And their wild reverberations,

  As of thunder in the mountains?


  I should answer, I should tell you,

  "From the forests and the prairies,

  From the great lakes of the Northland,

  From the land of the Ojibways,

  From the land of the Dacotahs,

  From the mountains, moors, and fen-lands

  Where the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah,

  Feeds among the reeds and rushes.

  I repeat them as I heard them

  From the lips of Nawadaha,

  The musician, the sweet singer."


  Should you ask where Nawadaha

  Found these songs so wild and wayward,

  Found these legends and traditions,

  I should answer, I should tell you,

  "In the bird's-nests of the forest,

  In the lodges of the beaver,

  In the hoof-prints of the bison,

  In the eyry of the eagle!


  "All the wild-fowl sang them to him,

  In the moorlands and the fen-lands,

  In the melancholy marshes;

  Chetowaik, the plover, sang them,

  Mahng, the loon, the wild-goose, Wawa,

  The blue heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah,

  And the grouse, the Mushkodasa!"


  If still further you should ask me,

  Saying, "Who was Nawadaha?

  Tell us of this Nawadaha,"

  I should answer your inquiries

  Straightway in such words as follow.


  "In the Vale of Tawasentha,

  In the green and silent valley,

  By the pleasant water-courses,

  Dwelt the singer Nawadaha.

  Round about the Indian village

  Spread the meadows and the corn-fields,

  And beyond them stood the forest,

  Stood the groves of singing pine-trees,

  Green in Summer, white in Winter,

  Ever sighing, ever singing.


  "And the pleasant water-courses,

  You could trace them through the valley,

  By the rushing in the Spring-time,

  By the alders in the Summer,

  By the white fog in the Autumn,

  By the black line in the Winter;

  And beside them dwelt the singer,

  In the Vale of Tawasentha,

  In the green and silent valley.


  "There he sang of Hiawatha,

  Sang the Song of Hiawatha,

  Sang his wondrous birth and being,

  How he prayed and how he fasted,

  How he lived, and toiled, and suffered,

  That the tribes of men might prosper,

  That he might advance his people!"


  Ye who love the haunts of Nature,

  Love the sunshine of the meadow,

  Love the shadow of the forest,

  Love the wind among the branches,

  And the rain-shower and the snow-storm,

  And the rushing of great rivers

  Through their palisades of pine-trees,

  And the thunder in the mountains,

  Whose innumerable echoes

  Flap like eagles in their eyries;—

  Listen to these wild traditions,

  To this Song of Hiawatha!


  Ye who love a nation's legends,

  Love the ballads of a people,

  That like voices from afar off

  Call to us to pause and listen,

  Speak in tones so plain and childlike,

  Scarcely can the ear distinguish

  Whether they are sung or spoken;—

  Listen to this Indian Legend,

  To this Song of Hiawatha!


  Ye whose hearts are fresh and simple,

  Who have faith in God and Nature,

  Who believe, that in all ages

  Every human heart is human,

  That in even savage bosoms

  There are longings, yearnings, strivings

  For the good they comprehend not,

  That the feeble hands and helpless,

  Groping blindly in the darkness,

  Touch God's right hand in that darkness

  And are lifted up and strengthened;—

  Listen to this simple story,

  To this Song of Hiawatha!


  Ye, who sometimes, in your rambles

  Through the green lanes of the country,

  Where the tangled barberry-bushes

  Hang their tufts of crimson berries

  Over stone walls gray with mosses,

  Pause by some neglected graveyard,

  For a while to muse, and ponder

  On a half-effaced inscription,

  Written with little skill of song-craft,

  Homely phrases, but each letter

  Full of hope and yet of heart-break,

  Full of all the tender pathos

  Of the Here and the Hereafter;—

  Stay and read this rude inscription,

  Read this Song of Hiawatha!


  


  [image: ]


  [image: ]     • I •      [image: ]


  THE PEACE-PIPE


  On the Mountains of the Prairie,

  On the great Red Pipe-stone Quarry,

  Gitche Manito, the mighty,

  He the Master of Life, descending,

  On the red crags of the quarry

  Stood erect, and called the nations,

  Called the tribes of men together.


  From his footprints flowed a river,

  Leaped into the light of morning,

  O'er the precipice plunging downward

  Gleamed like Ishkoodah, the comet.

