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cahkapés ka-ki-kohcipanihikot mistamésa

péyakwia mana mina cahkipé$ kihtohtéw mana é-nanatawapahtahk
kékwaniw.

a8%ay mana maka mékwéc é-papamohtét nété wahnaw, ohci-wapahtam
manéi méika sdkahikaniniw; mékwac méika mékwéc é-pahpaskatikohtan’ci
awiyasiSa, pimotéw mana méka pinésis’ é-akosin’ci mistikohk. otakaskwa
mand méka nété wihnaw pahkiSininiwa nipihk.

anihi manéi méka ka-pahpéaskatikohtan’ci awiyasiSa mona ki-tétam
‘ci-n’tawapamét é-kostacit.

’kwani mana méaka n'tawic ési-kiwét é-kiwé-tipAcimostawét omisa
kékwaniw ka-ki-wapahtahk.

é-takosihk mana méaka tipAcimostawéw.

“nimi%é,” mana itwéw, “é-ki-wapahtaméan kékwa..., sikahikan,” mana
itwéw. “é-pahpaskatikohtécik awiyasiSak,” mana itwéw.

“n’takask méaka nété ki-pahkisin nipihk,” mana itwéw. “ména méaka
n’tawit n’téhc’... n'tawidpamaw,” mané itwéw.

“’kwani kwayask éka wéhci-n’tawapamaét,” mand mak’ itikow.

“kikiskén’tén n’ 4ni 'wénihkanak anik’ ka-pahpaskatikohtacik nipihk?”
mana itéw' anaw iskwéw. “kiSaspin ki-pahkopéyin anta nipihk, mitoni
ka-ki-otamikohtayak namésak,” mana itikow. “mistamésak
ka-ki-makomikohtayak® méka ka-ki-kihcipanihikohtayak,” mana itéw
oSima.

“nimiséh, ’kAwin’ anima iewé. kisékimin anim’ &-'twéyin,” man4 itwéw.

“mdna min’ Anté n’ka-itohtan,” man4 itwéw ana cahkapés.

“wipac wani§kdhkan mina kékisépayake,” mand itéw omisa.

ASay mana tdpwé mina &-'ti-wapaninik, wipac mana waniskdw ana
iskwéw.

koskonéw mani o$ima

ékwani mana mina tapw’ éti-kihtohtét ana cahkapés kiyékisépayanik.

ka-k-isi-wapahtahk piko sakahikaniniw ékoté 'n’ ét-itohtét,
é-wi-n’tawipamat awénihkana ka-pahpaskatikohtan’e’.

aSay man’ Ati-péSiwapahtahk, tApwé 43ay mina ké-pahpaskatikohtacik
namésak.

’kwani mana ’-'t-i§i-kapastawépanihot.
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Text Sixteen

Chahkabesh is swallowed by the giant fish

Once again then Chahkabesh set off in his search for
something.

But now, while walking around and around, away off yonder he
suddenly caught sight of a lake; and, in the meantime, while the
creatures were breaking the surface making bubbles he shot at a bird
perched on a tree. But his arrow fell far away in the water.

With those creatures making ripples as they broke the surface,
however, he was unable to go fetch it because he was afraid.

So then [he thought] he might just as well return home, go back
and tell his older sister what he had seen.

On arrival he told her the news.

“Big Shishter,” he said, “I saw someth... a lake,” he said. “With creatures
making ripples as they broke the surface.”

“But my arrow fell away over there in the water,” he said, “and,” said he,
“it was better for me not... me not to go after it.”

“It’s a good thing that you didn’t go after it,” she said to him.

“Do you indeed know who those ones are who make the ripples breaking
surface in the water?” that woman said to him. “If you had gone in the water
there, the fish would most surely have grabbed hold of you,” she said to him.
“The giant fish would have bitten you and they would have made off with
you,” she said to her young brother.

“Big Shishter, don't shay that; you frighten me saying that,” he said. “I
won't go there again,” said Chahkabesh.

