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wisahkwécahk nésta méka pilésiwak, nésta
wéhci-omikiwicik mistikwak

péyakwa ’sa wéskac 8..., wisahkwécahk' i§inihk4sokopanéh napéw
é-papamohtét, pimiwatéw mak’ askiyah ..., wap'mikow mak’ 6hi pilésiwa,
wéhwéwa, misiwé towihkan pilésiwa. wapamikow é-p’'mohtélit ...
é-p'miwatét.

“kékwi’hkén anima ka-p'miwatéyin?” ’tikow mani mika.

&ko mana wt’, &-itat maka: “ninakamohiniwat,? 6ma ka-p’miwatéyan,”
’téw mané wtih.

“kékwin mak’ ani wéhci-wi-nakamoyin?” 'téw mana ..., itikow mana wtih.

“niwi-n’tomawak awiyasisak, pilésiwak nésta kici-péc-itohtécik antah,
kisihtayané 6ma,”” itéw maka. “éko maka wi-péc-itéyekwe,*
ka-ki-péc-itohtanawaw,” itéw.

“kayam,” itwéwak maka 6ko wéhwéwak, misiwé tdwihkan weéhwéw...
pilésiwak.

&ko m#’ ka-itohtécik kiy-oSihtaw askik'wamiliw® nahic® é-misalik, awa
wisahkwécahk ka-itiht, ndpéw. kéa-itohtécik anté, é-pthtokwécik maka
kiy-olapihéw’ misiwé ki-tétipa-apihéw anté. éko ké-kitohcikéw’hamasot.

nimi..., nimiliwa maka nimihkasowak anté pihci mik'wamihk,
askik'wamihk.

“'g5iwé® tahkonamok méaka kitakahkwaniwawa anté,” itéw.

waBakaménah'ik t4’sko’ &-’ti-niminaniw’h’ &-totah’ik.’

éko m’a wt’ &-wi-..., mwakwa nést’ anta k’-thtdw. misiwé tow’hkén pilésiw.
#ko mana wti mak’ awa mwakwa, wi-kostaciw wila. tasiné mana wti apisis
apaham o#kisikw’ Askaw, napaté askaw itapiw é-kanawapamat
é-kitohcikéw’hamasolici.

kéka mané wtih, 'sakanapiliw méaka ki-kahcitdpahtam
éy-olapihkénamil’ci.

éko, “ayasikwésimok,” itéw mana ’tih.

’kwan’ méaka tapw’ é-htotah’ik misiwé itinamwak ostikwéniwaw anta
pésoc &-kin’kwén’Ssimocik.

‘kwéni mak’ é-’8y-ohcipahtwat kék’ o§akandpim, anté misiwé
tapisiko-wépahwéw.

mwak’ osa mika wila -ki-..., -k’-itapit apisi§, ’kwan’ &’8i-walawipahtat
mané wtih walawipaliw. nésotahkiskatéw mak’ anihi mwakw’
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Text Fifty-Five

Weesahkwechahk and the birds, and why the trees
have scabs

Once upon a time long ago as ..., a man supposedly by the name of
Weesahkwechahk, as he walked about, was carrying a load of moss ..., and he
was seen by these birds, waveys, and every kind of bird. They saw him as he
walke..., walked about carrying it.

“What kind of thing is that which you're carrying?” they said to him then.

So this is what he told them: “This is my song-bag that I'm carrying,” he
said to them then.

“What do you want to sing for?” he said to them then ..., they said to him,
that is.

“I want to invite the animals, the birds too to come when I finish this,”
he said to them. “So then, if you want to come, you may come,” he told
them.

“Right,” these waveys said, every kind of wavey ... of birds.

So then when they went, this man, Weesahkwechahk as he was called,
made a very large lodge. When they went there, he seated them all as they
entered, he seated them all around there. And then he played himself a tune.

And they were dan..., dancing and pretending to dance inside the tent, the
lodge.

“All of you hold your wings there,” he said to them.

They held them around as though starting to dance, as they did it.

Now then, since he want ... the loon was there too. Every kind of bird. So
then this loon, he was getting to be scared. He kept on opening his eyes a
little from time to time, looking sidelong at times with one eye as he watched
him [Weesahkwechahk| playing himself a tune.

Then at last he caught sight of a line as he [Weesahkwechahk] was setting
it up.

So then, “Dance with your necks together,” he said to them.

And then, in very truth, they all did that: they held their heads there that
way, as they danced around there close.

And then, suddenly grabbing his line, he [Weesahkwecahk] lassoed them
all there.

But as for the loon, having peeked around a bit, then dashing right out
at that point, he went outside in a hurry. As he began to run out he
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é-ti-walawipahtal’ci. &kwéni mak’ ani wéhei-...-napakalik osokan,
ayitatalohkdsow ana mwikwa, é-ki-tahkigkatat ana wisahkwécahk.

kéa-pigkodimat mané ot’ anihi, é-ki-nipahat méaka pilésiwa,
wéhwéwa, misiwé towihkan pilésiwa, niska nésta.