  And the Spirit, stooping earthward,

  With his finger on the meadow

  Traced a winding pathway for it,

  Saying to it, "Run in this way!"
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  "Gitche Manito, the mighty,

    Calls the tribes of men together"


  From the red stone of the quarry

  With his hand he broke a fragment,

  Moulded it into a pipe-head,

  Shaped and fashioned it with figures;

  From the margin of the river

  Took a long reed for a pipe-stem,

  With its dark green leaves upon it;

  Filled the pipe with bark of willow,

  With the bark of the red willow;

  Breathed upon the neighboring forest,

  Made its great boughs chafe together,

  Till in flame they burst and kindled;

  And erect upon the mountains,

  Gitche Manito, the mighty,

  Smoked the calumet, the Peace-Pipe,

  As a signal to the nations.


  And the smoke rose slowly, slowly,

  Through the tranquil air of morning,

  First a single line of darkness,

  Then a denser, bluer vapor,

  Then a snow-white cloud unfolding,

  Like the tree-tops of the forest,

  Ever rising, rising, rising,

  Till it touched the top of heaven,

  Till it broke against the heaven,

  And rolled outward all around it.


  From the Vale of Tawasentha,

  From the Valley of Wyoming,

  From the groves of Tuscaloosa,

  From the far-off Rocky Mountains,

  From the Northern lakes and rivers

  All the tribes beheld the signal,

  Saw the distant smoke ascending,

  The Pukwana of the Peace-Pipe.


  And the Prophets of the nations

  Said: "Behold it, the Pukwana!

  By this signal from afar off,

  Bending like a wand of willow,

  Waving like a hand that beckons,

  Gitche Manito, the mighty,

  Calls the tribes of men together,

  Calls the warriors to his council!"


  Down the rivers, o'er the prairies,

  Came the warriors of the nations,

  Came the Delawares and Mohawks,

  Came the Choctaws and Camanches,

  Came the Shoshonies and Blackfeet,

  Came the Pawnees and Omahas,

  Came the Mandans and Dacotahs,

  Came the Hurons and Ojibways,

  All the warriors drawn together

  By the signal of the Peace-Pipe,

  To the Mountains of the Prairie,

  To the great Red Pipe-stone Quarry.


  And they stood there on the meadow,

  With their weapons and their war-gear,

  Painted like the leaves of Autumn,

  Painted like the sky of morning,

  Wildly glaring at each other;

  In their faces stern defiance,

  In their hearts the feuds of ages,

  The hereditary hatred,

  The ancestral thirst of vengeance.


  Gitche Manito, the mighty,

  The creator of the nations,

  Looked upon them with compassion,

  With paternal love and pity;

  Looked upon their wrath and wrangling

  But as quarrels among children,

  But as feuds and fights of children!


  Over them he stretched his right hand,

  To subdue their stubborn natures,

  To allay their thirst and fever,

  By the shadow of his right hand;

  Spake to them with voice majestic

  As the sound of far-off waters,

  Falling into deep abysses,

  Warning, chiding, spake in this wise:—


  "O my children! my poor children!

  Listen to the words of wisdom,

  Listen to the words of warning,

  From the lips of the Great Spirit,

  From the Master of Life, who made you!


  "I have given you lands to hunt in,

  I have given you streams to fish in,

  I have given you bear and bison,

  I have given you roe and reindeer,

  I have given you brant and beaver,

  Filled the marshes full of wild-fowl,

  Filled the rivers full of fishes;

  Why then are you not contented?

  Why then will you hunt each other?


  "I am weary of your quarrels,

  Weary of your wars and bloodshed,

  Weary of your prayers for vengeance,

  Of your wranglings and dissensions;

  All your strength is in your union,

  All your danger is in discord;

  Therefore be at peace henceforward,

  And as brothers live together.


  "I will send a Prophet to you,

  A Deliverer of the nations,

  Who shall guide you and shall teach you,

  Who shall toil and suffer with you.

  If you listen to his counsels,

  You will multiply and prosper;

  If his warnings pass unheeded,

  You will fade away and perish!


  "Bathe now in the stream before you,

  Wash the war-paint from your faces,

  Wash the blood-stains from your fingers,

  Bury your war-clubs and your weapons,

  Break the red stone from this quarry,

  Mould and make it into Peace-Pipes,

  Take the reeds that grow beside you,

  Deck them with your brightest feathers,

  Smoke the calumet together,

  And as brothers live henceforward!"


