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This is for my mother, Jenny Lou.
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Long ago, in the winter time, the buffalo suddenly disappeared. The 
snow was so deep that the people could not move in search of them, 
for in those days they had no horses … the people began to starve. One 
day, a young married man killed a jack-rabbit. He was so hungry that 
he ran home as fast as he could, and told one of his wives to hurry and 
get some water to cook it. While the young woman was going along 
the path to the river, she heard a beautiful song … The song seemed 
to come from a cotton-wood tree near the path. Looking closely at 
this tree she saw a queer rock jammed in a fork, where the tree was 
split, and with it a few hairs from a buffalo, which had rubbed there. 
The woman was frightened and dared not pass the tree. Pretty soon 
the singing stopped, and the I-nis-kim spoke to the woman and said: 
‘Take me to your lodge, and when it is dark, call in the people and 
teach them the song you have just heard. Pray, too, that you may not 
starve, and that the buffalo may come back. Do this, and when day 
comes, your hearts will be glad.’ The woman … took the rock and 
gave it to her husband, telling him about the song and what the rock 
had said. As soon as it was dark, the man called the chiefs and old 
men to his lodge, and his wife taught them this song. They prayed, 
too, as the rock had said should be done. Before long, they heard a 
noise far off. It was the tramp of a great herd of buffalo coming. Then 
they knew that the rock was very powerful, and, ever since that, the 
people have taken care of it and prayed to it.

George Bird Grinnell, Blackfoot Lodge Tales