éko mana wtih, 'winél'tahk, “tan’ka 'té ké-igitépoyan 6kih?” itéI’htam
mand wt’. éko mana wtih kéka itéI’htam, “n’ka-likwahwawak anté
n’tdmih’. n'ka-likwahahkatépon,” itwéw, man’ oti. “tdpiskéc
é-sakapwiniwahk kic-itihkasocik anikih. 'kwéni ké-tétamén,” itwéw
man’ ot’h.

éko mané'tih, éko tApwé kA-paskopicikét mana wti, A3ay paskopitéw mana
wti misiwé 'nihiy opilésima. éko wé&'htat 'skotéliw mand wtih, tétawic anta,
mik'wéamih’ ..., otaskik'wamih’. &ko mané wtih, 3é5ékosimat'® anté,
tétipa-Sésékwahwat anihi, lekdhk anta n’tAmihk; sakapwéw anihi.
owéhwéma sakap..., sakapwéw anté tapiskéc kit-itihkasol’ci."

éko man4 wtih, nihic wi-nipawiyiw '8ka'* man’ ot’h. éko mana wt’
étél’htahk, “tdn’ka 'té ké-tétamén éka kici-wanahakik aniki?” ité'tam mana
wti. “kistinit n’ka-péci-kimotamék 'wiyasis ké-tipiskélik,” ité’htam mané
wti. méla nésta wi-nipdw. éko mané wti kéka, 43ay itél’htam:
“n’ka-ayamihdw n’cisk,” ité’htam. &ko mané wtih tapw’ ététahk.

AZay é&-ti-nahisihk, “n’cisk,” itwéw mani wtih, “ 'w&’hkn wipamaté
‘nté, é-péci-pthtokwét,” itéw mana wtih, “wihtamawin,” itéw. “néhtakosi!”
itéw.

4%ay mand wti kawiSimow.

asay mweéhc é-'ti-liskihkwamit nahic é-'ti-milohkwamit 48ay mana wti
nohtékosiliwa ociska.

ékw4i 8-'5i-waniSkdpahtat itdpiw ant’ iSkwatémih’. méla 'wén’hkéina
wéapaméw. éko mana wti mina néhisihk.

nandkéh mina 48ay mand wtih, 48ay mwéhci é-'ti-nipit mina, 45ay min’
néhtakosiliwa’n’ ot’h. mél’ ’&hkéna’® wapaméw.

itapipalihow mana wt'h.

asay kisiwahikow, anihi ociska. “’kéawila wila wiyaSimin,” itéw. “patima
piko tapwé wapamat’ '¢hkéan' anté,” itéw, “néhtakosi,” itéw. “eko maka
ké-wanikayan 'ci-n’‘tawahak,” itéw.

ASay mana wti tApwé mina, €kwani, &kwan’ é-ki-kisimat anihi ociska,
mdla mina ki-whei-néhtakosiliwa. &'kwani ka-'8i-nipat. méla ki-’hei-koskosiw
patima é-kisepayalik.
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[Weesahkwechahk] pursued that loon and gave him a kick. And that is why
... his backside is flat, so the story goes about the loon, because that
Weesahkwechahk kicked him.

Then he threw those [birds] in a heap, when he had killed them: birds,
waveys, every kind of bird, and geese also.

But then, he was puzzled: “I wonder how I'll cook these,” he thought. So
then at last he had an idea: “I'll bury them there underneath. I'll bake them
under the sand to eat,” he said then. “So they’ll be cooked as if they're
roasting. That's what I'll do,” he said then.

Now then, now he plucked in earnest, — now then he plucked all those
birds of his. So he made a fire then, in the centre of the tent ..., of his lodge.
So then, he shoved them in under there, shoving them in separately there
beneath the sand; he roasted them. His waveys he roas... he roasted there so
they could be all evenly cooked.

So then, he badly wanted to yawn, at last, that is. And then he thought,
“What shall I do so I don’t lose those [birds]?” he thought. “For sure an
animal will come and steal it from me tonight,” he thought. He didn’t want to
sleep either. So then, finally, now he thought: “I'll talk to my rear end,” he
thought. So then, that in fact is what he did.

Now, as he began to lie down comfortably, he said: “Rear end, if you see
anyone coming in there,” he said to him, “tell me,” he said to him. “Make a
noise,” he said to him.

Now then, he went to bed.

Now right as he was drifting off to sleep, beginning to sleep well, at this
point his rear end made a noise.

Then leaping out of bed and running he peeked around at the door. He
didn’t see anyone. So then he lay down comfortably again.

Again now, a short while after, right at the point where he was beginning
to go to sleep again, now again it made a noise. He didn’t see anybody.

He quickly glanced around.

Now he got annoyed at that rear end of his. “Quit fooling with me,” he said
to him. “Only after you've really seen somebody there,” he said to him, “make
a noise,” he told him. “And then I'll get up to look for him,” he said to it.

Now in fact, then, then when he had spoken again rudely to that rear end
of his it did not make any more noise. Then he went off to sleep. He didn’t
waken up until the following morning.

It was already completely broad daylight as he awakened, and it was
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43ay miconi pahkahkéapaniliw kwéskosit, mani wt'h 43ay waséyaliw.'®

“ghay'® pisim nokosiw,” itwéw mana ’t’. ’kwan’ é3i-waniskat.

