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Notes on Contributors

The storytellers who contributed to this volume were respected elders at
the time the stories were recorded, in the late 1970s and early 1980s. Most
had learned the stories from their own parents, grandparents, aunts, and
uncles, who in turn learned them from even earlier generations. They
entrusted their stories to Abe Halpern because they believed that it would
be better to pass them on in the admittedly untraditional format of a book
than to let them be forgotten. Had it not been for the foresight, generosity,
and courage of these storytellers, it is likely that many of the stories in this
volume would by now have been lost.

The translators and linguists who participated in the preparation of this
volume hope to have honored the wishes of the past generation of elders by
conveying their stories, and all the traditional knowledge contained within
them, to present and future generations of Quechan people.

Some families prefer not to share information about relatives who are
no longer living, and their wishes are respected here. Other families have
chosen to share biographical information as a way of making sure that it
is passed on, along with the stories themselves, to future generations. We
are very grateful for the contributions of all the storytellers and translators,
including those whose biographies have been withheld.

Storytellers

Anonymous. One storyteller was born in 1923 and lived into the twenty-
first century. She asked to remain anonymous.

Rosita Carr was born in the spring of 1884 on Fort Yuma Indian Reservation.
She passed away on May 13, 1983.

Jessie Havchat Webb Escalante Etsepoiquarque was born on Fort Yuma
Reservation on September 17, 1903. She grew up in a very traditional Quechan
family and was well known as an expert on stories, songs, and Quechan
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traditions. She was a major contributor to Spirit Mountain: An Anthology of
Yuman Story and Song, edited by Leanne Hinton and Lucille Watahomigie
(University of Arizona Press, 1984). She passed away on February 1, 1998.
Mary Kelly Escalanti was born in 1905. She was the sister of Tom Kelly
and the youngest child of one of the last great Quechan medicine men. She
contributed a story and songs to Spirit Mountain: An Anthology of Yuman
Story and Song.

Tom Kelly was born late in 1891, at a time when Quechan territory
extended across the border into Mexico. His family moved to the U.S. side
of the border during the Mexican Revolution. He was the son of one of
the last great medicine men, and he himself was a highly regarded expert
on ceremonial matters and a major contributor to the book Kar’iik: Native
Accounts of the Quechan Mourning Ceremony, edited by A.M. Halpern, Amy
Miller, and Margaret Langdon (University of California Press, 1997). He
passed away in 1982.

Translators and Linguists

George Bryant was born in 1921 and grew up speaking Quechan. He
attended school on Fort Yuma Reservation, at Phoenix Indian School,
Yuma High School, and the Sherman Institute. He joined the Marines as a
young man and was awarded numerous decorations during World War II
and the Korean War. Later he served on the Quechan Tribal Council and
was instrumental in persuading the federal government to restore tribal
lands, and in implementing many of the policies that have made the tribe
successful today.

George Bryant follows a family tradition of working with linguists to
preserve the Quechan language. His father and grandfather worked with
Abe Halpern in the 1930s, and he himself has worked with Amy Miller since
1998. George Bryant is the primary contributor to the forthcoming Quechan
Dictionary. His book Xiipiiktan (First of All): Three Views of the Origins of the
Quechan People was published in 2013 by Open Book Publishers.

A.M. Halpern, called Abe by his friends, was born in 1914 and received
his Ph.D. in Anthropology from the University of Chicago in 1947. He
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began work documenting the Quechan language in 1935 and continued
(with lengthy interruptions for World War II and a thirty-year career in
international relations) until his death in 1985. Further information about
his work among the Quechan is provided in the Introduction to this volume,
and a detailed biography may be found in Halpern’s book Kar'ik: Native
Accounts of the Quechan Mourning Ceremony.

AM. Halpern's other publications include numerous articles on
anthropology and linguistics, the most famous of which are “Yuma
Kinship Terms” (American Anthropologist, 1942) and a grammar of Quechan
published as a series of articles in the International Journal of American
Linguistics (1946-1947). He transcribed, translated, and edited the section
on “Quechan Literature” in Spirit Mountain: An Anthology of Yuman Story
and Song.

Barbara Levy grew up speaking Quechan. She learned English at school
and as a student at Santa Monica City College. She also attended the
American Indian Language Development Institute in 2004 and 2005.
Barbara Levy is well known as an artist, doll-maker, and storyteller. After
teaching the Quechan language for many years as a volunteer, she was
named Director of the Quechan Language Preservation Program in 2010.
Her essay “My Uncle Sam — The Storyteller” was published (under her
former name, Barbara Antone) in Circle of Motion, edited by Kathleen
Mullen Sands (Arizona Historical Society, 1990), and her story “Coyote
and Hen” appears in Behind Dazzling Mountains: Southwestern Native Verbal
Arts, edited by David Kozak (University of Nebraska Press, 2012).

Amy Miller earned her Ph.D. in linguistics from the University of
California, San Diego and has devoted the past 30 years to documenting
Yuman languages. In 1998 she began to work with Quechan tribal
members on projects which include not only the present volume but the
forthcoming Quechan Dictionary and George Bryant’s book Xiipiiktan (First
of All): Three Views of the Origins of the Quechan People. She and her teacher
Margaret Langdon completed the writing of A.M. Halpern’s book Kariik:
Native Accounts of the Quechan Mourning Ceremony in the decade following
his death. Amy Miller’s other books include A Grammar of Jamul Tiipay
(Mouton de Gruyter, 2001) and the Barona Inter-Tribal Dictionary (Barona
Museum Press, 2008).
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Foreword

Mark Turin

New forms of collaboration have become central to the documentation,
protection, and dissemination of endangered oral traditions. Indigenous
communities who in the past shared their traditional knowledge with
outside scholars are now exploring how to connect the narratives of their
ancestors with a global public in ways that are respectful and ethical. This
rich collection of Quechan oral literature is one such undertaking, and as
readers, we have Quechan community members to thank for their generosity
in sharing these extraordinary stories with us through this new anthology.
Collaboration is not easy, and it's rarely fast. As the ‘story’ of the
eleven stories that came to be published in this volume demonstrates,
partnerships can emerge almost accidentally, and may take half a century
to be realized. When the young Abraham Halpern, under the auspices of
the California State Emergency Relief Administration, visited Fort Yuma
Indian Reservation for the first time in 1935 to compile a dictionary of the
language, neither he nor the Quechan tribal members who entrusted their
words to him could have predicted the sequence of events that would one
day result in this book. With the outbreak of World War II and subsequent
professional reassignments that would take Halpern in different directions,
transmission of these treasures of Quechan oral literature was interrupted.
Perhaps only the insightful Kwayiiu, “The One Who Sees,” could have
foreseen the twists and turns that would one day result in this publication.
And then, in the 1970s, Halpern returned to the community. Through a
second period of research and recordings, he reconnected with his earlier
work, with elders, and with the oral traditions of the Quechan people of
which he had become an almost accidental curator. In Stories from Quechan
Oral Literature, Amy Miller builds powerfully on these various stages of
work to make a lasting contribution to a deepening conversation between
members of the Quechan community, outside scholars, and the historical



xii  Stories from Quechan Oral Literature

archives and linguistic collections to which they have access.

Part of the complexity of collaboration is that it involves many people.
As the names of the partners in this collection attest, there are many voices
and contributions that must be acknowledged. As readers, we must
foremost acknowledge the contributions of the many Quechan people
who, over generations, have so generously shared their time, voices, and
stories; organizationally, thanks go to the Tribal Council and the Language
Preservation Program for their guidance and support. It is also important
to recognize the translators, fieldworkers, linguists, and other partners
who worked together so effectively to shape this work, and Amy Miller in
particular for her passion and commitment in seeing this collection through
to publication. Collaborations can be challenging because they bring many
contributors into the conversation, and yet this is also why collaborations
are so inherently exciting and necessary.

As readers will discover in the first few pages, the oral literature of
the Quechan people is great literature and an expression of the enduring
creative capacity of humanity. The depth, sophistication, and timeless
quality of these stories allow them to be read by, and to, people of all ages
who will be drawn in and challenged by the insights that they bring. And
most importantly, the oral literature of the Quechan people is an enduring
living tradition: these stories have existed and persisted through voice, in
community, on cassette, and now in print. As readers, we are the richer for
these stories and must show our appreciation to all those who preceded
us — ancestors, elders, mentors, and scholars — for all that they have done
to bring the oral literature of the Quechan people to us.

Dr Mark Turin

Director, World Oral Literature Project
Chair, First Nations Languages Program
University of British Columbia

Vancouver, Canada
September 2014



Introduction

Amy Miller

This book is a collection of eleven traditional stories from Quechan oral
literature, presented in the Quechan language with English translation.

Part I of this introduction sets the stories in their cultural and cross-
cultural context. Part II describes how this volume arose through the
collaborative efforts of tribal elders and linguists. It explains the translation
process and the format in which the stories are presented. It also outlines
the Quechan writing system and the conventions used in this volume.

Summaries and notes on the stories may be found at the beginning of
each chapter.

Part I: The stories and their cultural context

The Quechan are a Yuman people who have traditionally lived along the
lower part of the Colorado River in California and Arizona.' At the time of
first contact with whites, Quechan territory extended from around Needles,
California to the Gulf of California (Forde 1931: 88). Today, the Quechan
Indian Nation occupies a portion of the tribe’s former territory along
the Colorado River, on Fort Yuma Indian Reservation in Winterhaven,
California and extending into Yuma, Arizona.

1 Bee (1981: viii) points out that Spanish records of the late seventeenth century are the
first to mention the Quechan by name, but Stewart (1983: 1) cites evidence that the
ancestors of the Quechan lived in the area for at least a millennium.

http://dx.doi.org/10.11647/OBP.0049.07
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Traditional Quechan culture is described in detail by Forde (1931).
Further information may be found in Forbes (1965), Bee (1981, 1983),
Halpern (1997), and Miller (1997).

The Quechan language, also known as Kwatsdan liyaa or Yuma,
belongs to the Yuman language family. Recent work shows that the Yuman
family is older and deeper than linguists had previously recognized; see
Miller (in press). Within the Yuman family, Quechan is closely related
to Mojave, Maricopa (Piipaash), Hualapai, Havasupai, and Yavapai
(including Tolkapaya, Northeastern Yavapai, and Southeastern Yavapai),
and somewhat more distantly related to Cocopa, Ko’alh, the Kumeyaay
languages (including ‘lipay, Campo/Imperial Valley, Los Conejos, Jamul
Tiipay, Neji/Ja’aa Wa, La Huerta, and San José de la Zorra), and Kiliwa.

Quechan storytelling

Until the second half of the twentieth century, storytelling was a vital part
of Quechan culture. As Abraham Halpern (1980: 51) explains:

Traditionally, stories were told always at night — never in the daytime —
in an atmosphere of intimacy and affection. [One elder] recalls as a very
young child being held in the arms of her maternal grandfather while he put
her to sleep by telling stories. [Another] recalls that after work in the fields
everybody gathered around the campfire to be amused by Coyote stories
told by his maternal grandfather.

By the 1970s, storytelling was “not yet a lost art, but ... well on the way to
becoming one” (Halpern 1980: 51). At that time,

Even people in their 30s, as well as those older than that, remember with
pleasure being put to sleep by tales told by their elders, and when a
storyteller is now available who will narrate such tales, there are always
eager listeners to hear him ... however, the number of narrators who are
confident of their ability to tell the stories is small indeed.

Quechan elders in the 1970s and early 1980s were well aware that the
storytelling tradition was in danger, and their oral literature along with it. They
trusted Halpern with their tales, convinced that it was preferable to transmit
their oral literature in the foreign format of a book than to let it vanish.

Today a few Quechan people still tell stories. However, the stories that
are told today represent a small fraction of the Quechan oral tradition, and
they are typically told on occasions in which the narrator is an honored



Introduction 3

guest at an educational or inter-tribal artistic gathering rather than in the
traditional context of late-night familial or social interaction.

The stories in this volume are no longer widely known, even among
Quechan elders. This book is intended to make them accessible in a
bilingual format for the benefit of present and future generations.

The stories in this volume

Most of the stories in this volume take place at the beginning of time and
are best understood in the context of the Quechan Creation myth (see for
example Harrington 1908, Wilson 1984, Bryant and Miller 2013, and the
2010 film Journey from Spirit Mountain). Their characters are the First People,
that “race of beings who occupied the world in the mythic times before
humans came into existence” and who “have names that we now associate
with animals, or occasionally with plants and other natural phenomena”
(Bright 1993: 20). In Quechan oral literature, the First People typically have
the same cognitive and communicative abilities as today’s humans, and the
same moral worth. Many have the characteristics that are now associated
with their animal namesakes; for instance, Buzzard has wings and a taste
for rotten flesh, while Spider travels down a silken thread. Some of the First
People are endowed with spiritual powers which allow them to change
size, form, or location at will, and some are able to use their powers to
influence the actions of others and even to influence natural phenomena.

