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cahkapés kd-nakwatdkopané pisimwa

a8ay mana mina péyakwai kihtohtéw. wipac mani é-kékisépayanik
kihtohtéw. é&ka wiskéac ka-ohc-itohtét mina itohtéw.

mékwac mand mika nét’ é-papamohtét mékwic é-kisikanik, wapahtam
mané méskanihk é-'Sindkwaninik kékwéniw ant’, askihk. mwéhci mana piko
é-ki-tawaskiték, iSindkwan askiy: iSindkwan mihcétwa kékwan
é-ki-pimohtémakahk.

’kwini mani mina &5i-kiwét, &-n’tawi-tipicimostawat omisa kékwaniw
ké-ki-wapahtahk.

é-takodihk mani méka wikihk tipacimow. “nimi$é,” mana itwéw,
“a-ki-wapahtaman kékwan méskanihk é-'gindkwahk. mwéhci mak’
&-ki-tawaskiték é-k’-iskwaték ’kwani mwéhc é-'sindkwahk. ména mékaw
atawina wayés n'tohei-totén ’ci-tdpakwéyan,” mana itwéw.

“34a!” man4 itwéw. “’kdwina min’ anima téta ka-itwéyan,” mana itik’
omisa.! “k’kiskén’tén n’ ani, ani kékwan ka-ifindkwahk méskanahk
ka-isindkwahk?” mana itwéw. “ékot’ o8’ 4n’ &-'Si-pimohtét pisim
é-péci-sakastawek é-wapahk,” mana itwéw. “’kawina min’ ohci-mikoSkaciht’
Anima méskanaw mina wapahtamané,” man4 itik’ 6misa.

“okéy, nimi%éh,” mana itwéw. “ména mina wiskic n'ka-ohci-ntawapahtén.
pitos mina n’ka-itohtan wapahké,” mana itwéw. “wipac mina koSkonihkan
kékisépayaké,” mana itwéw.

’kwani mand mina ét-i§i-kihtohtét &-kékisépayanik.

&koté 'ni mina tapw’ ét-itohtét ka-k™-isi-wipahtahk animéniw méskanéniw.

kihtohtahtaw mana maka nakwéakaniyapiniw, “n’ka-tapakwén,” é-itén’tahk.
“matih tapwé pisim anta pémohtékw’,” é-’tén’tahk, é-wi-kiskén’tahk téni
ké-yhkininik.

43ay mana tapwé tdpakwéw. mwéhci man’ anta méskanahk isi-tdpakwéw.

’kwéani mana méka ési-kiwét anima ka-'skwa-totahk.

“wipac wanikdhkan nimi$éh,” mané itwéw. “wipac mina n'ka-kihtohtén,”
mané itéw.

a%ay man mina tapwé kékigépayanik,’ wipac mani waniskaw an’ éskwéw.

ASay man’ apiwak.

“tant’ éka mac és...” é8kwa 'éhci-wapahk?” mana itén'tam ana iskwéw.
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Text Fifteen

Chahkabesh snares the sun

Now once more Chahkabesh set out. He left early in the morning. Again
he went somewhere he had never gone before.

‘While he was walking round and about some distance off during the day,
he saw something showing on the trail there, on the ground. The earth
looked just exactly as if a trail had been blazed: it looked as if something had
walked on it again and again.

So off he went home again, on his way to tell his older sister what he had
seen.

On arriving home, he brought the news. “Big Shishter,” he said, “I saw
something which appeared on the path. Exactly as if a trail had been blazed
by burning, that's exactly what it looked like. But I didn’t do anything,
however, about setting snares,” he said.

“I should say not!” she exclaimed. “Don’t you ever again do what you're
saying,” his older sister said to him. “Do you know that... that thing which
appeared when it appeared on the trail?” she said. “Why that's where the
sun walks along when he comes rising at dawn. Don’t you trouble that trail
any more if you see it again,” his older sister said to him.

“Okay, Big Shishter,” he said. “I won’t ever go after it. I'll go again a
different way tomorrow,” he said. “Waken me up early again in the morning,”
he said.

Now then when it was actually morning again, he got up early.

Then he started off again while it was still morning.

Off he set again right in that very direction where he had seen that trail.
But he took away with him some snare wire, thinking, “I'll set a snare. Let’s
see whether the sun is really walking along there,” he thought, since he
wanted to find out what would happen.

Now then he actually set a snare. Right there on the trail he set it.