“kwacistak!” itwéw mana ’ti. “nahitépi'” n’ka-milohcikan,” itwéw mané
witi.

ASay mané wtih, ocipitam ositah, nigé... &-niyé...'® -sasakihtatat misiwé
tétipa -ki-sakihtatat, &-lik’hwékatépot. ’cipitam mana wti 'n’'méliw
ositiliw; mél’ ’&wahkan'® man’ oti, ka-kigipak anim’ osit. ki-kiskahcikatéw
anima.

mina kotakiy® ocipitam. mina kotakiy..., micon’ tétipa pilis. 'mwat*
péyak kékwan® miskam. néhta k’diwahikow mak’ ocisk’ anim’ &-ki-tétamilici
é-ki-ciSimikot otih, &ka "-kiy-ohci-tétamil’ci ka-k’-itagiwatat.

“ka-kiskélimin ’lata® é-hkaniwiyan anohe,” itéw. “nahité* kikisawahin,”
itéw.

'kwéani m’'na wt’' &-'8i-nasipét, ka-misikitit maka mén’ asiniy
kéa-wawiyésit, ’kwani mana wt’ 8-’8i-kospihtahét 'n’hiy asiniya. tétaw
iskotéw mana wti pakitinéw. ’coni®® wéstéyapiskihkasow anihi asiniya.
awit...” 8-'§-akwayaskwahwat anihi, ’kwé’ é8i-okitapit anta. na’c
él'ohk nohtdkosiliwa mana wti ociska. méla kipihtawéliwa
é-néhtakosil’ci.

“a, ha, 4, ha,” itétw mana wtih. “k’'wé’htén ni méka éka
ka-kiy-aci-totaman®” kitapatisiwin?” itéw man’ ati.?® “éko mak’ késkélimiyan,”
itéw man’ ot’h.

&ko man’ ot’, ko mana wti maka,” ki-iskw-anim’ihtit,* &ko kéhtohtét,
papam’htéw m'n ot’.

A%ay nagic wiy-ati-mic'sow méka, -papamohtét é-nan’tawa’htahk ké-micit.
ASay miconi kispakatamwaniliw omikiy anta ociskihk é-k’-iskwésot’sot.

éko mana wtih, &-m... -n’tonikét mika, mana wtih ména, é-kalakisit®
nésta. ’kwéni ma’’t’ 4ni*?, &-'§i-manipitah’ animéliw, omikiy animéliw, ’kwéani
ési-panaskat’nah’ mistikohk &-pimohtét. &kwéni maka ména ka-wé’htamah’
ka-itwatalohkatéki é-'tatalohkasicik aniki mistikwak, anima wisahkwécihk
omikiy ké-itwiniwahk, anima pikiwak aniki k’™-hkohkécik; nésta anihi®
nipisihk ka-éy’kwahkéki® &kwana®™ ka-mahkatéwatamwaki mikihk
ka-isinakwahki ka-omikiwicik aniki, ’s4ci§’8ak® nésta nipisiya. éwakwan’
ana wisahkwécahk an’méliw 4hki omikiy an’'m &-'twasonaniwah’,
é-ki-papanagkatinahk animéliw omikiy.
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already clear.

“Now the sun’s out,” he said. Then he got up.

“Oh my!” he said. “I'll have a real, good feed for sure,” he said. Then he got
up.

Now then, he pulled its feet, with both feet ... bo...sticking up, having
stuck all of them out separately, burying them to cook [under the sand]. Then
he pulled that foot out; there was nothing on it, just the end of the foot. It
was bitten right off.

Again he pulled out another one. Again another ..., right the whole way
around. He found not even a single thing. He got really furious at his rear
end for having done that, for cheating him, that is, for not having done what
he ordered it to.

“You'll know who I am now,” he said to it. “You’re making me really mad,”
he told it.

Right away he went down the bank. There is a kind of big stone which is
frequently rounded; then straightway he took that stone up. He put it in the
centre of the fire. That rock was altogether white hot. Then, levering it off, at
that point he sat upon it there. Then his rear end made a noise as hard as it
could. It didn’t quit making a noise.

“A-ha, a-ha,” he said to it then. “Do you see now that you didn’t keep on
with your work?” he told it then. “So now you know who I am,” he said to it.

Now then, so now then, after that happened to him, then he went away, he
went for a walk.

Now he wanted very much to eat, though, as he walked about searching
here and there for food. Now his scab was getting altogether thick on his rear
end there where he had burnt himself.

So then, as he f... felt all around there, he kept on getting itchy too. Then,
pulling off that, that scab, he then plastered it on the trees as he walked
along. And that's what you see again and again, that are told about in legend,
when stories are told about trees: that is Weesahkwechahk’s scab, they say,
the blobs of pitch which adhere are that; also, those things which adhere to
willows, which are black things stuck on the surface, which look like a scab,
and with which small poplars and willows are scabby. It's that very same
Weesahkwechahk whose pretend scab it was, as they imagine, which he had
stuck around here and there.
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