The narratives in this volume are arranged in order of increasing
complexity and are divided into chapters according to topic. Chapters 1
and 2 introduce the reader to some of the themes and devices important
in Quechan literature, as well as to Quechan rhetorical style and structure.
They prepare the reader for the longer and more challenging stories which
begin in Chapter 3.

Chapters 2, 4, and 5 are devoted to what I call “story complexes,” that
is, sets of narratives which share topics, characters, and events, but which
are told from different perspectives and focus on different aspects of a
story. Chapter 2 presents two narratives about an orphan boy who saves
his community by killing a seven-headed monster. The story complex in
Chapter 4 consists of three narratives, each offering a different perspective
on the life and death of a giant named Kwayiiu. The story complex in
Chapter 5 similarly presents three very different narratives concerned with
the twin sons of Old Lady Sanyuuxdv. The first half of the story of ‘Aavém
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Kwasdm in Chapter 6 is unlike any other in this volume, yet its second half
has much in common with stories of Kwayiiu and of Old Lady Sanyuuxiv,
leaving the reader with an appropriate sense that much if not all Quechan
oral literature is interrelated.

The stories and story complexes in this volume form just a small part of the
intricate web of interconnected stories that make up Quechan oral literature.
Even in the small sample presented here, it is clear that the Quechan oral
tradition is enriched not just by the artistry and imagination of its storytellers,
but by the diversity of perspectives from which its stories are told.

Why these stories are important

In a culture where material possessions have traditionally been burned at
death, language and oral literature are among the few things that have been
passed down from ancient times. Of course, language and oral literature
are dynamic: they change over time, adapting to new circumstances and
enriching themselves with new ideas. They nonetheless remain important
repositories of the traditions, values, knowledge, and beliefs of past
generations.

The stories in this volume may be appreciated on many levels. From one
perspective, they are self-contained and entertaining. From another, they
are instruments of what Millie Romero described as “powerful teaching”:
they provide information about traditional society and its values, and
lessons about life and people, that stands to benefit modern readers as well
as traditional listeners. As Halpern (1980: 56) observes,

The Quechan, nowadays as well as a generation or two ago, state that stories
are told with the specific intent of educating the young concerning both
good and bad behavior. [...] Some have commented to the effect that the
story shows the young that there are people who behave in certain ways,
good or bad, but that one doesn’t lecture the young concerning the meaning
of the story. It is rather for the listener to reflect on the story and search
out its meaning for himself. It is as if by exposing the listener to the total
aspect of the human comedy one defines for him models or behavioral types,
leaving it to him to choose his way in accordance with his natural gifts.

From yet another perspective, many of the stories are part of a mythology
that once spread across much of southwestern North America. Certain
aspects of the story Xarathd, for instance, parallel the “Bird Nester” myth,
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widespread in the American Southwest, as outlined by Bierhorst (2002:
86-91). The three stories of Old Lady Sanyuuxdv presented in Chapter 5
are reminiscent of the Southwestern myth known as “Flute Lure” (see
Bierhorst 2002: 94-96). Within Yuman literatures, Quechan stories of Old
Lady Sanyuuxdv are closely related to the Mojave story of Satukhota
(Kroeber 1972: 99-116), the Halchidhoma story of Flute Lure (Spier 1933:
367-396), and the Kumeyaay (Dieguefio) story of Chaup (DuBois 1904).

This volume contributes to Yuman and Native American literature in
important ways. First, as representatives of the oral literature of the Quechan,
its stories fill a tribal gap in Southwestern literature and mythology.
Second, while the major studies of Yuman mythology by Kroeber (1948,
1972) and Spier (1933: 345-422) take the form of ethnographers’ summaries,
the stories in this volume are presented in the original language and in the
storytellers’ own words. Third, and perhaps uniquely, this volume presents
multiple stories about certain characters and events told from a variety of
perspectives, giving the reader a vivid appreciation of the complexity and
interconnectedness of Quechan oral literature and also of the fact that the
narratives which make up this literature are not fixed entities but are as
vibrant and diverse as the Quechan people themselves.

Part II: How this volume came about

A.M. Halpern’s work on Quechan language and
literature

The history of this volume can be traced back to 1935, when a 21-year-old
student named Abraham Halpern visited Fort Yuma Indian Reservation
for the first time. “I was assigned,” Halpern later wrote, “as supervisor of a
project to compile a dictionary of the Quechan language by the California
State Emergency Relief Administration, working with a crew of tribal
members.”? He also taught some Quechan tribal members to write their
language so that they could record stories told by the elder generation.

2 This passage from Halpern’s unpublished writings is quoted by Langdon (1997: xvi).
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The project lasted only three months, however; it ended when SERA was
dissolved. Halpern made a second trip to Fort Yuma Reservation in the
summer of 1938, this time supported by the University of Chicago.

During these two trips, Halpern mastered the language and gathered
material for a grammar which was later published as a series of articles
in the International Journal of American Linguistics (1946-1947) and which
remains one of the finest descriptive grammars ever written.

Halpern’s work on Native American languages was interrupted by World
War II, when he was recruited to develop intensive language courses for the
military. After the war he was invited to join General MacArthur’s staff as
Adpvisor on Language Revision in Japan, and later he returned to the U.S. to
pursue a career in Far Eastern political analysis, research, and teaching.

In 1976, at the urging of his wife, Katherine Spencer Halpern, Halpern
returned to Fort Yuma Reservation. Many people remembered him from
his visits in the 1930s. Those who were too young to remember him were
impressed with his command of the language. Several people have told me
how they once heard a man telling Coyote stories in the community center
and how surprised they were when they entered the room and saw that
the storyteller was a white man. “I thought it must be old man C—,” said
Barbara Levy, “but it was Halpern.” Halpern also taught tribal members to
sing the song cycle known as Uurdv (Lightning), which he had learned in
the 1930s and which since that time had been forgotten by most people. A
modern performance of Uurdv by Quechan tribal singer Preston J. Arrow-
weed may be seen in the film Journey from Spirit Mountain.

At the time of Halpern’s return, many Quechan elders recognized
the importance of preserving their knowledge for the benefit of future
generations. Between 1976 and 1983, dozens of elders collaborated with
Halpern, making tape recordings of traditional stories, songs, local history,
vocabulary, and personal reminiscences. These elders included Howard
Allen, Mabel Brown, Rosita Carr, Ignatius Cachora, Lorey Cachora, Pete
Cachora, Amelia Caster, Henry Collins, John Comet, Lee Emerson, Jessie
Webb Escalante, Mary Kelly Escalanti, Peter D. Escalanti, Josefa Hartt, Mina
Hills, Stewart Homer, Preston Jefferson, Lavina Kelly, Tom Kelly, Lawrence
Levy, Ethel Ortiz, Anona Quahlupe, and Isabel Rose, among others. Some
of their stories, songs, and personal reminiscences have been published in
Spirit Mountain: An Anthology of Yuman Story and Song (see Emerson 1984,
Escalante 1984a,b,c, Escalanti 1984a,b,c, Caster 1984a,b, and Ortiz 1984), and
some of their important teachings about Quechan culture were included in
Kar'tik: Native Accounts of the Quechan Mourning Ceremony (Halpern 1997).
The present volume represents one more installment in the ongoing effort to



Introduction 7

complete the work that Halpern and tribal elders began in 1976.

The stories in this volume were told in private homes to small, Quechan-
speaking audiences which included Abe Halpern, often an interpreter,
and sometimes friends and relatives of the narrator. They were recorded
on cassette tape. Cats, dogs, chickens, and airplanes may be heard, and
electricity generators are ubiquitous.

Since he spoke and understood Quechan very well, Halpern was
able to follow most of the stories as they were being told; the depth of
his understanding is made clear by the questions he asked (in Quechan
or through an interpreter) at the conclusion of the story. Halpern later
transcribed the stories by hand, and a study of his papers shows that he
listened to recordings of the stories in the company of Quechan speakers,
including Ernest Cachora, Tessy Escalante, Mina Hills, Barbara Levy,
Eunice Miguel, and Millie Romero, in order to verify the accuracy of his
transcriptions.® His transcriptions are interspersed with notes on the proper
interpretation of difficult passages and glosses of words and expressions
unfamiliar to him.

Halpern’s command of Quechan was great enough that his annotations
and glosses are relatively few, and for many of the stories — including
those in this volume — he never got around to writing out full English
translations. He did, however, translate passages from several for quotation
in his article “Sex Differences in Quechan Narration” (Halpern 1980), and
he wrote summaries of “The Man Who Bothered Ants” and “Puk Atsé” as
well as extensive notes on the interpretation of the first half of Josefa Hartt’s
story “Old Lady Sanyuuxdv.”

Halpern died in 1985, before he was able to finish his work. He was
mourned by the Quechan Tribe and honored with an anniversary ceremony
a year after his death. A headstone bearing his Quechan name, Quechan
liyda (Quechan Language), has been placed in the tribal cemetery.

Translation, the bilingual presentation, and the
broken-line format

I came to this project armed with copies of Halpern’s recordings and copies
of his transcriptions. In order to translate the stories, I worked individually

3 Not all of Halpern’s marginal notes identify the person who helped him, so it is possible
that some names have been omitted.
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with three fluent Quechan speakers: Barbara Levy, George Bryant, and
Millie Romero. We began the translation process by listening to a story
and discussing it in English. Then we returned to the beginning and the
real work began: we went over the story again, this time very slowly, and
I asked about each unfamiliar word and phrase and gradually came to
understand the story at the morphological and syntactic levels as well as
at the level of the narrative. Translation was never easy; sometimes it was
necessary to repeat a passage dozens of times before its meaning became
clear. I went over each story at least twice, with at least two speakers. I
am grateful to Barbara Levy, George Bryant, and Millie Romero for their
insights into the stories and into Quechan language and culture, and also
for their patience and for the dedication and enthusiasm with which they
approached the work. Without them the stories in this volume would never
have been made available to an English-speaking audience.

The stories are presented here in a bilingual format, with the original
Quechan story on the even-numbered pages and a line-matched English
translation on the facing (odd-numbered) pages.

The Quechan text is divided into lines motivated by prosodic criteria,
including melody, rhythm, and pauses, as outlined by Miller (1997). Each
line of Quechan is given a coherent English translation. Since native
speakers prefer to translate at the levels of the word and the theme,
responsibility for translation at the level of the prosodic line fell to me,
and the line-by-line translations in this volume incorporate not only the
insights of Barbara Levy, George Bryant, and Millie Romero but also
my own understanding of Quechan morphology, syntax, and discourse.
For a detailed discussion of the process used to arrive at line-by-line
translations, see Miller (1997: 19-24) and Miller (2013: 7-11).

The primary goal of the translation presented here is to convey in English
the intended meaning of each line of Quechan. In some cases it was necessary
to add lexical information to an English line in order to capture information
conveyed either implicitly or grammatically in the corresponding Quechan.
For instance, since English lacks a switch-reference system, it was sometimes
necessary to add a noun phrase to the translation to help the reader keep
track of reference. Since English lacks overt case markers for lexical noun
phrases, it was sometimes necessary to add a verb to a line consisting solely
of a postposed noun phrase in order to clarify that noun phrase’s function.
Added information appears between parentheses.
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Groups of lines are divided into sentences based upon their
intonational and/or syntactic characteristics and punctuated accordingly.
Certain grammatical morphemes unambiguously indicate major syntactic
boundaries, but such morphemes are relatively rare, and in order to
make the English translation more readable I have divided the texts
into sentences of manageable length on the basis of intonational cues. A
line falling to a low pitch, for instance, is presumed to end a prosodic
“sentence” and is punctuated accordingly.

Lines are also organized into groups on the basis of prosodic
information; typically, a group of lines ends, and a blank line appears,
whenever the narrator brings his narrative to a full stop, typically
identified by a relatively long unfilled pause, audible intake of breath,
and/or a fall to an especially low pitch.

The resulting broken-line format* is intended to allow the English
translation to capture as much as possible the rhetorical structure and
local organization of the oral delivery, to highlight stylistic devices such
as repetition and syntactic parallelism, and to call attention to affective
factors such as emphasis and uncertainty. It also regulates reading pace,
encouraging the reader to give due attention to each idea as it is expressed
as the story unfolds. Language learners will find that each line of English
provides the key to a the corresponding line of Quechan, resulting in
units of meaningful language small enough to be digested by beginners,
while each text provides a model of both syntax and rhetorical structure
for advanced students of language and storytelling.

