Excerpt from "ataléhkana nésta tipaciméwina / Cree Legends
and Narratives from the West Coast of James Bay" (1995)

SIMEON SCOTT

mistadkanas ka-ki-nipikopané, éko maka
ka-ki-waniskakopané

mistikani§ wasa, ki-tipAcimikosiw nésta wina, ka-i8i-péci-ayisilawit,
&-ki-tipacimot oti, é-ki-tipdtotahk opiméatisiwin. &kdma mak’ dnohc
ké-tipacimoyan.

“n’ki-ni... n’ki-nipindkopan wésa,” k’-itwéw. “éko mika n’ki-waniskan
mina,” itwéw.

“ako méka, péyakwa mana méaka ki-koskosindniwahk mana méka piko,
ki-t... n’k’-iténimon, kétahtawin é-koskosiyén, 48ay wéskac
é-ki-nahihkakawapané matakwahpihk.”'

’kwén’ &-'t... 'kwan’ é-’tacimitisot.

“ ‘awasité, awasité §émdcidinik,’ n’t-itwan,” mana itwéw.

“kigal ka-... ka-papécihkwéskopanihoyin kéka; ‘84, n’ki-nipinakopén écik’
8, 'n’tén’tén.’

éko maka, 48ay ..., A8ay niwaniSkan; 43ay tapweé
n’ki-gdkocihtan, — niwaniskédn anta ka-k™-isi-pimiSimikawiyan
&y-itapiyan, kay-akoték n’cimédn, m'paskisikan asic,
nim6hkomén,

éko méaka, k-ati-otinamén n’cimén, n’kiy-ati-kapastawéhén.

&ko k’-ati-kihtaponoyan, ka-’§i-ayihtayahkipan ména, éskwa
*_pimatisiydpan méana, 8koté 'ni ka-'t-itaponiyan.®

kéka méaka kiy-ati-tipiskaw.

kéka niwapahtén ka-cimaték mik’'wam.

éko kéa-kapayan anta kimdt. &ko ka-pihtokwéyan, — ko kimot
K-ati-pihtokwéyan anté (whispered] ’kamiSkotéhk n’ki-nahiSinin.

kéka matwé-... matwé-wapan, -matwé-koskondkaniwan maka
n'kawiy.

‘kotawé,’ matwé-"takaniwan.

néhkomis, néhkomis ana ka-matwéy-itwét.

2ko, é-matwé-waniskat n’kawiy, n’ki-wapamik é-pimiSinén (whispered]
akamiskotéhk.

éko ka-matwé-'tat nohkomisa [whispered] ‘awénihkén o8’ nta pimiSin.
akamiskotéhk.’

(deep voice] ‘awénihkén 6 ké-pimiSinin’ci?” at™-2twéw* nohkomis.
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Text Ten

Mistaganash who is supposed to have died
and then to have risen

Mistaganash as you know then, there have been tales about him too, about
his past activities since, — he told the story, that is, when he told about his
life. Now this is the story that I'm going to tell.

“I must have ..., I must have died then,” he said. “And then I arose
again,” he said.

“And then, once when people were just wakening, I th..., I thought to
myself, suddenly as I awoke, that it was a long time ago that I had been put
away at an old campsite.”

That’s the st..., that’s the story he tells about himself.

“ ‘Move over more, move and straighten out,’ I said,” he said then.

“My, but ...! At last I made a rumbling noise moving about [in the coffin];
‘T'sk, tsk, I must have died, it would seem,’ I thought.

So then, now ..., now I got up; I really mastered the situation, — I got up
there where I had been laid down and looked around: my canoe hung there,
my gun with it, and my knife.

So then, I started to take my canoe, I began to put it in the water.

Then I began to drift away with the current, to the different places where
we frequently used to stay, when I used still to be alive, — that’s where I went
drifting by.

At last it began to get dark.

Finally I saw a tent sticking up.

So I went ashore there stealthily. Now I went in, — now I started to go in
stealthily [whispered] to the other side of the fire, and I fitted in and lay down.

At last there were sounds of ... sounds of dawn, sounds of my mother
being wakened.

‘Start a fire,’ someone could be heard saying to her.

My step-father, it was my step-father who was heard saying it.

Then, as my mother could be heard getting up, she saw me lying [whispered]
to the other side of the fire.

So she was heard to say to my step-father [whispered): ‘Somebody is lying
there. To the other side of the fire.

[deep voice] ‘Who is that who'll be lying down?' my step-father kept on
repeating.
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[whispered] éko, ‘84koc 0¥ 4ni 'wénihkan pimiin anta, matwé-"téw
n’kawiy.

Islightly deep voice] ‘awénihkidn awa ké-pimidihk kit-tén’tén? matwé-"twéw
néhkomis.