And then he went home when he had finished doing that.

“Get up early, Big Shishter,” he said. “I'll be going off again early,” he
said to her.

Now then, when morning arrived again, that woman got up early.

Now then they sat.

“Why is it not even ye... not yet dawn?” the woman thought.

They sat for a long time; but still it didn’'t dawn.
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kinwé$ man’ dpiwak; mdéna mand maka masi wapan.

48ay mana kiskisipaniw animéniw méskaniniw ka-ki-wapahtamin’ci.

“manfiwina mina wayé$ ki-tétam,” man4 itén’tam an’ éskwéw. “Sa! tan’
éhkihk 6 éka wéhci-wapahk?” mani itéw. “ména na wayés kitohci-tétén
ka-ki-wapahtaman méskanaw pisimo-méskanaw?” mané ytakaniwan
cahkapés.

“ehé,” mana 'twéw cahképés, “tapwé,” mana 'twéw, “n’ki-tipakwin,” mana
itwéw.

“5a! ’lkwini mwéhcei anohc ati-kihtohté,” mané itikow anih’ 6misa. “méci.
anta n’tawi-natawipam® ana pisim. ki-nakwatatokwé 'na pisim,” mana
itwéw. “mAaca piko. wipac ati-kihtoht8,” mani it...téw o8ima.

“6” mani itwéw cahkédpés. 'kwéni mana tapwé &-t’-idi-kihtohtét.

tipiskdniw mana méka é-pimohtét.

mona méasi wapan.

ASay mani &-'ti-péSiwapahtahk anta ka-k'-i8i-tApakwét ka-maté-wasték
mani. wiy-ati-n’tawdpaméw mani mik’ anihi pisimwa; ména manéi méka
ki-totam, wésa *-kisasikét ana pisim.

a8ay mand tépwatéw péyak, péyak otétéma. mawac ka-’pisi¥’sit wapikosis,
&'kwanihi tépwatat.®

“méca n'tawédpahtip... n'tawipam ana pisim,” mana itéw. “&ko méka
kiskaht’ Anima nakwikaniyipiy,” mana itéw,

“kayam,” mand itwéw anah wapikosis. “tdpwé n’ka-tétén,” mana itwéw.

’kwani mand tapw’ étohtét ana wapiko&is. n’tawi-kiskahtam man’
animéniw nakwakaniyapiniw.

k-ati-pimohtét man’ 4na pisim, ka-"Skwa-kiskamat ana wapikosis. ’kwani
mané mak’ éti-wapahk wipac ka-iskwéi-kiskaméakaniwit ana pisim.

héko man’ 4ni maka wéhci-kinikistawét, itwiAniwan wapikosis mawac
cahkapés, hé-k-iskwason’ci mdka oministowédkaninihk.

’kwani piko éskwapihkéyak.
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Text Fifteen

Now then she suddenly recalled that trail which Chahkabesh had seen.

“I'll wager he’s done something,” the woman thought. “Goodness gracious!
Whatever has happened that it’s not dawn?” she then said to him. “You
haven’t done anything to the trail which you saw, have you, the sun trail?”
Chahkabesh was asked.

“Yes,” said Chahkabesh. “Actually,” he said, “I set a snare,” he said.

“Oh, dear! Then get on your way right now,” that older sister of his said
to him. “Off with you! Go and look there for the sun. You must have
snared the sun,” she said. “Just be off. Get on your way,” she sai... said to
her young brother.

“Right,” said Chahkabesh. Then he set off right away.

It was dark as he walked.

It wasn’t even dawn.

And now as he approached the spot where he had set the snare, there was
a light shining in the distance. He wanted to keep on going after that sun;
but he wasn't able to do so because the sun was shining too hot.

Now then he called one, one of his friends. It was the littlest mouse, that’s
the one he called.

“Go fet... go get that sun,” he said to him. “And then gnaw through that
snare line,” he said to him.

“Very well,” said that mouse. “I'll certainly do it,” he said.

Then, true to his word, the mouse went on his way. He went to gnaw
through that snare line.

The sun began to walk again, after that mouse had gnawed him through.
At that it began to dawn as soon as the sun had been gnawed free.

And that, they say, is why he is sharp-snouted, the mouse who is very,
very little, why he is said to have had his whiskers shaved off. At that time
it was without a doubt because Chahkabesh had done it to him, when he got
scorched on his whiskers.

And that’s the length of the story.
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