How this volume was edited

The project of translating Abe Halpern’s vast collection of Quechan
language material has been under way since 1998. My fellow translators
and I soon discovered that Halpern recorded multiple versions of certain
stories. Each version offered a unique perspective on mythic events, and

4 This format bears a superficial resemblance to the “ethnopoetic” formats of Tedlock
(1972, 1983), Hymes (1981), Luthin (1991), and several papers in Swann (1993), among
others. Ethnopoetic formats are often associated with dramatic poetry or measured verse,
s0 it is worth mentioning that the stories in this volume fall into neither category.
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each was astonishingly different from other versions of the same story.
Although it was generally expected that I should seek out the “best” or
“most correct” narrative to represent each story, I could not bring myself to
do so: not only would a great deal of valuable material be neglected, but
Quechan oral literature would be misrepresented and much of its richness
lost. It was clear to me that the only way to do justice to Quechan oral
literature would be to allow multiple narratives on a given topic to coexist
in the written volume, just as they have traditionally coexisted in the oral
sphere. The concept of the “story complex” was born of this necessity.

Most of the stories in this volume were told as free-standing narratives,
but Josefa Hartt’s story of Kwayiiu and John Comet’s story of Shakwatxdt
were extracted from longer narrations.

Within each story, omissions are few. Omissions of just a few words
are indicated with a convention of three asterisks (***), as are brief
interruptions. Omissions of more than one prosodic line of material, and
major interruptions, are indicated by three sets of three asterisks (*** ***

***). Pause fillers (of great frequency and usually in the form of the syllable
da), as well as false starts, have been omitted in order to conserve space
and allow fluent reading of the narratives.

Sound system and orthography

In this volume, Quechan is written phonemically, using a practical
writing system developed in consultation with tribal elders at numerous
orthography sessions in 1998 and 1999 and a forum on Quechan writing
at the 2004 Yuman Languages Summit in Parker, Arizona. This writing
system is also used in Xiipiiktan (First of All): Three Views of the Origins of the
Quechan People (Bryant and Miller 2013), in Kwatsdan liyda Mattkuuéeyk!
(Learn the Quechan Language!), and in the forthcoming Quechan Dictionary.
Symbols used in the Quechan alphabet are given in the left-hand column
below, and the sound is described in a non-technical way in the right-
hand column. In the middle column, each phoneme is rendered in the
phonetic symbols used by Halpern (1997).
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Quechan alphabet

a,a /a/ like the a in about.

aa /a/ alonger sound, like the a in father.

a /a/  unaccented a represents the “disappearing vowel”; its
pronunciation is discussed below.

e /el like the e in pet.

ee [e/ thesame sound, butheld for alonger time. For some speakers,
in some contexts, ee is lowered and sounds almost like the 2 in
mad, only held for a longer time.

C} /ol  this symbol represents the “disappearing vowel” in post-
stress position; see below.

f /f/  like English f. This sound is found only in loan words.

g /g/  like English g. This sound is found only in loan words.

i /il like the i in pit.

ii fis/  like the i in machine, but held for a longer time.

k /k/  like the k in sky.

kw /k¥/ the same sound, but made with rounded lips. It sounds like
the kw in backward.

ky /kv/ like the ky in backyard.

1 /1/ is like English [ as in [ist.

I /f/ this sound is not found in English and is rare in Quechan. To
make it, touch the tip of your tongue to your upper teeth, and
blow air out along the sides of your tongue.

lly /b/ this sound is not found in English and is rare in Quechan. To
make it, touch the tip of your tongue to your lower teeth, and
blow air out along the sides of your tongue.

ly /B/ like the lli in million.

m /m/ like the m in mom.

n /m/  like Spanish n, as in bonito.

ng /p/ like the ng in sing. This sound is rare in spoken Quechan but
found in many song words.

ny /ov/ like the ny in canyon.

0 /o/  like Spanish o; somewhere between the sound of o in gone and
the sound of o in poke.

0o /o/ thesame sound, but held for a longer time.
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th

ts

tt
ty

uu

p/
/q/
19/
/x/
/sl
/s/

1t/

10/
/c/

1t/
v/
u/

Jae/
/vl
w/
Ix/
/xv/
Iy/
1?/

like the English p in spin.

similar to k, but pronounced further back in the mouth.

the same sound, but made with rounded lips.

a tapped or slightly trilled 7, like the 7 in Spanish Maria.

like Spanish s, as in peso.

this sound is not like English sh; instead, it is a “whistling
sound” made with the tip of the tongue at the roots of the
teeth and slightly curled back.

like Spanish t, as in bonito. This sound is made with the tip of
the tongue touching the upper front teeth or even between
the teeth.

like the th in English this.

like the fs in outside, but a single sound rather than a sequence
of two sounds.

like English ¢, as in stuck, or slightly farther back in the mouth.
like the ty in got ya!

like Spanish u; somewhere between the u of put and the oo of
hoop.

like the oo in moon, but held for a longer time.

like the v in very.

like the w in wet.

like the ch in German ach or the j in Spanish joya.

the same sound, but made with rounded lips.

like the y in yes.

this sound, known as “glottal stop,” is actually a brief period
of silence made by closing the vocal cords. In English it is
found in the negative expression uh-uh and the warning uh-oh.

Notes on pronunciation and spelling

For many speakers, particularly those of the older generation, a vowel at

the beginning of a word is preceded by aspiration (a puff of air, which

some people think of as a little &). Aspiration disappears when the word

is prefixed; for instance, while aspiration may be heard at the beginning of

av’dak (‘he walked’), it is not heard in nyaav’dak (“when he walked”).
In the 1930s, Halpern (1946a: 31) determined that unaccented ee and
oo were allophones (variants conditioned by their surroundings) of ii
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and uu respectively, and his orthography reflects this analysis. Halpern
assumed that his analysis holds true for the 1970s, and the spelling in
this volume reflects his assumption. For many Quechan speakers of
the present generation, unstressed ee and oo are phonemically distinct
from unstressed ii and uu, and consequently there are slight differences
in spelling between the modern versions of certain words and the older
versions presented in this volume.

The vowels 4 and 4 are pronounced like the a in about. Unaccented a4,
on the other hand, represents an inorganic vowel: that is, a vowel which
may disappear or be relocated when prefixes are added to or subtracted
from a given word. Illustrative examples may be found in Kwatsdan liyda
Mattkuu'éeyk!. The pronunciation of an inorganic vowel depends upon the
consonants that surround it. For instance, when followed by y or between
palatal consonants, unaccented a may be pronounced like the 7 in pit; when
followed by w it is usually pronounced like the u in put; and when followed
by glottal stop () and an accented vowel, it may echo the sound of the
accented vowel.

The symbol 2 represents the inorganic vowel in post-stress position.

When an accented vowel is followed by i or w, the sounds are pronounced
sequentially. When pronouncing the sequence day, for instance, first
pronounce the aa sound (like the a in father), then pronounce the y sound
(as in yes). The resulting sequence will sound something like the English
word eye, but held for a longer time. When pronouncing the sequence éw,
first pronounce the e (like the e in pet) and then the w (as in wet).

Quechan grammar

The phonology and morphology of Quechan are described in detail by
Halpern (1946, 1947). Further information may be found in Langdon (1977)
and Miller (1997).

Conventions

The following conventions are used in this volume:
. Each line of Quechan text represents a prosodically motivated unit.
. Each line of English presents a translation of the corresponding
line of Quechan.



14  Stories from Quechan Oral Literature

. If a prosodic line is too long to fit within a graphic line, it is
continued on a second graphic line. The second graphic line is
indented.

* A prosodically motivated paragraph is followed by a blank line.

* A series of three asterisks (***) indicates a brief interruption or the
omission of a word or two.

o Three series of three asterisks (*** *** ***) indicates a more lengthy
omission or a major interruption.

. When the symbol ¢ or the symbol tt (each of which represents a
distinct sound, as described above) is followed by the symbol ¢ or
the symbol ts, a hyphen is used to separate the relevant symbols.
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Notes and synopsis

This story was told to Abe Halpern by Jessie Webb Escalante on April 22,
1980. Halpern later reviewed his transcript of the story with Ernest Cachora.

The main character in this story is a person who has a habit of annoying
ants by poking their nest with a stick. Eventually an angry ant pulls both
the man and his horse into the nest. Man and horse are held captive for
such a long time that the man’s family and friends begin to mourn his
death. Finally, the man and his horse are released and return home. The
horse, once pure white, is now covered with red spots which are the
handprints of ants.

In some ways, this is a simple story explaining a fact of nature: how the
appaloosa got his spots. At a deeper level, however, the story is revealing
about Quechan literature, culture, and worldview. It takes place at the
beginning of time, and its characters are among the First People. It features
a theme favored in Quechan oral literature: the main character’s love of
his home and people. No explanation is given for the man’s behavior, and
none is needed: in Quechan culture, people are the way they are, and
others around them accept this. In the end, the man understands that what
has happened to him is the consequence of his own actions.



22 Stories from Quechan Oral Literature

The Man Who Bothered Ants

Told by Jessie Webb Escalante

Pa'iipaats suuvaat.
Pa'iipdats nyavayk suuvaa.

Pa'iipaats 'atdyk nyavayk viivak,
athdus

athétk

avats 'ashéntok alyuuvaapatoka.
Tsam'athilyom éevtak uuvaat.

'Anydayk viithiim,
amanok,

tsam'athily nyavanya,
tsam'athily kéek a'ét.
'Anyétsats nyuu'itsk.

Tsam'athily kéek uuvaak.
Nyavanya ka'dk viiwdam
uukakydav.

Awétk uuvaat.

Nyéavom éevtak,
s > L .
ashéntok alyuuvaak awétk uuvaa.

Tsam'athily 'ava xalykwaak awétk,
uuvaat.

Vuuvaam,

uuyé6ov va'arak,
tsam'athilyavats,

uuy6ovk vuundotsaa,
nyamuuév aly'ématak vuundo.



The Man Who Bothered Ants

Someone was over there.
Someone was living over there.

A lot of people were living here,

but

it happened

that this (person) was the only one (who did it).
He bothered ants.

When the sun came up,

he got up,

and as for the ants’ nest,

he was going to stir up the ants.
We say that.

He went about stirring up the ants.
He went along kicking their nest,
going all around it.

That’s what he was doing.

He bothered these (ants),
and he was the only one who did.

He looked for ants’ nests, and so,
there he was.

Here he was,

and they always watched him,
those ants,

they watched him, but

they didn’t bother him.

23
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Vuunéom,

vuuvaatk,

vathats,

'anyda atspak viithiim,
nydanyam éevtak,
nydanyom éevtak uuvaat.

Uuyoovt,

avuuvaak,

nyaavats,

'axatt-ts siiv'awom,
athawk alyvék viiyda.

Makyéely aakwiink avaatk a'étk athtim.
Xatt xamdaly nyiipaq kwa'itsonyts.

Uuvaak,
kér alynyaayémoak uuvaa.

Nyaawinyam'ashk viiyaak.

Viiydaxayom,
tsam'athilyonyts atspakota.
Aytutka.

Siiv'awt.
Aviéts 'axattony alyta'ér alyaskyiik a'éxaym,
nyiiv'awtk viiv'awt.

“Mobo,

maapa'iipaa,

maanyts mawii va'arok viimuuvaak,
ammawiim,

'aytutk 'awétkitya,”

a'i,

a'avoks,

a'étk uu'av lyaviitom,

a'avak siiv'aw.



The Man Who Bothered Ants

Here they were,

and here he was,

this (person),

and the sun came up,

and he bothered them,

he kept on bothering them.

They watched him,

and there he was,

this (person),

and there was a horse over there,
and he took it and went riding on it.

He was planning to turn around somewhere and come back.

It was a pure white horse.

There he was,
he was there for a long time.

He went along doing it once again.

He went along, and suddenly,
an ant came out, they say.
And he saw him.

He stood there.
This (man) was still on top of the horse, and suddenly
(the ant) was standing there.

“Okay,

you person,

you are the one who is always doing that,
that’s what you do,

I've seen it,”

he said,

and (the man) heard it, or

he heard something like that,

and he stood there listening.

25
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Kéraly nyaa'im,

'axattony ayaak nyiktaxpalyk,
nyavaly alyaakxavat.

Tsam'athily nyavaly alyaakxavak,
iiwda.

Nyaaiiwdamk,
vanyaawaam,

'ava alyaakxava.

'Amatt maxak aakxavotom.
Nyavayapatk siivak athtim,
alyaakxav.

Aytutk siiv'awat.

'Améttonyts 'axwétt-tok.
Pa'iipdaveats 'axwétt-tok athétom,
ayuutk siiv'aw.

Pa'iipaats athoét,
'axwéttk,
pa'iipdanyanyts.

Athtim,

pa'iipdanyts vaathiik apak,
'axattony uuyéovak vuuv'étsk,
séx a'étk vuuv'otst.

'Axattonyts xamdaaly nyiipaq a'étum.