  Then upon the ground the warriors

  Threw their cloaks and shirts of deer-skin,

  Threw their weapons and their war-gear,

  Leaped into the rushing river,

  Washed the war-paint from their faces.

  Clear above them flowed the water,

  Clear and limpid from the footprints

  Of the Master of Life descending;

  Dark below them flowed the water,

  Soiled and stained with streaks of crimson,

  As if blood were mingled with it!
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  "Dark below them flowed the water,

    Soiled and stained with streaks of crimson"


  From the river came the warriors,

  Clean and washed from all their war-paint;

  On the banks their clubs they buried,

  Buried all their warlike weapons.

  Gitche Manito, the mighty,

  The Great Spirit, the creator,

  Smiled upon his helpless children!


  And in silence all the warriors

  Broke the red stone of the quarry,

  Smoothed and formed it into Peace-Pipes,

  Broke the long reeds by the river,

  Decked them with their brightest feathers,

  And departed each one homeward,

  While the Master of Life, ascending,

  Through the opening of cloud-curtains,

  Through the doorways of the heaven,

  Vanished from before their faces,

  In the smoke that rolled around him,

  The Pukwana of the Peace-Pipe!
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  THE FOUR WINDS


  "Honor be to Mudjekeewis!"

  Cried the warriors, cried the old men,

  When he came in triumph homeward

  With the sacred Belt of Wampum,

  From the regions of the North-Wind,

  From the kingdom of Wabasso,

  From the land of the White Rabbit.


  He had stolen the Belt of Wampum

  From the neck of Mishe-Mokwa,

  From the Great Bear of the mountains,

  From the terror of the nations,

  As he lay asleep and cumbrous

  On the summit of the mountains,

  Like a rock with mosses on it,

  Spotted brown and gray with mosses.


  Silently he stole upon him

  Till the red nails of the monster

  Almost touched him, almost scared him,

  Till the hot breath of his nostrils

  Warmed the hands of Mudjekeewis,

  As he drew the Belt of Wampum

  Over the round ears, that heard not,

  Over the small eyes, that saw not,

  Over the long nose and nostrils,

  The black muffle of the nostrils,

  Out of which the heavy breathing

  Warmed the hands of Mudjekeewis.

  Then he swung aloft his war-club,

  Shouted loud and long his war-cry,

  Smote the mighty Mishe-Mokwa

  In the middle of the forehead,

  Right between the eyes he smote him.


  With the heavy blow bewildered,

  Rose the Great Bear of the mountains;

  But his knees beneath him trembled,

  And he whimpered like a woman,

  As he reeled and staggered forward,

  As he sat upon his haunches;

  And the mighty Mudjekeewis,

  Standing fearlessly before him,

  Taunted him in loud derison,

  Spake disdainfully in this wise:—


  "Hark you, Bear! you are a coward,

  And no Brave, as you pretended;

  Else you would not cry and whimper

  Like a miserable woman!

  Bear! you know our tribes are hostile,

  Long have been at war together;

  Now you find that we are strongest,

  You go sneaking in the forest,

  You go hiding in the mountains!

  Had you conquered me in battle

  Not a groan would I have uttered;

  But you, Bear! sit here and whimper,

  And disgrace your tribe by crying,

  Like a wretched Shaugodaya,

  Like a cowardly old woman!"


  Then again he raised his war-club,

  Smote again the Mishe-Mokwa

  In the middle of his forehead,
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Hokusai and Hiawatha, joined through the
artistic alchemy of a noted American artist-
illustrator—this exciting East-West  inter-
change occurs in Herbert Meyer’s inimitable
illustrations, many of which show the influ-
ence of the famous Japanese woodblock
artist,

The Meyer illustrations give new life
to Longfellow’s cpic poem. Besides being
warmly evocative, they are historically au-
thentic, for the artist did extensive rescarch
on the American Indians,

Meyer's illustrations flow and laugh, like
Longfellow’s Indian maiden, Minnehaha,
with her

Tresses flowing like the water.

His pictures whisper and win you:
Then a voice was heard, a whisper,
Coming from the starry distance,
Coming from the empty vastness,
Low, and musical, and tender;
And the voice said: O Osseo!

His creations grip and shake you:

Saw his lovely Minnchaha

Lying dead and cold before him . . .

That the very stars in heaven

Shook and trembled with his anguish.

Meyer's artistic vision does full justice to
Longfellow’s immortal epic, which is not
only an American favorite, but is known
and admired throughout the world for its
hauntingly beautiful poetry.