ASay niwaniSkapahtan 48ay, ‘nina 0% 6 n’kdwiy,” n’tit... n’titt4.°®

kisastaw minwén’tam nikdwiy hé-wapamit. éko maka ka-'t-...
k’-atiy-aSamit é-kiSépayak. kinwés nawac anta n’kiy-apin; patim4 maka
n’kiy-ati-pdsin.

aSay é-wi-n'taminahoyén &-kiskisiyan n'kawiy é-sikinésit é-wapamit, éko
méaka, wi-nip... n'’ki-nipahdw péyak atihk.

’kwan’ é8i-kikigitésihk’ — &'kwani &8i-ki-pésihtayan® éy-otéskaniwéhtihk
ostikwén.

aa..., n'kanawd’'mik n’kadwiy &-péci-‘misakiyan. &'kwani mak’ étwét:

‘54! tasipwam™ é-mihcinawésiyapan n'kosis é-nipit.’

’kwan’ é-icwét'® n'kawiy.

éko maka n’kiy-ati-wicéwawak; n’ki-wici-tagihkémawak n’kaAwiy nésta
néhkomis.

péyakwa maka, ki-'t... ki-..., k’-itwéw péyak ininiw, ‘ta-n’taminahéwak
awénihkinak atihkwa ta-natawatihkwéwak.’

(ména méasi nina m’pisiskén’tamohkéson.)

éko ka-..., ka-... kd-itikawiyan, nésta nina 'ci-kihtohtéyan.

ki-osihtaniwan méak’ anta kékwén, é-minwasihk micim, awénihkéan maka
é-kiy-apwaniwahk."

‘awénihkin maka mihcét ké-nipahidkwé atihkwa mihcétw’ animéniw
ta-tahtahkaciképanihtwaw.?

’kwéni ka-itwét ana ka-tipén’tahk animéniw.

&ko, kia-kihtohtéyin nésta nina.

&ko, 43ay n’técihtén'® ka-’si-wawan’'takoskak' é-'sindkwahk. &kot’ Anta
maéka ka-isiy-... é-ap... -apiyan.

A8ay kékwan m’péhtén isply *-apiyan [whispered]: ‘héh, héh, héh,’
kéa-icihtidkwahk.”® a3ay niwdpamaw atihk ka-péci-ndkosit, wapisakicihp.’®
(iyApéwatihkwa ani ka-itat.)

hagay m’paskiswAw océ é-pim’pahcat: mina kotakiy, mina kotakiy, mina
kotakiy. pini§ pini$ mihcét.

kéka n’cipasépin. mana n’ki-péci-mécawahtay é-5ini... é&-’sinakwahk,
é-'§i-naméhtayan.
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Text Ten

Then [whispered]: ‘Someone is lying there for sure,” my mother could be
heard saying to him.

Islightly deep voice]l ‘Who do you think this one is who'll be lying down? my
step-father could be heard saying.

I was already jumping up, already, ‘It's me, Mother,’ I sai... I said to her.

My, but my mother was happy to see me! So she began ... began to feed
me as it was morning. I sat there a fairly long time; by and by, however, I
went away in a canoe.

Now, as I was going to hunt, remembering that my mother was glad at
seeing me, so then, going to kill ... I killed one caribou.

He still had his feet on, — then I loaded him with the antlers still on the
head.

Aa ..., my mother looked at me as I paddled up. And this is what she said:

‘Tsk, tsk! What a pity! I was sorry when my son was dead.

That’s what my mother said.

So then, I began to stay in their company; I began to live with my mother
and step-father.

Once however, a certain person sai..., sa..., said, ‘Some people will be
hunting caribou, they will be going after caribou.’

(I pretended not even to pay any attention.)

Then was ..., was ... was I told, I too should go away.

Now something was made there, fine food, whoever had roasted
it.

‘Whoever kills the most caribou, he will stab it again and again’

That’s what the one who was in charge of that said.

So, I went away too.

Then, I now reached the place where the bush appeared tangled. And
that’s where I ..., sa..., sat.

Now I heard something when I sat down [whispered]: ‘Heh, heh, heh,’ it
sounded like. Now I saw a caribou which was coming into sight, a caribou
with a white forehead. (A real, old buck deer is what he meant.)

Now I shot him as he ran along towards me: again another and again
another, and again another. Until, until at last there were many.

Finally I looked back. It look..., it looked as if I had been playing, the
signs were so strange.
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éko mika é-kiwéyan, 48ay misiwé kiy-ohci-cahcakoSinwak ininiwak
ké-cakoSinén,

aah, péhpéyakwa piko ispanihcwawak, néniso 4tiht.

ASay ninistam n’tdtinén anima.

kwacistak! miconi kéka ména n’canawénisképanihon anim’
é-’spanihewayéan."”

‘%4..., maman wés’ dko' mihcécwa, n'cikawin.