Viithiik,
'axattony apask a'av.

'Axatt-ts ath6tom ayuutk,
apask a'dvok a'étk uuvaat.
Tsam'athily 'ashéntots nyiivapaay.

lishdalya —
athdts,
nyiitsdam.



The Man Who Bothered Ants

After a while,

(the ant) went after the horse and pulled him,
and he took them into the nest.

He took them into the ants’ nest,

all by himself.

All by himself,

he took them away,

and he brought them into the nest.

He took them under the ground.

(Other ants) were living there too, and so,
he took them in.

(The man) stood there looking.
The ground was red.

The (ant) people were red, and so,
he stood there looking.

They were people,
and they were red,
those people (were).

So,

those (ant) people came,

and they stood there looking at the horse,
they stood there in a crowd.

The horse was pure white.

(One of them) came,
and he touched the horse with the palm of his hand.

He saw that it was a horse,
and he wanted to touch it.
One of the ants leaned on it.

His hands —
he did it,
he put them down there.
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Axtétt nyiitsdam,
sharéq,

avik atsaam,
awim,

awétk suuvaat.

Suuvaam,

vathats ayauk suuvéa.

'Améttovats xdam athtium aytuk suuvaatk,
amétk suuvaat,

kaathém takuuvékxats athiulyemtom.

Suuvaam,
pa'iipdanyanyts shataméevok vuunéok.

“Pa'iipaanyts kaathémtan 'anyéwk athémam?”
a'étk vuunoo.

Uuybov alyém,
shatmathaav.

“Aptykam athétkitya,”
a'étk vuunoo.

Matsats'étk vuunodot.
Apuyk a'étk awitya.
Matsats'ii vuunoo.

Vuunéok,

kér alynyaayémom,
pa'iipdats 'atdytan mattaaévk,
matsats'iim viithawk,

niimtak viithaw.

“Moo,

nyamaam,

apuytok athtya,”

a'ét.

“Kaathémok uuvéaaxats athtiulyamk,”
a'étk viitiiv.
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He put them down on the (horse’s) back,
he took hold of him,

he put (his hands) down there,

and so,

he went about doing it.

There he was,

and this (man) was watching.

He saw that the place was different,

and he was weeping,

(because) there was no way he could return.

There he was,
and the people (back home) were missing him.

“How could that person have disappeared?”
they were saying.

They didn’t see him,
and they didn’t know what had happened to him.

“It must be that he has died,”
they were saying.

They were weeping.
They thought he was dead.
They were weeping.

There they were.

and after a while,

a lot of people got together,
and they were weeping,
and they got through it.

“Okay,

that’s all,

he is dead,”

they said.

“There’s no way he will be here again,”
they were saying.
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'Anyéats vanyaathik,

kér alynyaayémk,

vanyaathawom,

takavék —

uukavék.

Tsam'athdlyonyts athdwk uukavék.

“Mobo,
nyamaam.
Kayémk,” a'ét.

Uukavék vuuthiik,
nyavany 'avuuydanyam shapfittk awét.

Atspékt.
'Axattony uunaxwily alyaskyiik atspakt.

Atspék,

avathiim.

'axattonya

tsam'athily nyiishdalya nyiithdawatk,
'axwéttk,

'axwéttk athot,

xamdalyatk 'axwétt.

Takavék viithiit.

Vathats aptyk a'étk athtim,
nyaashtamathdavk viitiivt.
Viitiivxayom,
nyiiv'aw a'ét.

“Ta'axanak athduk kaathau?” aaly'étk,
ayfovxayom,

ta'axdnak —

avdamok athét!

Aybovat,
matsats'étk siithaw.
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Time lay here,

a long time passed,

and while they were there,

he came back —

they brought him back.

The ants took him and brought him back.

“Okay,
that’s all.
Go on back,” they said.

They brought him back,
and they closed the door of their house.

He reappeared.
Still leading the horse, he reappeared.

He reappeared,

he came (back),

and as for the horse,

the ants’ handprints were here and there on his back,
and they were red,

they were red, and so,

(the horse) was white and red.

He came back.

They thought he was dead, and so,
they sat here without recognizing him.
They sat here, and suddenly

he was standing there.

“Could it really be him?” they wondered,
and they looked, and suddenly

it really was him —

he was back!

They looked at him,
and they were weeping.
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'Axéttony law a'im aytuxayom;
'axwéttk,

iishaalya nyiithdaw,

'axwéttk,

'axwéttk a'ét.

Aytutk viiv'aw.

Anak,
mattkaniavak vuunodot.

Vathats pa'iipdava xalykwaak vuunéok,
aaéevok vuunook.

'Atdytank viivam,

nyuukanaavak vuundot.

“'Anydaats 'athtiu 'aydaxayom,
tsam'athilyom 'éevok 'uuvaam,
vanyawitsom 'athtum nya'thduva,” a'i.
'Atsuuytuny kandavak vuunéot.

'Axattony athaw,
tashattk uuyéovak vuunoéot.

'Axwéttk.

Axtatt nyiithdaw,
'axwéttk athot,
iishdalyanyts.

Athtum,
uuyéovak vuundo.

Mobo,
nyamaam.
Takavék avaak a'étk.

Vuunéok athtiuk a'étk,
nyaamaam.
Apayax.
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They turned their heads and looked at the horse;
they were red,

the handprints were here and there,

and they were red,

they were red, they say.

(The people) stood there looking.

He sat down,
and he went about telling his story.

This one went looking for people,

and he gathered them together.

A lot (of people) were here,

and (the man) went about telling them.

“I went along doing (that),

I bothered ants,

and this is what they did to me,” he said.
He went about explaining what he had seen.

They took the horse,
they stood it there and looked it over.

It was (marked with) red.

They were here and there on its back,
and they were red,
the handprints.

So,
they were looking at it.

Well,
that’s all.
He came back, they say.

Here they were, and so,
that’s all.
That will be the end.
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This chapter presents two narratives about an orphan boy and a seven-
headed monster. These stories appear to have been influenced by European
folklore (as discussed below), yet they are nonetheless very much Quechan
stories. For readers who are unfamiliar with Quechan literature, they
provide a relatively simple plot while introducing Quechan themes,
literary devices, and rhetorical style. Readers who are already expert in
Quechan oral literature will appreciate the ingenuity with which these
stories integrate European and traditional Quechan ideas.

The two narratives in this chapter focus on different events: ‘Aréey on
the difficult journey the boy must make in order to reach the monster, and
Tsakwsha Kwapaaxkyée on the details of the fight between the two main
characters and the events which unfold after the monster is killed.

Notes and synopsis: ‘Aréey

This story was told to Halpern on March 14, 1979 by a Quechan elder (born
in 1923) who asked to remain anonymous. The elder’s niece, Millie Romero,
was also present, and explained that the story had been told to the elder by
her parents as a bedtime story. Halpern later reviewed his transcript of the
story with Millie Romero.

The main character is an orphan boy who lives under the authority
of a character called ‘Aréey (see below for the significance of this name).
‘Aréey mistreats and imprisons the boy. Eventually a monster threatens the
population, and everyone who tries to kill the monster fails. The orphan
boy volunteers for the job, but his offer is rejected with scorn. He uses
his spiritual powers to escape from confinement, overcome tremendous
obstacles, and kill the monster. He returns home with the monster’s seven
tongues to prove that he has done the deed.

The seven-headed monster in this story is referred to as ‘Aavém Kwasdm
but bears no resemblence to the character of the same name in Chapter 6.
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Notes and synopsis: Tsakwshd Kwapaaxkyée (Seven
Heads)

John Comet told the story Tsakwshd Kwapaaxkyée to Abe Halpern on January
31, 1981.

In this story, a village is besieged by an unknown predator. Sheep and
other domestic animals are being killed and eaten at night, and no-one
can figure out who the predator is or how to stop him. Finally an orphan
boy who lives in the village discovers that the monster Seven Heads is
responsible. He seeks out Seven Heads and, against all odds, succeeds in
killing him. He cuts off the monster’s seven tongues and carries them home,
where his cat swallows them.

Soon another person finds the body of Seven Heads and takes credit for
killing the monster. The orphan boy’s cat regurgitates the monster’s seven
tongues, and everyone realizes that the true hero is the orphan boy. The
man who made the false claim is cruelly punished, and the people have a
feast to celebrate the death of the monster.

European influence and the significance of these
stories in the study of oral literature

Both of the narratives in this chapter involve an orphan boy who kills a
seven-headed monster and cuts out his tongues. A similar monster meets
a similar fate in some European fairy tales; see for example the story of
Georgik and Merlin (Cadic 2013). In the story of Georgik and Merlin, just
as in Tsakwshd Kwapaaxkyée, a dishonest person takes credit for killing
the monster and is revealed as an impostor when the monster’s severed
tongues are found. It should be noted that apart from these shared points
of plot, the stories in Chapter 2 are very different from the fairy tale of
Georgik and Merlin.

Other details provide further suggestion of European influence. In the
story called ‘Aréey, the name of the title character is borrowed from the
Spanish word rey (‘king’), and the character has much in common with
royal antagonists in European fairy tales. The fact that the monster has
seven heads is another revealing detail. Seven is a significant number in
European culture. In traditional Quechan culture, on the other hand, the
ritual number is four: events of ritual significance are performed four times
or last for four days (see chapters 3-6 of this volume, Halpern 1997, and



Two Stories About the Orphan Boy and the Monster 39

Bryant and Miller 2013), and in the Creation story, Sky Snake had four
heads (see Bryant and Miller 2013). Third, both of the stories in this chapter
depict acts of cruelty — for instance, in one story, ‘Aréey imprisons the
orphan boy, and in the other, the guilty impostor is tied to a mule and
dragged to death — which may have been inspired by the behavior of
whites toward Native Americans.

In spite of European influence, the two stories in Chapter 2 are rich in
traditional Quechan elements. For instance, in the story called ‘Aréey, the
orphan boy protagonist has spiritual powers which allow him to change
form at will. Thanks to these powers, he is able to complete a dangerous
journey at which ordinary people have failed. In the story Tsakwshd
Kwapaaxkyée, the Quechan ritual number four coexists alongside the
Western significant number seven: the monster Seven Heads breaks four
knives, and it is after the fourth knife is finally broken that the orphan boy
manages to kill him.

Since it evidently arose after contact with Europeans, the story complex
of the orphan boy and the seven-headed monster constitutes a relatively
new addition to Quechan oral literature. It provides a window onto the
process by which an oral literature might adapt, expand, and enrich itself
with new ideas. It also serves as a case study of a story complex in the
early stages of development, its narratives already diversifying thanks to
the imagination, resourcefulness, and diverse perspectives of Quechan
storytellers.
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'Aréey

Told by an anonymous Quechan elder

Xuumaér xatél vathats uuvaakitya.
Maxayt.

Vanyuuvéak,

'Aréeyts athawkitya.

Xwaathawk.

JORORON
wk

Nyaathdwk awim,
aataruuxdarok —

apuy.

Apuyk ayaatonyk uuvaakitya.

Vanyuuvam,

'Aréeyonyts a'im.

Xuumér kwxatalony a'im,

“ 'Anytsuutsétsony mathawk,
maas'alyk,

xamaalyk,

aaraar a'im,

muukavék matakxavoxa.”

'Aréeyonyts a'im
Xuumarany —
kwaxatalony a'im.

A'im,

nyaa'avak,

xuumar kwxatalonyts
nyatsuutsétsony nyaathawk,
vanyaayaakom

xaasa'ily kwaauram.
Nyaavéamok aas'ilyk,
aas'ily kuu'éeyk uuvaa.
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This orphan child was around, they say.
He was a boy.

There he was,

and 'Aréey took him, they say.

He took him as an enemy prisoner.

JORORON
Wk

He took him, and so,

he put him to work —

and (the boy) was dead tired.

He was going along dead tired, they say.

There he was,

and 'Aréey said it.

He said to the orphan child,
“Take my blanket,

and wash it

(so that) it’s white,

pure white,

and bring it back inside.”

'Aréey said it
to the child —
he said it to the orphan.

He said it,

when he heard him,

the orphan child,

he took the blanket,

and he went along

to the edge of the ocean.

When he got there he washed it,

he did his best to wash it, poor thing.
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Xamadaly ly'émak iikwévom,
nyaayuauk,

amiim siiv'awt.

Nyaxatt-ts xavik.

Nyaxatt-ts nyiily tik a'im.
Nyaxéttontim nyiivak,
aytuk uuva.

Xatt kwanyiilyanyts aytuk avathik a'im,
“Kamii alyka'émok.
Avany,
tsuutsétsnya,
nyaakata'amok,
shaly'dyony awim,
vaawée

vaawée

vaawée

vaawé.

Kawiim kuunook,
katkavéekom,
avats xamaalytan,
paq a'im,

aaraar a'im.
Matakxéavtoxa.”

