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HANNAH LOON

é-masihitocik wiskacani$ nésta maka wapikosis

péyakwéa mina 6té pakwantaw é-tasthkéyahkipan, a... sihkamistikohk'
n’tihtdnan. &ko mak’ ani, néhe...” tawic anté mana n’kiy-omahkiminan
nipisiskahk® way@s, &-n’pahakihcik mahkésiwak. éko maka, péyakwa ni...,
&-'piyan pihtikwamihk, naspit tapw’ élikohk maté-nohtakosiw wiskacénis.
“tan’ ehtikw’ awa ka-itwéhkasot wiskacani§?” n’titéI’htén. n’tapin® kéka.
kinwé§ ata pitama méla n'’ki-whc-itdpin. kéka -pakwaniyik maka
n’'téhc-itdpin m... mahkihk. ékot’ 'ghci-kanawapamak. k’-dkosit
wiskacinis nipisthk. n'’kanawapaméaw. “tan’ éhtikw’ awa
ké-itwéhkasot?” wehcis...* méoskit apikosis kéka, kénihk.
moskikonakiw.

&kwan’ ési-kwaskototawat wiskacani$ anihi Apikosisa.® makoméw
anta okwayalihk. k'-ati-mahélat’ mana.

gakohikow.?

kihciwiléw, ména.

mola mané ... dhcipaliholiwa méan’ 8-p'maholat. &kwéani man’
é&i-kiciskipalihikot éy-ahcipaliholici. aspin méana pahkiSin 4pikosis
mohcihk ..., kénihk. ’kwéni min’ é8i-§ékopalihot® kénihk. ékwéni mina
&-'§'-afawipamat mina wiskacdni§ anta. wiskacini$ aSawapaméw.
wiskacanid mak’ ana mina péci-walawiw ... dpikosis.
n’kanawdpamaw.

aSay mina kwaskwatotawéw wiskacanis anihi adpikosisa. makoméw
min’ anta okwayéalihk. kiciskinéw méka ména é-p'maholat -ahcipaliholici,
o-mékomét'® piko.

43ay mina 3&kopalihow apikosis. kéka péci-walawiw mina. &Say téhow.
aSay masihitéwak anta walawitimihk. &ko nétin’towak.

mbéla ki-sakohéw 6ho apikosisa 6'' wiskacanis. 8dkohikow. naspitép’
élikohk néhtdkosiw 'w’ wiskacanis.

“maht’ thtikw’ awa ké-itwéhkasot,” n’titélimaw ..., (imitative screech] ...
‘twehkasot. ka-itwéhkasot &-sékihakaniwit a... a..., wiskacanis.

éko na'c élikohk m’pahpin kéka. mamikowépiméw wiskacinia apikosis.
oskata piko nipawiw.”? &ko mika, kwéskwéskikwaskwaskwatiwak,"
kweéskwéskikwaskwaskwatiwak, nésta wiskacinis
kwéskwaskikwaskwaskwatiw, é-8akohikot anihi. otakahkwana maka wila
mAan’sis wicihikow awa wiskacénis wila; Apakosi§ mak’ awas’té maskawiw,
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Text Sixty-Six

A fight between a whiskey-jack and a mouse

Once again when we had been living somewhere in this area, uh ... we were
at West River. Now, at that time, in the bu... we regularly used to have our
tent out towards the sea in the willows more or less, as we killed foxes. Well
then, once I ..., as I was sitting inside, a whiskey-jack was making an awful
racket. “My! Whatever’s wrong with this whiskey-jack that he’s making this
noise?” I thought. I looked around finally. For a long time, at first though, I
didn’t look. But at last I looked through a hole in the t..., tent. From there
1 looked at him. The whiskey-jack was perched on a willow. I looked at him.
“What'’s wrong with this one who’s making this noise?” Suddenly there pop...

a mouse slowly emerged at last, in the snow. It emerged from the snow.

At that point the whiskey-jack jumped at the mouse. He bit him in the
neck. He flew away with him repeatedly.

The mouse got the better of him.

He carried him off, again and again.

Then not ... he [the mouse] struggled as he carried him off again and
again, — to such an extent that he was quickly dropped as he struggled. Again
and again the mouse fell away on the ground ..., on the snow. Then he
quickly dug in the snow again. Then once more the whiskey-jack would watch
the spot again. The whiskey-jack kept a lookout for him. But out came that
whiskey-jack again ..., that mouse. I looked at him.

Now the whiskey-jack jumped at that mouse once again. He bit him in his
neck. He dropped him again and again as he carried him off struggling, just
biting him.

Now once more the mouse quickly took cover. Finally he came out again.
Now he landed. Now they had a tussle with each other out in the open. Then
they battled each other.

This whiskey-jack was not able to get the better of this mouse. He was
worsted by him. This whiskey-jack was making a dreadful lot of noise.

“Look now, whatever’s wrong with this fellow that he’s making such a
racket?” I thought as he made a noise like this [imitative screech]. That’s what
the whiskey-jack said because he was scared: “a... 4...".

So at last I laughed really hard. The mouse bit away at the whiskey-jack.
He was just standing on his [hind] legs. And then, they were jumping at each
other back and forth, jumping back and forth at each other, and the
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maka, n'titelimaw nila, &-kanawApamak. mola maka n'ki-totén &ka ylikohk whiskey-jack was jumping back and forth as he was getting the worst of it
ci-pahpiyan é-kanawapamakik, &kwén’ &-ki-wanéhakik é-masihitocik from that mouse. This whiskey-jack was helped a little by his wings; but to
mékwic. my mind the mouse was stronger as I looked at him. I couldn’t help but laugh

hard as I watched them, to the point that I disturbed them while they were
fighting with each other.
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