éko méka nina maka n’kiy-ay4n anima.

éko, 45ay mina péyakwa é-kisépayak, ‘k’'wawésihok, ok’ oskinikiwak,’
icwAniwan.

éko méka, ndhkomis 6ma n’tik: ‘tan’ 8hki kina wéhci-ékéi-wésihoyin
é-wésihocik weéskinikicik?

ASay niwanigkan.

a8ay n... A48ay niwawédihon nésta pigisik nimihkonaweén.'

éko méaka n’caci-mawdapin méka, m’paspapikapawin mikiwam
ka-skwa-wésihoyan. kécahcawin piko m’péhcén awénihkan é-ytwét: kinipin
ininiw, kinipin ininiw, kinipin ininiw."®

ména, ména m’pisiskén’camohkéahtay.”’ kéka mika péh... péhkac, péhkat
n’kiwéskwénin.

dsay niwdpahtén mohkoméan é-wi-tahkamikawiyin. apihtawapisk
ninawacinén. aSay nimasihi... nim4sihitonan ana ininiw.

§a..., miconi maskaw... miconi nimaSkawimahcihaw. ‘mamén 6w
nimanitdw’-mésihik,’ n’tén’tén. éko maka nésta nina
niman’téwi-masihaw.

aSay niwi-koci-tatinikonanak ininiwak.

’kwancaw piko ka-papiwahahkéyahk.

asay: ‘wihcama... wihcamidmahk 6hkomisa,” iewéwak; ‘wihcamaméahk
ohkomisa,’ icwéwak.

Ideep voice] A8ay ka-péci-nokosit é-6hkomisiyan. o§awasko-pwoy
i§inihkéasopan é-6hkomisiyan.

aSay piko m’péci-saminik: ‘’kawin’, péhkat, péhkae, péhkic; '’kiwin’
kat’-ésinakwan wa-'§indkwanokwd,” itwéw.

man’ én’cohk n’kiy-ati-mamakosékwahokowin® &-’tamahcihoyan. asay
méaka péhpéyak n’tat™-ispitikawinan, ‘ka-ki-nipahicinipan,’ é-ytitoyahk;
‘ka-ki-nipahicinipan,’ &-ytitoyahk. &3ay, 48ay méakah, 48ay nété wahnaw ...,
asay wahnaw nété ihtaw ana nésta niyak.”
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So then, as [ went home, already all the people arrived one by one when
I arrived.

Aah, they had a go at it, only once each, some of them twice.

Now I took it in my turn.

Oh, my! At last I didn’t allow any space between strokes as I went at it.

“Tsk, tsk, — it looks as though he’s doing it a lot of times,” they said about
me.

So then, I was the one who got that.

So, now once again it was morning, someone said, ‘Get togged up, you
young fellows here.’

So then, my step-father said to me: ‘How is it you're not togging up, since
these young fellows are dressing?

Now I got up.

Now I ... now I dressed and I had my face all red. And then ..., and I
began to visit, I peeped into a tent after I was togged up. Only suddenly I
heard someone saying: “You're dying Man, you're dying Man, you're dying
Man.’

I wasn’t ... wasn’t paying any attention. At last, however, slo..., slowly,
slowly I turned my head.

Now I saw a knife about to stab me. I grabbed it half way up the blade.
Now we wrestle ... the other person and I wrestled with each other.

Tsk, tsk ..., I felt his strength overc... overcoming me. ‘It looks as though
he’s fighting me with his spirit,’ I thought. So then, I too fought him with my
spirit-strength.

Now the people wanted to separate us.

We just scattered them like feathers.

Now: ‘Tell his ... tell his step-father,’ they said; ‘Tell his step-father,’ they
said.

[deep voicel Now my step-father appeared. “ofdwasko-pwoy” was my
step-father’s name.

Now he just came and touched me: ‘Don’t. Easy, easy, easy. Don't let
happen what looks as though it must happen,’ he said.

I began to feel just as though I were being pressed down on more and
more tightly. And now one by one we were each being pulled apart. ‘T could
have killed you,” we were saying to each other; ‘I could have killed you,’ we
were saying to each other. By now, but by now, now far off ..., by now he was
far away and so was I also.
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aSay n'tayamihikawin éka wiskéc anima 'ci-chcamépan. ‘kwantaw, péyak
péyak iskwési§ anima kéi-ohcihkatawiyahk ’kwantaw ..., atihk’-wayan’
akwaniw.”

#kwani, 8¥kwan’ ..., #kwéan’ éskwipékahk tipaAcimdéwin.
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Text Ten

Now I was told that I should never do a thing like that. It was pointless,
on account of a certain, a certain girl that we were at each other ... she is just
covered with an old scrap of deerskin.”

That, that ..., that is the length of the story.
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