“Xottk.”

A'im,

nyaathawk,

viiwaak,

'aréeyony aayk.

'Aréeyony nya-aayom,
tsuutsétsk vuunodok;
“Nyéaava xuumdr 'uuxéerxats,
vathany.”

Xatélok a'im.
Saa
xuumdr vathats kwasuuthiiny matt-tsapéek.
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It wasn’t white at all,

and when he saw it,

he stood there crying.

His dog was with him.

His dog was pitch black.

(The boy) kept him as a pet, and there he was,
and he was watching.

The black dog lay there watching and said,
“Don’t cry.

As for that,

the blanket,

put it face down,

and use the sand,

like this

and like this

and like this

and like this.

Keep doing it,

and then turn it over,

and it will be really white,
perfectly white,

pure white.

(Then) you can take it back in.”

“All right.”

So,

he took it,

he went along,

and he gave it to 'Aréey.

He gave it to 'Aréey,

and he went about spreading the blanket out;
“This is a child I must imprison,

this one.”

He was an orphan, they say.
But
this child had great powers.
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Uuvaas athétk,
mattuuxatdlok vanyuuvaakom,
axéerak nyaatsavawtsam.

JORORON
Wk

Nyaatsavawtsom,

siivam,

nydanyom pa'iipda nyaaéev,
'atsuumdaav a'im vuunéokom.
Pa'iipdanyts apamok vuunéom,
vathany axéertsom alyvak viivak.
Nyavély avék siiva.

A'avok uuvatom,

a'avok uuvaxayom,

pa'iipdanyany 'Aréeyonyts a'im,
pa'iipdanya nyiitskakwék,

“Maam,

pa'iipda maamakyipats alymavak
'Aavém Kwasadm matapily mayaam?
Mataptyxa maaly'iim?”

A'éxayom,

pa'iipdanyany,

pa'iipaa 'ashént alyav'awk
kayaak viiyaany,
nyiikwévom,

takavék avaa.

Xayom,

nya'ashéntits ayaanys,
nyiikwévom,

pilyam puyk,

takavék avaa.

Vanyuuvéak,

xuumar kwxatal avats siiv'awk,
'Aréeyony a'im,

“'Anyaa 'ayaaxa.”
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There he was,
he was acting like an orphan,
and they tied him up and put him away.

They put him away,

and there he was,

and at that point they got the people together,
and they were going to have a feast.

The people were arriving,

and he was in here (where) they had tied him up.
There he was in the house.

He was listening,

he was listening, and suddenly,
'Aréey said to the people,

he asked the people,

“Well,

which one of you people in here
is going to kill 'Aavém Kwasam?
Do you think you can kill him?”

He said it, and suddenly

a person,

one person was among them,
and he went straight off to do it,
(but) it was no use,

and he came back.

Right away,

another one went, but

it was no use,

he was exhausted from the heat,
and he came back.

Then,

that orphan child was standing over there,
and he said to 'Aréey,

“I will go.”
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“Maxuumaérak nyiimakwévak,
kaawits maxwiivek mawiyim,”
a'étom.

“'Anyda 'ayaak” a'ét.
“'Anyaa 'ayaak,

'Aavém Kwasam 'ataptyxa.
'Akamfiim,

muuytdumxa.”

A'im,
pa'iipdanyanyts aatsxwdaaar a'étom,
makyik xalypadmk.

Xalypamk a'im,

aatsxwaar a'itsom a'avak viivakom,;
as'ilytsom,

uukavék 'ava alyashpétt-tsom,
siivatum.

Siivakam,

'axatt —

'axattony atskuundavak uuvit,
'axétt kwanyiily.

Nyaxéattony atskuundavok uuvéak.
A'im,

vatham,
“Tiinydamoam,

vinayémzxa,”

a'étoma.

Nyaxattony a'im.

“'Axottk.”
'Axattonyts “ 'Axottk,” a'éta.
“'Awétsxa.”

Nyaatiinydam nya-d4amom,

xuumaranyts kwaskyii athawk,

alytsay6q vuunéonyk vuunéonyk vuunoéok,
nyaaviirom,

nyaaviirom,

“Vathats 'anyép aly'tsuuydéqonyts.
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“You are an incompetent child,
you are not strong enough to do anything,”
he said.

“I will go,” (the boy) said.

“I will go,

and I will kill 'Aavém Kwasam.
I will bring him back,

and you will see.”

So,
the people laughed,
they didn’t believe him at all.

They didn’t believe him, and so,

he heard them laughing at him;

they didn’t let him do it,

they took him back and shut him up in the house,
and there he was.

There he was,

and the dog —

he was talking to the dog,
the black dog.

He was talking to his dog.
So,

at this (point),

“Tonight,

we will leave,”

he said.

He said it to his dog.

“All right.”
The dog said, “All right.
We’ll go.”

When it started getting dark,

the child took a dish,

and he went about spitting into it, on and on and on,
and when he finished,

when he finished,

“This is my spittle.

47



48  Stories from Quechan Oral Literature

Tsagqwérak vaa'iim viivam,
nyaatdék va'thdwk aaly'{im,
aaly'itsxa,”

a'éta.

“X6ttk,"
'xattonyts.

A'im,
'xatt tsoqts6qanyts siiv'awk.

Nyaav'awk,

uutspam,

shox a'ét.

Nyaaytuny —

ankipk kwalyviik uuvam,
nyamaxavak,
nyamuupuduk viiwétsk.

Pa'iipaa 'ashéntats uuvam,

nydany uukandavok a'im,

“ 'Atspaqgats xavikam nyaav'6om;
'ashéntots xamadalyk,

'ashéntats 'axwéttk awim,

'anydats av'ayaaxas,

nya'pliyom,

kaxamaéaly avats apiyom mayuduxa.

“fis,

nya'a'’xottom,

x6ttk nya'thtum,

vathéats xuuvikaly 'axéttom,
'atkavék 'avdaxa.”

Nyaa'fim,

“ 'Axottk.

'Ay6ovxa,”

nyaa'itsom,

vathats,

'axattonyts xuumarony nyaaxavik viiwéts.
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It will be here talking like this,

and they will mistakenly think we are still here inside,
they will think so,”

he said.

“All right,”
the dog (said).

Saying (that),
the dog stood up.

He stood up,

and they went out,

they went out swiftly.

That thing —

there was something like a little hole there,
and they went into it,

they went through it and off they went.

A person was there,

and (the boy) told him,

“There are two flowers standing there;
one is white,

and one is red, and so,

I will go, but

if I die,

you will see this white one die.

“But,

if we'’re all right,

if we’re all right, then,

both of these (flowers) will be all right,
and I will come back.”

When he said it,

“All right.

We will watch them,”

(the person) said,

and this one,

the dog was with the child and off they went.
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'Amatt nydava nayémoak,
viiwétsk

viiwétsk

viiwétsk,

kwaxatsturanyts xiiptikom,
nyaanyom,

'Aw arda mattiitsbowk,
vanyaawétsk,

naxakyfik.

Amak kwathikanyts 'uupilyony matt-tsapéem,
suuv'6ok,

ayuuk siiv'awk,

suuv'éony,

suuv'6ok.

Suuv'éony,

xanapaats mattnyiitsowantik
vanyuuv'éookom,

naxkyiik viiwétsk,

viiwétsk,

viiwéts.

Vanyaawétsk,
nyamaam,

nydasi nyaakatanom,
nyuuv'6ok uuv'éok.

Nyuuv'6ook athtim,
shaly'ayts viithikontim,
naxkyiintik,
'uupilyony matt-tsapéesot.
Xanapaats nydany mattnyiitséowk,
nyaanaxkyiik siiwétsk
'anyéda kwatspdasily katdnam.
Xaasa'lily kwa'tur uuv'6ok suuv'éom,
“Ka'thém 'anaxkyiik?
'Aavém Kwasadmony a'étom,
matapiy ma'iim ma'ityonka?”
a'étoma.
'Axattonyts a'fim.
Xuumérony tsakkwék.
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They headed away from this place,

and they went on,

and on,

and on,

and cold weather was the first (problem they encountered),
and at that (point),

they turned themselves into a blazing fire,

and they went on,

they went across it.

What lay beyond it was extremely hot,
and they stood there,

(the boy) stood there watching,

they stood there,

and they stood there.

They stood there, until

this time they changed themselves into ice,
and they stood there,

and they went across it and went on,
and on,

and on.

They went on,

and finally,

they reached that distant (place),
and they stood there and stood there.

They stood there, and so,

this time there were sand dunes,

and they crossed these too,

even though it was extremely hot.

They changed themselves into ice,

and they went across and kept going on,
and in the emerging day they got there.
They stood there at the edge of the ocean, and
“How will we get across?

This so-called 'Aavém Kwasam,

how are you going to kill him?”

he said.

The dog said it.

He asked the child.
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A'éxayom,
“'Ayaak 'ataptiiyxa.”

Nyaa'iim,

“Kamathém maaxkyéev ma'iim ma'ityonkaa?
Xaasa'ilyeny,

vuulyéwany nyiindam

nyammav'awk.”

“'Aaxkyéevxa.”

“Kamathém mathtiu ma'im ma'im?”
a'i;
suundo.

Siiv'awxay,

ktur nyaa'fim,
xartsampuik mattiitséowk.
Shaly'aynyi tsamiim,
pOnananan,

xaasa'ily aaxkyéev.

Xaasa'ily nyaaxkyéevkom,

suuv'é6om —

'Aavém Kwasam nyavéanyeanyts suuvam —
ayuuk siiv'aw.

'Uuméeny matt-tsapéek,
'aviinyts 'amdy tan alyvam,
aytuk viiv'awk.

“Kamathém makulyxanka?”
a'étom.

“Néq ka'fim.

'Awétsxa.

Mashqwiivok!”

“ 'Axuuly6oyany nyiindamoak 'uuv'6ok nya'athtiuva.
Nyiiny'dvok améntoxa.”
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As soon as he said it,
“I'll go and kill him,” (said the boy).

Then,

“How are you going to get across?
The ocean

is extremely wide,

from where you are standing.”

“I’ll get across.”

“How are you going to do it?”
he said;
there they were.

(The boy) stood there, and suddenly,

after a little while,

they turned themselves into tiny brown ants.

They were placed on the sand,

and dust rose up in a cloud,

and they crossed the ocean (by tunneling under it).

They crossed the ocean,

and they stood there —

'Aavém Kwasam’s house was there —
and (the boy) stood there looking.

It was extraordinarily high,
the rock (where he lived) was at the very top,
and (the boy) stood here looking.

“How are you going to climb it?”
(the dog) said.

“Be quiet.

We will go.

You’re being noisy!” (the boy said).

“Here we are, (giving off) our distinctive odor.
He will smell us and wake up.”
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Uuv'éok vaa'lim,

'amdy taydamok ayéovok uuv'éom.
Vaa'iim,

xalyt6tt mattiitsGowk,

liiiip!,

'amdy alykatan.

L

Ktp kwalaxtytantum.

Tskwashanyony paaxkyée kwa'atsk viithawm,
ay6ovak suuv'éom;

nyaayiu tsanpéevom,

takxdvok aytuk siiv'aw.

Uuvak,

axwiivom a'avok athtm,
mattapéek uuvaakom,
paa tsakyiw a'im.

Nyuuvaats,

'atsaayuu,

xalytétt mattiitsowatk awim,
ayuuk uuvatk.

Uuvak,

viithawk viithawk,
viithdwxaym,
kaawémtak vuunéom,
ashmaam.

Ashmaam,
nyaayuuk,
uupiuvak viiwéts.

'Aavém Kwasdmonyts uuvak,
Pa'iipda aséok vuunéo,

xhk

nyatsashdakony tavéerak viiyém.

Pa'iipdanyts tapty a'im avdamoak,
uuvaanym,
nyédany as6ok alytakxdvok awétk,
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They stood there like this,

they stood there looking way up to the top.
They went like this,

they made themselves into spiders,

and up they went (on the spider’s silken thread),
and they got to the top.

JOSOR

There was a hole going right through,

Those seven heads were there, just as they had said,
and (the boy and the dog) stood there watching;
(the hole) was a small thing,

and he took (the dog) in and stood there watching.

(The monster) was there,

and he smelled the odor they gave off, and so,
it was pretty strong,

and he felt like biting someone.

(The boy) was there,

well,

he had turned himself into a spider, and so,
he was watching him.

There he was,

and they stayed and stayed,
they stayed, and suddenly,

they managed to do something,
and (the monster) went to sleep.

He went to sleep,
and when they saw this,
they went on in.

'Aavém Kwasam was there.
He had been eating people,

xkk

and he had piled up their bones and left.

