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Laughing Fawn

Come, my child, and sit here by me
Underneath this shady tree –

Though I am a grim old Indian,
You are not afraid of me.
You have started up life’s pathway,
I descend the sunset slope,
I am worn from life’s long journey,
You are fresh and full of hope.

Naught you know of care or sorrow,
(Oh! Our Father, up on high,
Keep this child so pure and lovely,
As the apple of the eye.
Ever shield him with thy blessing;
All through life, and through the valley,
To “the haven over there.”)

I have many pretty stories
That the children love to hear,
For the little ones all love me,
Every child to me is dear;
And a story I will tell you,
Not of goblin, ghost or elf.
’Tis the story of a red man,
And the red man was myself.

Where the Wapsi’s rippling waters
In the sunshine dance in glee,
And the birds in spring-time warble
Gladsome notes from bush and tree;
In a rude Mesquoqui wigwam,
(So the half worn legends say),
It was there this wayworn Indian
First beheld the light of day.

Though I never knew my mother,
Yet they told me she was fair,
Darker than the raven’s plumage

Was her long and wavy hair.

Oft in my imagination

And in slumber’s peaceful dream

I have seen my Indian mother

And her wigwam by the stream.

Her soft step scarce brushed the dew drop

From the grass on nature’s lawn,

And her face reflected sunshine,

Red men called her Laughing Fawn.

Though my foster mother loved me

With a mother’s tender love,

It is Laughing Fawn that beckons

From the Hunting-Grounds above.

And I often sit and wonder

When the sun sinks in the west,

If I’ll meet and know that mother

In the Sun-land of the blest.

With her moccasions all beaded,

And her dress of fawnskin white,

Will she meet me and caress me

With a mother’s fond delight?

‘Though the pale-face tells of Heaven,

Of its harps and robes of white,

It ain’t Heaven to my liking,

Never thrills me with delight.

For they say they will do nothing

But e’er twang their harps of gold,

And to me such constant clangor

Would ere long grow stale and old.

But I’ll tell you, baby darling,

Whisper softly in your ear,

There’s a multitude of people

That do nothing else while here,

But just make a noisy rattle,

Empty as the winds that blow,

And their model of conception

Pictures Heaven a constant show.

But the future home we long for

In his dreams the red man sees

Rivers filled with sparkling water,

Fringed with tall and stately trees;

Where the deer bounds through the forests,

And the bison loves to roam,

And the streams are filled with fishes

Is the red man’s future home.

Where there is no gloomy winter

And the grasses ne’er turn gray,

And the wild flowers bloom eternal

And the warbler trills his lay.

Where the fruits are never blighted

And the trees are never bare.

Pale-face Heaven of the future

With the red man’s don’t compare.

And our loved ones, the departed,

Wait our coming over there.

And the young will ne’er grow older,

And the old grew young and fair.

Oft when wrapped in silent slumber,

Ere the morning’s rosy dawn,

‘Tis my mother smiles and beckons,

Indian mother, Laughing Fawn.

Come, my little man, let’s hasten,

See, the twilight shades appear,

I must take you to your mamma,

Who awaits her absent dear.

And some other day I’ll tell you

Other stories strange and true.

Now, Good Bye, my fair haired darling,

‘Till we meet again, Adieu.

