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and Narratives from the West Coast of James Bay" (1995)

GILBERT FARIES

wacask wéhci-iSindkwanilik osow

péyakwi wéskac é-tipAcimakaniwit wacask, ki-napakaliw oséw, é-misilik
maka tApiskéc amisk. éko maka, naspic é-pakwatahk awa wacask,
é-papamatakat. é-papamatémot méaka, é-ytakaniwit Sipisisihk
é-miloskam’ilik' é-papaméatakat. éko mak’ 6ma, &-ytahamésot:
“nipapa-pwawihatan nisdys,’
nisdyé, nisdye;
m’'p&’-pwiawihdtan nisdys,
nisgyé.”
éko maéka, ispiy é-'ti-pghtawakaniwit, ki-maécisikatéliw osow itaw itéhke.
&’kwani méka anohc wéhc-idindkwanilik wacask oséw.
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Excerpt from "ataléhkana nésta tipaciméwina / Cree Legends
and Narratives from the West Coast of James Bay" (1995)

Text Forty-Five

How the muskrat got his long, tapered tail

Once long ago, as the story is told of the muskrat, his tail was flat and big
like a beaver’s. Well then, this muskrat disliked it very much as he swam
around. He went around crying, so it is said of him, swimming in the creek
during open water [in late spring, after the ice has broken up]. And so he took
up this refrain:

“I'm dragging it around, My Tail,

My Tail, My Tail;

N'draggin’ it around, My Tail,

My Tail.”

So then, when he began to be heard, his tail was cut off on each side. And

that is why the muskrat’s tail looks the way it does now.
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