People had arrived, intending to kill him,
and there they were,
and he had let those (people) in, in order to eat them, and so,
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aséok alytakxavok awétk,
vuunéom
matt-tsapéek,

nyatsashdakanyts.

Nyaaytuk siivék,

suuv'6okom,

nyuuv'éokam.

xalytétt nydany mattiitsbowatk athtim,
liiiip a'im,

maam,

axwiivom a'avkom,

iipdyk uuvéam,

aytuk uuva.

Xuumaéra kwasuuthfiits nyiindam,
viiv'awk awétk awim,

'aavény tashmaétsk,

miipakeny tatkyéttk aaviirk,
awiik a'étoma.

Nyaaviirkem,

“'Anydats nya'aaviirkom.”
“Kamawém ammawiim?
Tskwashany muukamndwxamkéa?
'Uunéxony mattapéem,”

a'im.

Xattonyts siivany tskuuniav,
nyaasim.

tsaqwérak uuvaakitya,
'axattonyts.

JOROROR
Wk

Nyuuvam,

tskuuniavok a'im;

“Kaawémk?

Tskwashd kwavatdyony viimawdaak
pa'iipdany maatsuuy6oyxanka?”

“Nyéanyts athaulya'émoxa.
Nyaaytu kwanymé 'awiim.
'Awiim,
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he had let them in, in order to eat them, and so,
he went on doing this —

and there were a lot of them,

the bones.

(The boy) saw this,

and they stood there in the distance,

and as they stood there,

they had turned themselves into those spiders, and so,
up they went (on the spider’s silken thread),

and that’s all,

(the monster) smelled the odor they gave off,

and he came to life and there he was,

and they were watching him.

The child’s powers were extraordinary,

and he stood there and used them, and so,

he put the snake to sleep,

and he chopped through its necks and finished,
he did, they say.

When he finished,

“I have finished,” he said.

“How will you manage it?

How will you carry his heads?

They’re terribly heavy,”

(the dog) said.

The dogs that were there could talk,

in those (days),

and he was speaking (to the boy), they say,
the dog (was).

JOROROR
wk

He sat there,

and (the dog) was talking to him;

“How will it happen?

How will you bring these great big heads
and show them to people?”

“It won’t be those heads.
I will do something else.
I will do it,
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pa'iipdanyanyts uuydovxa
'Aavém Kwasam 'ataptiyom.”
“Xo6ttk.”

Xaym,
iipaly aakyéttk vuunéok;
paaxkyéek viithaw 'etom.

ViithAwm awim,

axéerak vuunook,
nyaaviirak,

a'fim,

“Mobo,

maam,

'Aavém Kwasam 'atapiyk 'av'awtk 'athim.
lipaly 'aatskyéttk va'uunéok,
'aaviirom,

mdany manyfilygxa,”
a'étoma.

'Axattony a'im.

“Manyiilyqom,
'awétsxa.”

A'im,

suuv'éom,

kaur a'im,

“Nyamaam,

'Avém Kwasamts apuyk,”
a'fim.

Nyatsashdakonyts,
iimak —

sél sél sél sél sél! —
xalaktyk.

Nyuunéom,

nyaaytukom,

amaam,

aatspdatsk,

'Aavém Kwasam taptyk nyaa'iim.
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and the people will see
that I have killed 'Aavém Kwasam.”
“All right.”

Right away,
he went about cutting off the tongues;
there were seven of them, they say.

There they were, and so,

he went about tying them up,
and when he finished,

he said,

“Okay,

that’s all,

I have killed 'Aavém Kwasam.
I have been cutting off his tongues,
and I have finished,

and you will swallow them,”
he said.

He said it to the dog.

“You swallow them,
and we will go.”

He said it,

and they stood there,
and in a little while,
“Finally,

'Aavém Kwasam is dead,”
he said.

The bones,

they danced —
rattle-rattle-rattle-rattle-rattle! —
they were rejoicing.

(The spirits) were there,

and when they saw it,

at last,

they came out,

when he told them he had killed 'Aavém Kwasam.
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Xuumaronyts vinathfiik,

nyaanakavék vanyaanathiik katanok
'Aréeyony.

'Aréeyony nyaanakavék nyaakatank,
“Makyits 'Aavém Kwasadmony tapty?”

“'Anydats 'ataptyk 'av'awk.”
“Kaawits maxwiivok mawépak muuvaak ma'iim,”
a'itsam.

Siiv'awk kuu'éeyk,
xuumér kwxatélony.

A'im,
aatsxwaaar a'im.

“Xatal,

xuumér kwxatélony.
Kaawits axwiivkam.
Mawiim muuvaak ma'im!”

A'im,

aatsxwdaar a'itsk suunéotsom,
siiv'aw kuu'éeyk,

'ax6ttk athtm.

Nyaxattonyts av'awom,;
“Kay6qam uuyéom.”

A'im,

'axatonyts ayégxayam,

'Aavém Kwasam iipalyony nyaaytu nyiithdwom,
uuyoov.

Nyaanymaam.
Xuumér kwxatélony,
nyaanyi amank 'axéttk athtuk a'étoma.
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The child (and the dog) came this way,

they came back and arrived

at 'Aréey’s (place).

When they arrived back at 'Aréey’s (place),

“Who has killed 'Aavém Kwasam?” (someone said).

“I killed him,” (said the boy).

“You are not strong enough to have done it,”
they said.

He stood there, the poor thing,
the orphan child (did).

And so,
they laughed.

“He’s an orphan,

he’s an orphan child.

He is not strong enough.
And you say that you did it!”

And so,

they were all laughing, over there,
and he stood there, the poor thing,
(but) it was all right.

His dog stood there;
“Throw up, so they can see them,” (said the boy).

And so,

the dog threw up, and suddenly

'Aavém Kwasam’s tongues and things were there,
and they saw them.

That’s all.
As for the orphan child,
from then on he was just fine, they say.
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Tsakwshd Kwapaaxkyée (Seven Heads)

Told by John Comet

Tsakwshi Kwapaaxkyée uu'itsanyts,
suuvaak 'eta.
Piipéa 'aldayts.

Suuvam;

piipaa nyavayk,

'atayk nyavayk siithdwm,
nyuuvaak suuvaakitya.
Tsakwsha Kwapaaxkyéenya.

Sanyuuvaak,

tiinydam kwashiintonyom,
nyaayuu tapuyk uuvaatk:
amoé awétk,

kaawits,

nyatsxéatt avkwathik avany,
taptyk.

Tiinydam avaatkom,
nyaany tapuyk aséok awét.
Awiim uuvdak athtuk 'eta.

Uuvaam,

piipda kwanyvayonyts,
uuyo6ovasaa,

shtamathaav awiis,

piipaany,

iimaattony uuyéov alya'émtum.
Shtamathaavom,

avawétk uuvaat.

Tiinydam nyaashmaéts avaak awét.

“Kaawitstants avaak awiim?”
aaly'{im.
Uuybovat.
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The one called Seven Heads,
he was there, they say.
He was a bad person.

There he was;

people were living there,

a lot of them were living there,
and there he was, they say.
Seven Heads.

There he was,

and each night,

he went about killing things:

he did it to sheep,

or whatever,

the domestic animals that were there,
he killed them.

Night came,
and he killed those (animals) and ate them.
He was doing it, they say.

There he was,

and the people who lived there,

they watched, but

they didn’t know (what was going on),

the people,

they didn’t see the bodies.

They didn’t know (what was going on),

and he kept doing it.

At night while they were sleeping he came and did it.

“What on earth is coming and doing (this)?”
they wondered.
They watched.
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Taxalyuukwdéats vuunéonyk,
uuyéov alya'émk 'eta.

Sanyuuvaak;

“Kaawits suuvaak,
'aytuxa 'aaly'{im,”
siiydak,

xalykwéak suuvaanyk;
“Kavéaarak.
'Ats'aytaulyam.”

Matt-tsakakwék athim,;
piipdanyts mattaaéev.
Piipda nyavany apak,
mattaaéev.
Mattuukanaavas athot.
“Kaawits uuvaak ath6xa maaly'iim?”
a'étom;
“Aa-aa,
'ashmathiika.”

Avawii kwa'atsk uuvaatss,
tilnydam avaak awét.
Tiinydam avéak awét,
uuvaak awét.

'Aytiuséa,

'uuyéov aly'émtom,

awétk uuvaat.”

A'iikota.

A'fim,
matt-tsakakwék.
Piipda nyava siithdwat.

Tiinydam vaa'fim avdaak,
awét.
Vaawét tapuyt.

Awétk vuunéok awiikitya.
Nyagwalayéwom uuyéovat.
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They went on searching,
but they didn’t see him, they say.

There he was;

“Something is there,

I think I might see him,” (someone) said,
and he went along,

he went hunting for him.

“No.

I don’t see anything.”

They asked each other;

the people had a meeting.
They got to someone’s house,
and they had a meeting.
They told each other about it.
“What do you think is there?”
they said;

“Well,

I don’t know.”

“He is doing it, just as they said, but
he gets here at night and does it.
He gets here at night and does it,
he hangs around and does it.

We’ve watched, but
we haven’t seen anything,
and he keeps on doing it,”

They said it, they say.

So,
they asked each other.
There they were in someone’s house.

He got there at night, like this,
and he did it.
He killed them like this.

He kept on doing it, they say.
In the morning they looked.

65



66  Stories from Quechan Oral Literature

Ayéov,

ayoov;

nyatsuuxaattony awétk.
Namaék alya'émk vuundot.

Vuunéom,

siithdwm,

piipda xatdlvats suuvaakitya.
Suuvaak.

Shuupéowkitya.

“Kaawits avuuvaatk awitya,”
aaly'{im suuvaakota.
Xuumar kwxatdlv 'éta.

Suuvaak;
“'Aytuxa 'aaly'{im,”
suuvat.

A'im,

piipadats nyuuvayapatk uuvaak,
nydanyts aytuxa a'étk,

siiyaak,

uuvaat,

nyiirish 'ét.

Tapty kamdlyk a'ét.
Nyaakwawitsony xalykwaatsk,
nyiirish a'ét.

Suuvéany,

avats,
Xuumaranyts,
siiydatapatk,
ayuutk,

takavéktok uuvaat.
“Kaawits nyaawiim,
'aytiuxa 'aaly'ét.”

Nya'im

nyatiinydam,
nyaawinyomashtoka.
Nyaawinyamadshk,
taply.
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They looked,

and they looked;

he had done it to their animals.
He kept at it without stopping.

He kept at it,

and there they were,

and there was an orphan there, they say.
He was there.

He knew (what was going on), they say.
“Something is around here doing this,”
he was thinking, they say.

He was an orphan child, they say.

There he was;
“I think I will watch,” (he said),
and there he was.

So,

(another) person was living there too,

and he said he would watch,

and he went,

and there he was,

(but) there was nothing there.

He pretended he was going to kill him.

He went looking for the one who had done it,
(but) there was nothing there.

He was there,

and this one,

the child,

he went along too,

and he watched,

and he came back and there he was.
“When he does something,

I think I will see him,” he said.

Then,

at night,

(the killer) did it again.
He did it again,

he killed (something).
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Aséok vuundok,
nyiinamdk viiyém.

Siithdwnyak,

piipaanyts.

“Kaawitstants uuvaak awiim 'itya?”
a'ét.

“Tiinydam awétk,

'anydam awiilyom,
tiinydamom awétk awét.
Awétom,

'uuyéov aly'émtom 'itya.”
a'étk;

mattuukandavak vuundot.

Mattaaéevom'ashk,
mattuukandavak vuunoot.

Nyéanyi,

Xuumaranyts,

viiydak ayautas —

aydum:

kaawits nyaataptiiytom'ashk avathikom,
ayuuk siiv'awkota.

Ee'ée,

kaawits suuvaak awét.
Tsakwshany uukyéttk alytaptok,
asootk awét.

Aa,

avaanyak,

viiyaantik 'eta.
Xuuméranyts nyaayaantik,
aytuk awitya!

Aytut.

Nyaawintik,
suuvaam,
nyamatspamak aytukata.
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He went on eating it,
and he left (the remains) there and went off.

There they were,

the people.

“What on earth can be around (here) doing (this)?”
they said.

“He does it at night,

he doesn't do it in the daytime,

he does it at night.

He does it,

and we don’t see him,”

they said;

they were telling each other about it.

They had another meeting,
and they were telling each other about it.

At that (point),

the child,

he went along and he might have seen it —
he saw it:

once again (the killer) had killed something,
and (the child) stood there looking, they say.

Yes,

he had been there and done something.

He had cut the head off and thrown it away,
and eaten (the rest).

Well,

(the child) got there,

he went along again, they say.
The child went along again,
and he saw him!

He saw him.

He was doing it again,
there he was,
and (the child) came out and saw him, they say.
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Aytum,

awim,

vaa'fim:

“Piip4a avéany,

makyény tuupiy kaa'damts,” a'éta.
“Tsakwsh& Kwapaaxkyéenya.

