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napéw ka-ki-wépiskatat kona

péyakwi mani mina wéskac niSiwakopan mana oSkinikiwak. péyakwa
mana mak’ é-pipohk, ana péyak o§im’maw’ ki-sihkaciw. ’kwani mana maka
ka-ati-nipit anim’ é-ki-sihkacit; ’kwani tapwé kéa-iSi-kawacit péyakwa
’-pipon’nik.

éko mana méaka ana ka-ostésimawit ména néaspic ohci-minwén’tam anim’
é-k’-ihkininik. ki-kisiwAsiw mana. ki-pakwéatam anim’ é-k’-ihtin’ci o8ima.

éko mana mak’ é-ti-sikwan’nik, k’-ati-tihkisot kon, é-wapamat mana méaka
anim’ é-’8inakosin’ci, ki-n‘tawipaméw éy-apin’ci.

“nah, éko maka é-kakwatakindkosiyan,” mana itéw.

’kwéni mané ka-'i-wéweépiskatat anih kéna, é-ki-kiSiwahikot.

“kina né ké-ki-sithkatimat nisim?” mand itéw. “&h ..., méatih nina,
péci-sihkatimin,” mané itéw anihi kdna.

wéhci-naSkwawasihikot mana mak’ anihi kéna: “éskwa isa
ka-péci-mawépistatin mina pipohké,” mana itikow.

sékimikow mana mak’ anim’ é-ytikot.

48ay mana méaka mékwac anim’ &-'ti-nipininik, kwayask mana mitoni
ki-wawéniw, &-kiskén’tahk tapwé’ ci-péci-n’tawapamikot mina pipon’niké ...,
mina ’ci-waipamikot.

misiwé mand mawac ka-... ki-wahkéwaskiténiki mihta ki-mawacihtaw,
mihcét ki-mawacihtaw. misiwé méka nésta tahto-pimiy, awiyasisi-pimiy.
misiwé kiy-asawataw askihkohk. pihtikomihk méaka kiy-astaw.

asay mana maka min’ &-ti-pipon’nik, 48ay man’ ati-mikwaskatén’tam.
“a%ay mina wipac n’ka-péci-n‘tawapamik kén,” mana itén’tam.

ASay mana tapwé, mawac ka-igi-tahkayak, wéhci-péhtawénahk® man’
aweénihkéan péyakwa é-apit ...° 8-'ti-tipiskanik. wéhci-pihtokwét mana kon
ka-’8indkosit ininiw.

otiskotém ana piko ’kwéni wa-'8iy-dstawépan’nik.

wipac mana sikwépahahtam nip..." piminiw. ’kwéni mak’ ési-pasitépanik
anima pimiy. mékwéac mani mak’ ant’ &-kiy-apit ana ..., ana ininiw, ’kwéni
man4 wé-Siy-astawépan” anim’ éskotéw tasiné. tasiné mana mika, méka
macostéham omihtima mékwéc ant’ &-apin'c’.

kéka mana mika, kéka kiy-at’..., kékat kiy-ati-tihkisow ana kon &-apit,
miton’ é-kisisawét.

’kwani mani n'tawéc ka-isi-pasikot ana nipéw kona ké-isindkosit. “éko
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Text Twenty-Three

The man who kicked away the snow

Once upon a time long ago there used to be, it would seem, two young
men. At one point in the winter, one of the younger brothers got a chill. At
that point, chilled through as he was, he was approaching death; then one
winter he actually froze to death.

So that older brother was not much pleased at what had happened. He
was angry. He did not like what had befallen his younger brother.

So then as spring drew on, when the snow had begun to melt, as he saw
the way it looked then, he went to see it as it lay there.

“See here, you look a miserable sight,” he said to it.

Then he kicked that snow around, in his anger at it.

“Is it you who chilled my young brother?” he said to it. “Well..., here am I,
come and chill me,” he said to the snow.

All of a sudden the snow answered him: “Just wait, I'll come and visit you
again next winter,” it said to him.

He was frightened then at its speaking to him like that.

Now then, during the course of that summer, he made proper and
thorough preparations, knowing that it would certainly come to see him the
next winter ..., that it would see him again.

He gathered all the logs which ... which burn most easily, he gathered a
great many. Also every kind of grease, animal grease. He put it all in a pail.
And he set it inside the house.

And now as winter drew on again, now he began to worry. “Soon now the
snow will be coming to see me again,” he thought.

Now then sure enough, when it was at its coldest, someone sitting at one
point suddenly heard footfalls ..., as night came on. Suddenly there came in
a person who looked like snow.

His fire was about to go out right away.

He quickly poured wat..., grease on it. Right away the grease flared up.
But while that ..., that person sat there, the fire kept wanting to go out all
the time. And all the time again and again he threw his logs into the fire
while the other one sat there.

But then at last, at last he began ..., that snow very nearly began to melt
as it sat there, as he put on full heat.

Then that man who looked like snow stood up. “So that’s it,” then he said.
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wis’ ni,” mani itwéw. “&ko wias' 4n’ &-ki-8dkocihiyan,” mana itwéw, “ékwini
n’tawéc 'ci-kiwéyan,” mana itwéw. “mdéna mina ka-mikwaskAcihitin,” itikow.

’kwiéni k’-at’-i8i-wanawit.

’kwéani méka tapw’ &-ki-paskinawat anihi kéna, ména mina wiskac
ohci-mikwasgkAcihikow.

’kwiéni piko éskwapihkéyak.
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“So that’s it, since you've overcome me, then I'd better go home,” he said. “I
won’t trouble you again,” he said to him.

At that he began to go outside.

And then indeed, having got the better of that snow, he was never again
bothered by it.

That’s the length of this story.
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