Then he said to his older sister, “Get up early again tomorrow morning.”

Now sure enough when day was beginning to break, that woman got up
early.

She nudged her little brother awake.

Now then Chahkabesh set off again in earnest while it was morning.

Just where he had seen the lake, that’s the way he set off as he was
anxious to go after whoever was making the ripples.

And now as he drew within sight of it, the fish were in fact already
breaking the surface in ripples again.

At that he jumped straightway into the water.

He began to swim.
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ati-pimatakdw mana.

aSay mana wipac é-pimatakat, wéhci-k’-6tamikot® mana tapwé namésa,
’kwani mani tapwé ka-'Si-kohcipanihikot.

48ay mand mik’ ana iskwéw kitawi-péhéw ofima ’ci-péci-kiwén'ci. kinwés
mana péhéw é-'ti-otdkogininik.

“B4!” mana itwéw. “maskdc mina cahkapés ki-kapasimow anta
sakahikanihk,” mana itwéw. “ ’kwani ’k4 magkic wéhci-takosihk,” mana
itwéw ana iskwéw.

’kwéni mané 'Si-kihtohtét. okwaskwépicikan mana kihtohtahtaw.
oméhkoméan méka.

48ay mand tapwé wapahtam animéniw sakahikaniniw cahkapés’
ka-k'-isi-pahkopén’c’.

’kwéni man4 'Si-kapastawé’pinahk okwéskwépicikan, 48ay mana piko
wéhci-manawépahtahk ana namés kwaskwépicikaniniw.

’kwini mané '§’-ocipitat. akwatapatéw mani mak’ anta, askihk.

ka-mohci-mahkatayésihk man’ 4na namés é-migikitit mistamés.

’kwéni mana ’Si-méci-wépidwit ana iskwéw.

“nimiséh, nimi$éh,” kA-maté-ytwét mana cahkéapés. “ka-micison,
ka-méaciSon. péhkéat, péhkéc,” mana itwéw.

“n’apatisiyan® 0 ka-itwéyin. kiki-wihtamatin ’§ éka 'ci-pahkopéyin
nipihk,” mané itik’ 6misa.

otamahokow mané.

’kwini mand mak’ kd-péc’-isi-kapatéyahtawit anta namésihk ohci. 'kwéni
mané mék’ a8i-kiwécik é-nisicik.

“kiki-wihtamatin 0%’ éka ’ci-kapasimoyin anima® sikahikanihk,” mana
itwéw ana iskwéw. “métika mak’ éka wiskac ka-tapwéhtaman; méatika maka
éy-ihtiyan,” mani itdkaniwan cahképés.

ékwani piko éskwapihkéyak.
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Text Sixteen

He had hardly begun to swim when, sure enough, he was grabbed and
pulled under by a fish. And then, without further ado, he was swallowed
right down.

Now then, however, that woman got tired of waiting for her young
brother to come home. She waited for him a long time as evening began
to come on.

“Oh dear!” she said. “Chahkabesh has probably gone bathing again
there in the lake,” she said. “That’s probably why he hasn’t arrived,” the
woman said.

At that, she set off. She took her fish hook along with her, and her
knife.

Now then she actually saw that lake where Chahkabesh had waded in.

Then, at that, she threw her fish hook in and immediately the fish took
hold of the hook.

Then she pulled him. She pulled him ashore there, on the land.

That fish just lay with a huge stomach, an enormous, giant fish.

Then that woman slit him down.

“Big Shishter, Big Shishter,” Chahkabesh could be heard saying. “You'll
cut me, you'll cut me. Carefully, carefully,” he said.

“Never mind that chattering,” his older sister said to him. “I told you not
to go into the water.”

Then she smacked him.

At that then he stepped out from the fish; then they went home, the two of
them.

“I told you, didn’t I, not to go bathing there in the lake,” that woman said.
“See, you never believed it; and now look at the state you're in,” Chahkabesh
got told.

That is the length of the story.
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