Péa 'alday.”

Awétk awiim,

Xuumaranyts,

nyaasi,

xataltok uuvaasaa,

nyaaytu uuthtts aspératk uuvéatk,

iimaatt nyaayau tsdamts aspératk viiwaatk.
Nydasi tsdam manyutuvokata.

Awét.

Tsakwsha Kwapaaxkyée uu'itsonyts —
'ashaakts vaa'iim vathélyaviim,
athawkom,;

aatskyitt 'fikota.

Tapty 'im,

xuumara.

Tapuy 'im.

Nyaa xuumar,

nyaalyaviim athAwapatk awim,
mattaatskyittkata.

Mattaatskyittk
mattaatsxamok vuunéonyak.

Nyaaytu,
Tsakwsha Kwapaaxkyée nyashdak nyuuwitsanyts,
alyéshkata.

Alyéshtom,

kwanymé athawoantikata.
“'Anymatsavdamum!” a'fikata.
Kwanymé athawtontik,
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He saw him,

and so,

he said this:

“That person

is someone that can never be killed,” he said.
“Seven Heads.

A bad person.”

He did it, and so,

the child,

over there,

he was an orphan, but

he was strong in the things that he did,

his body and everything were strong.

Over there, he fought everything, they say.
He did.

The one called Seven Heads —

there was a knife like this,

and he picked it up;

he was going to cut (the child) up, they say.
He was going to kill him,

the child.

He was going to kill him.

That one, the child,

he picked up (something) similar, and so,
they cut each other up, they say.

They cut each other up,
they kept on striking each other.

Well,
the knife that Seven Heads had,
it broke, they say.

It broke,

and he picked up another one, they say.
“You can’t do it to me!” he said, they say.
He picked up another one,
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awitsantik,
awitsk viithawk viithawk viithidaaaw tansk,
uulyéshantikata.

Tsakwsha Kwapaaxkyée nyashidakony uulyéshontik.
Xavikem uulyésh.

“'Anymatsavdamtm!”
'Ashént athdwaontik athttya.

Awitsk vuunéonyk vuunéonyk,
mattkaawém alya'ém,
vuunéonyk vuundéooootan,
nyamaam,

nyuulyéshontik.

Nyuulyéshk.

Vuundok,

uulyéshany,

nyaatsuumpap amaam,

Tsakwsha Kwapaaxkyéeny miiptk tatkyéttkota.

Xuumaronyts.

Nyéanya,

xdam vathany uukyéttk —
tdq a'im —

viitdpk awitya.

Nyaatdpm,
nyamaam,
apuyk a'fikata.

Nyaaptiyom,

xuumaranyts alynyiithtutsk siiv'awnyak.
“Vathany,

'atapiyk 'anamékxaym,

piipaats suuvaak avaak,

‘ 'Anyaats 'awiim nya'thauva,’ a'éxa.”
Aaly'fim siiv'awkitya.

liwéaly alynyiithdutsk.
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and they did it again,
they really did it, going on and on and on,
and he broke this one too, they say.

Seven Heads had broken a knife again.
He had broken two.

“You can’t do it to me!”
He picked up another one.

They did it again, going on and on,

and they weren’t able to do anything to each other,
they really went on and on,

and finally,

he broke another.

He broke it.

They went on,

and as for breaking (knives),

the fourth (time that it happened), that was all,

he chopped through Seven Heads’s necks, they say.

The child (did).

As for that,

he chopped through them on this side —
they were cut clean through —

and he threw (the heads) down here.

When he threw them down,
that was all,
(the monster) was dead, they say.

He was dead,

and the child stood there thinking about it.
“As for this,

if I kill him and leave him here,

someone might come along,

and he might say ‘I did this.””

(The child) stood there thinking, they say.
He thought about it in his heart.
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Nyaav'awk;

“ lipaly avany 'aakyittk,
'athawxa,”

fikota.

liwdam alynyiithdautsk.
A'im,

iipalyony aakyittkota.
lipaly vaawiim.

lipdalyany aakyittk athdwt.

A'im,

aasauttk,

vathany nyaaviirak,
athawk,

ta'alyk,

viithiikata.

Avats apuyk siithik.

Nyaanamak,
vanydathfik,
nyavanyi avaakota.
Nyaavaak,

kandav alya'émkota,
tuupiya.

Kanaav alya'émk.

P6osh nyaxatt-ts siithikom,
aqasam,
avaatkota.

Nyaavaam,

iipalyony ash6ok nyaaviirkom,
p6oshony dayom a'itya.
“Kanyfilygem!”

Anyiilyaqata,

p6oshanyts.

Anyiilyq.
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He stood there;

“T’ll cut off those tongues,
and I'll take them,”

he said, they say.

He thought about it in his heart.

And so,

he cut off the tongues, they say.

He did this to the tongues.

He cut off the tongues and took them.

So,

he wrapped them,

and when he finished this,

he picked them up,

and he carried them,

and he came this way, they say.
And that (monster) lay there dead.

He left him,

and he came this way,

and he got to his house, they say.
When he got there,

he didn’t tell anyone, they say,
about the killing.

He didn’t tell anyone.

His pet cat was there,
and he called it,
and it came, they say.

It came,

and he finished unwrapping the tongues,
and he gave them to the cat, they say.
“Swallow them!” (he said).

It swallowed them, they say.

the cat (did).

It swallowed them.
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Nyamaéaam,
siithikoata,
Xuumaranyts.
Apétk siithik.

A'im,

piipdanyts nyuuvaak uuvdak,
nyaanyts:

gwalayéwoam siiyaak,

ayuu va'ar kwa'atsk,
viiydanyk —

apuyk avathikota,
nyaayaunyts!

Tsakwsha Kwapaaxkyée!

Apuyk viithikam,

kamaly,

nydanyts awii kamdly a'étkom;
'ashaak athawkom,

aakyitt

aakyitt

aakyitt,

awiikata.

liméaatta.

Awiim.

limaatt kwaxwdattony vathi nyamaltuk,
vathi nyamaltauk awiikata.

limaattnya.

Ava'iim,
suuvaanyak,
takavék viithiikata.

Viithiik,

nyaavaak,

“Mobo!

Tsakwsha Kwapaaxkyée 'atapuyk!” a'iikata.
Piipdanyts a'fim.

Kwaytunyanyts.
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That’s all,

there he was, they say.

the child.

He lay down and there he was.

So,

the (other) person was hanging around and hanging around,
and he was the one:

the next day he went along,

he was always looking for him, just as he had said,

and he went along —

and it was lying there dead,

that thing!

Seven Heads!

(Seven Heads) was lying there dead,

and (the person) pretended,

he pretended that he was the one who had done it;
he picked up a knife,

and he cut it

and he cut it

and he cut it,

he did (that), they say.

To the body.

He did it.

He rubbed the blood here on his body,
he rubbed it on here, they say.

On his body.

He did that,
he went about doing it,
and he came back, they say.

He came,

and he got there;

“Well!

I have killed Seven Heads!” he said, they say.
The person said it.

The one who had seen (the body).
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fis,

xuumaéranyts vathik takavék nyaavaak,
viithiktak;

“'Anydaats 'atapiytok 'athim.”

Avaak viithik;

kandav alya'émok viithik.

Savats awitsam.
[13 !Eey!”
fikota.

“Piipda nyamaaydak muuyé6ov awitsom,
maayaak!”

Piipdany apéetk,

avaaydaakata.

'Atayk iindam.

Vaayéak,

apamok,

uuybovam;

apuy kwa'atsk athtduk 'eta.
Aaiim makyi iishdaly nyaakyéttk,
nyaakyéttk,

nyaakyétt.

Payk avathikata.

“Ee'é, ” a’im,
“Awii kwa'ats,
vathats.”

Aakavék vaathiik,
nyavanyi apak 'eta.
Apak.

“'Anyd&ats 'awiim nya'athtduva,”
fikata.

A'fim,

a'avak siithikata,
xuumaranyts.
Avathik.
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But,

the child came back here,

and here he was;

“I am the one who killed him.”

He got here and here he was;

he was here and he didn’t tell anyone about it.

That (other) one did.
“Hey!”
he said, they say.

“You people go and look,

you go!”

There were a great many people,
and they went, they say.

There were a whole lot of them.

They went,

and they got there,

and they looked;

he was dead, just as (the person) had said, they say.
Somewhere on his hand he had been cut,

and cut,

and cut.

He was lying there dead, they say.

“Well,” they said,
“He did it, just as he said he did,
this (person).”

They came back,
and they got to his house, they say.
They got there.

“I am the one who did it,”
he said, they say.

(The person) said it,

and he heard him, they say,
the child (did).

There he was.
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A'im,

“Piipda makanéavak,

kwanyvay vathany tsdamosly makandavom
mattaaéevom.

"Uuwits nydany uuyo6ov alynayémxa.”
Piipaats siiyaak,

'avaats kandavok viiwdakata.

“Piipaats tapiy!
Piipda kwa'aldayony tapuy viithik!

“Maayédak muuyébov a'itsom athtuva!”
a'itsom.

Piipaats “Aa,” nyaa'étk,

viiyémk vuunéokata.

Siivam,

mattnyaaéevok,

vuunook,

'ataytank,

nyaatsaaméanak saayaak 'eta.
Uuy6ov a'im.

Nyaay6ov;

vaayaak apamak uuyoov.
Apuy kwa'atsk avathik,
a'éta.

A'im,

piipdavats awiilyss awétk,

awii kamulyk a'itsk,

iimaatt nyaakyittk uunéom,

aailim 'axwéatt mattapée avathikota.

“Fe!
Awii kwa'atsk!
Nyaathik!” a'im 'fikata.
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So,

“You tell people,

you tell all these (people) who live here

that they (should) get together.

They should go and see what I did.”

Someone went along,

he went from house to house telling about it, they say.

“Someone has killed him!
He has killed the bad person!

“They said for you to go and see!”
they said.

People said, “All right,”

and they went, they say.

JORORON
Wk

There he was;

they got together,

and there they were,

there were a lot of them,

they started out from there and went along, they say.
They were going to look.

They looked;

they went along and got there and looked.

He was lying there dead, just as (the person) had said,
they say.

So,

this person wished he had done it,

and he pretended to have done it,

he had gone about cutting the (monster’s) body,
and (the monster) had just bled (on him), they say.

“Yes!
He did it, just as he said he did!
There it is!” they said, they say.
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Nyaathii —

“Le'é,” nyaa'étk,
aakavék vanyaathfik,
'avanyi apak,
mattaaéevakota.

'Avényi apék,
mattaaéevok avathdwm,
“Aa-a4,

mawiim,” a'ét.

“Aa,
'awésh,” 'ét.

A'im,
nyaa'avak,
siithikota,
Xuumaranyts.

Xuumdr amulya
Xalyiipfitt amulyk a'éta.
Amdlyanyts.

Aa,
xuumér kwatapiyoténanyts.

Siithikom,

“Fe'é,

Tsakwsha Kwapaaxkyée uu'itsony athtiu kwa'atsk.
Piipda 'aldayts nyuuvaa kwa'ats,

amaam.

'Anyéa 'ataptayom viithikitya!”

a'likota,

xuumaranyts.

A'fikata.

A'étkom athiim,

piipda uu'itsony 'atskuunéts.
“Iipalyvetak athtiuk athutya,”
a'fikota.

“A'étom,
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They came —

“Okay,” they said,

and they came back,

and they got to the house,

and they had a meeting, they say.

They got to the house,

and they were having a meeting,
“Yes,

you did it,” they said.

“Yes,

I did it,” he said.

So,

when he heard it,

he was over there, they say,
the child (was).

As for the child's name,
he was named Xalyiipfitt, they say.
It was his name.

Yes,
he was the child who had really killed (the monster).

He was over there,

“Okay,

it was the one called Seven Heads, just as he said.
There was a bad person here, just as he said,

that’s all.

(But) I am the one who killed him, and there he is!”
he said, they say,

the child (did).

He said it, they say.

He said it, and so,

what he said to the people was a request.
“(Seven Heads) had tongues,”

he said, they say.

“And so,
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nyaamawétsk,

mayoov

iipalyanyts nyiirish avathikxa,”
a'fikota.

Xuumaér a'éta.

A'ftsom,

[13 4
Maayéak,
muuyéovxa,”
nyaa'intikata.

A'im,
“'Anyd&ats 'awiim nya'athduva,’
a'étk uuvaa,
piipaa 'ashént —
kwawitsany,
nyaamdak kawitsanyts,
kwaatskyittonyts.
“'Anyéats 'awét av'dar,” a'ét.

M

“'Amattk mayadak muuyéovaly,” a'itsk,
vanyaaydaantik 'ét.

Aakavék.

Xuuméranyts nyiiv'awk viiydakata.
Xalyiipiittonyts.

Kwatapuytananyts.

Vaaydak apamk awéta.

Apéamk,

awiim,

iiydany uutaq,

uutsalydq nyaa'im,
iipalyanyts nyiirish a'im!
Akyitt-tom nyiirish a'fikata.

“Maytukom?”

uuy6ovk vuunéokata.
“Vathats,

piipaa lyaviik,

iipalyvtak athiukata.
Vathény iipaly nyiirish a'ét!
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if you go,

you (will) see

that the tongues are gone,”
he said, they say.

The child said it.

Then,

“You should go

and see, ”

he said it again, they say.

And so,

“I am the one who did it,”

he kept saying,

one person —

the one who had done it,

the one who had done it afterwards,

the one who had cut him up.

“I have always been the one who did it,” he said.

“I wish you would go to the place,” (the child) said,
and they went (there) again, they say.

They went back.

The child stood up and went along, they say.
Xalyiipfitt (did).

The one who really had killed (the monster).

They went along and got there.

They got there,

and so,

they opened his mouth,

they propped it open,

and there was no tongue!

He had cut it out and there was nothing there, they say.

“Do you see?” (he said),

and they went on looking, they say.
“This (monster),

he’s like a person,

he is supposed to have a tongue.
This one’s tongue is not there!
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“'Anyéats 'awiim 'athduvota!
Saa

nyammatkavékom,
nyaatsuuyo6oyxa,”

{ikota.

Nyaa'{im,
viithiikata.
Aakavék nyaathiintikata.

Vanyaathiik,
'avanyi apak.

Nyaapéakoam,
p6osh nyaxattony aqask 'eta.

Péosh agasam,
nyaxatt nyaaqask,
“Kathiik!” a'étom,
avaakota.

Avaam.

“Kay6qam

uuy6o a'im!”
P6oshonyts ayéqgata.

Ay6qom,
iipalyanyts alyavéakata.

” 12

“Muuydov,” 'fikata.

“Nyéaany
Tsakwsha Kwapaaxkyée iipaly athtiuva!” 'fikata.

“Fe,

avathuu kwa'atsk,” a'fikata.
“Méany matsanydayom ma'éta!”
a'itskota.

Piipda avany a'its.



Two Stories About the Orphan Boy and the Monster

“I am the one who did it!
But

when you go back,

I will show it to you,”
he said, they say.

Saying this,
he came this way, they say.
They came back too, they say.

They came this way,
and they got to his house.

When they got there,
he called his pet cat, they say.

He called his cat,

he called his pet,
“Come!” he said,

and it got there, they say.

It got there.

“Throw up,

so that they can see!” (he said).
The cat threw up, they say.

It threw up,
and the tongues were in there, they say.

“You see them,” he said, they say.

“Those

are the tongues of Seven Heads!” he said, they say.

“Yes,

they are, just as he said,” they said, they say.
“You have lied to us!”

they said, they say.

They said it to that (other) person.
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Nyaa'iim,

“Mobo,

améam.

Piipda uu'its tsanyaayta.
Matapuytoxa,”

a'itskota.

Piip4da kwatdyony nyiikanatskota.
“Avany,
tsanydaytom apuytk.

Xalyiipfitt tAn taptiy kwa'atsash,”
a'itskata.

“Tipaly lyavii kwa'ats.
Nyavam,” a'iikeata.

“Savany,

matapuytoxa,

tsanyaay a'itsom,” nyaa'étk.
“ 'Ax6ttk,” nyaa'étk a'im.

Piipda tsuumpéakom
'iipdava nyaathawk,
viiwaakota,
kwatsanyaaya.

Nyaathawk,

nyaawaak,

nyuukwév iimény axiirok,
nyaaviirak.

Nyaaytu,

muul yaakapétt siiv'awm,

nydany malyaqény axérak vuunéok,
nyaaviirak 'fikata.

Nyaavdiir,
athtim,
muulony aatsqwittk,
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Having said it,

“Well,

that’s all.

That (other) person has lied in what he said.
You will kill him,”

they said, they say.

They summoned a lot of people, they say.
“This one,
because he lied, he dies.

89

Xalyiipfitt is the one who killed (the monster), just as he said,”

they said, they say.

“It appears to be tongues, just as he said.
There they are,” they said, they say.

“That one,

you will kill him,

because he lied,” they said.
“All right,” they said.

Four people

took the man,

and they brought him along, they say,
the one who had lied.

They took him,

they brought him along,

and they tied his legs with a rope,
and they finished.

Well,

there was a crazy mule there,

and they went about tying the rope around its neck,
and they finished, they say.

They finished,
and so,
they whipped the mule,
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amaam,

avéshk,

piipdany uunaxwiily,
athtu kathémk athdm.

Aptyk athtim
uunaxwilyk viiwéa.

Athtukata.

Athtim,

“Mobo,

maam,

nyaamawii kwa'atsk,” 'et.

Nydasi,

amaam,

nyaayuunyts apuyk,

nyéasats xalakiyk aafimk suunéokata.

Xaltakéoyk suunéok,
nyaasats.
'Ats'uumaavoaxa,”
a'fikota.

Maam,

apuyts amaam,
'atsuuméavxa a'im.
Xalakuayk viithawk.

A'im,

'atsaamaats kamiim,

awiiyum.

Mattapéem,

piipda kwatdyonyts uumaav awéta.

Uumaavak,

amaam,

iiwdanyts 'axétt-tan amaamaam.
Matt-taxmakyépk vaawiim,
suunookitya.
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and that’s all,

it ran,

and it dragged the person,

and I don’t know what happened.

He must have died
(as) it dragged him along.

It happened, they say.

So,

“Well,

that’s all,

you did it, just as you said,” they said.

Over there,

that’s all,

the creature was dead,

and those (people) just went about rejoicing, they say.

They were rejoicing,
those (people).
“Let’s have a feast,”
they said, they say.

That’s all,

his death was over,

and they were going to have a feast.
They were rejoicing.

So,

they brought food,

and they were going to do it.
There was a lot of it.

and many people ate.

They ate,

and that’s all,

they were happy, that’s all.

They hugged each other like this,
and there they were, they say.
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Nyaméaam.
Piipaa nyaaptiyom,
piipaa kwalaay.

Awiikota.
A'fim,

nyaavem damtoka.
Vuunoony.
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That’s all.
The person was dead,
the bad person.

He did it, they say.
So,

that’s all.
There they were.
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Jessie Webb Escalante told the story Xarathé on March 14, 1979 to an
audience which included her daughter Tessy Escalante as well as Abe
Halpern. Tessy Escalante later helped Halpern to review his transcript of
the story.

Notes and synopsis

The main character of this story is Xwetsxwéts (Oriole), who lives happily
with his two beautiful wives and their children. One day, Coyote bewitches
Oriole, with the result that Oriole suddenly finds himself alone in a cold
place high above the four levels of heaven. He is taken in by an old blind
man (who happens to be the title character, Xarathd, although his name is
not mentioned in this telling of the story) and his two daughters. Oriole
teaches the family to eat deer meat and introduces them to corn, melons,
beans, and pumpkins (which of course are staples of the traditional
Quechan diet).

Oriole misses his home. His weeping is noticed by Buzzard. In exchange
for a nice rotten deer, Buzzard carries Oriole home on his back and leaves
him near his home with the instruction that he must lie face down for four
days before returning to his family. Oriole tries to do as he is told, but
when he sees that Coyote has taken over his family and is mistreating his
wives and children, he jumps up in anger — and finds himself instantly
transported back to the cold place above the four levels of heaven.

Eventually Oriole is carried to his home again, this time on Spider’s
silken thread. Spider likewise instructs him to lie face down for four days.
This time Oriole manages to do as he is told. After four days he gets up to
find his wives and children abused and starving. The wives are pregnant
with Coyote’s children. Oriole causes his wives to miscarry and cooks the
fetuses into a porridge. Leaving the porridge for Coyote to eat, Oriole and
his family dig a tunnel and escape. They travel across the ocean and settle
on the other side.
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Coyote tracks them down. He is now in bad shape himself: he is very thin,
and food goes right through him. Oriole sews up Coyote’s anus so that he
may retain what he eats, and he allows him to remain with the family.

This story is rich in traditional Quechan themes. The spiritual powers
of the First People are vividly on display throughout. Characters love
their home and are homesick when separated from it. The ritual number
four occurs often in this story, as it does throughout traditional Quechan
literature (see Bryant and Miller 2013 and chapters 1 and 4-6 of this volume).
Even the practice of sewing up the anus occurs in several Quechan stories,
including “Kukumat Became Sick” (Halpern 1976).

The character of Coyote is famous in Quechan literature (see, for
instance, Emerson and Halpern 1978, Escalante 1984a,b,c, Escalanti 1984)
and throughout Native America (see Bright 1993). Some say that Coyote is
a symbol of mankind (Bright 1993: 22), and in the story Xarathd we see some
of Coyote’s most human characteristics: he can be greedy and treacherous,
yet he is also vulnerable. In the story Xarathd, Coyote is eventually forgiven

— a twist not found in every Coyote story.
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Xaratho

Told by Jessie Webb Escalante

Nyaaytuts nyavayk siiva.
Xwetsxwéts.

Nyavéyk siivak,

athtm,

'anyaa atspak viithiim,

nyaaydu mattxalykwéayk viiyaa.

Nya'iipa nya'uutiish ashttum,
viiyaa.

Viiyaak,

'aqwdaq akyaam,

awim,

kamiim.

Nyaatsavéts xavikom nyaatsavétsk —

pa'iipda 'iixadn nyiikwandamats,

uuvaak,

sanyts'dak 'axtiutt-tan xavikem nyaatsavétsk viiva.

Viivak,

athtm,

kamiim,

nyuumaayk nyuutara’ayk,
nyuuso6oy.

'Anydayk viithiim,
athtum,
vuuvaat,
nyiiméan.

Uuvaam,
avats viithaawk,
'avak athdawk viithaw,



A creature was living over there.
It was Oriole.

He lived over there,

and so,

when the sun was coming up,
he went hunting for things.

He picked up his bow and his arrows,
and he went along.

He went along,

and he shot a deer,

and so,

he brought it back.

He had two wives —

he was an extraordinarily handsome person,

there he was,

and he had two very beautiful women as his wives.

Here he was,

and so,

he brought back (meat),

and he fed them and took care of them,
and he fed them meat.

It was getting light,
and so,

he was here,

and he got up.

Here he was,
and these (two wives) were here,
they were here at the house,

Xarathé 101



102 Stories from Quechan Oral Literature

'axa aydak,

'a'fi xalykwaak,
athtm,
viithaw.

Kamiim,
alytlyk,
asootsk,
athétk vuunoot.

Nyaaydantik,

viiyaat.

'Anyéa atspak,

viiyaak,

nya'uutiish 'iipa tsa'tlyk viiyaa.

Viiydaxayom,
nyaayuuts siithiitapat.
Xatalwéts!

Siithfik,

law a'étk aytut.

“Mobo,

nydav manyvayk ammavak mathitya?”
a'ét.

« Mm,
nydav 'anyvayk,”
a'im.

“Nyi'méanak va'uuvéak 'athétk'ash,”
a'ét.

“'Anyda atspak avathiim,

nyaayudu 'xalykwaak.

“Va'athotk.

'Anyvéayk.

'Axottk,

sanyts'dakts xavik nyiithdawk athtim.
Xuumadarats nyiithdwontik atham.



and they went after water.
and they looked for wood,
and so,

here they were.

He brought (meat),
and they cooked it,
and they ate it,

(that’s how) they were.

When he went along this time,
he went along.

The sun came up,

and he went along,

he carried his bow and his arrow and he went along.

He going along, when suddenly
a creature was coming along there in the distance.
It was Coyote!

He came along in the distance,

and he turned his head and looked.
“Well,

is this where you live?”

he said.

“Mm,
this is where I live,”
(Oriole) said.

“I come from (here),”

he said.

“When the sun comes up,
I hunt for things.

“This is what I do.

I live (here).

It’s good,

there are two women there.
There are children there too.
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“Nyi'méanak va'uuvéak 'athésh,”
a'ét.

Xatalwéts a'avok viiv'awk;

“Aa-aa,

xOttom,” a'ét.

“Nyiinyaatuuqwéraly 'aaly'étk 'av'aw 'athttya,”
a'ét.

“Mobo,

'ax6ttk.

'Avéts nydasiivak siivam;
nydaasi mayém,
nyaamayuuk,

nyaasi.

“Mavaam,

mayuuxa.

'Anyaatsavéts nydasi athdwk siithdwm,”
a'ét.

Av'awk viiv'awk.
Xatalwényanyts —
iithényonyts
thé kwaly'iimée vathi tsamfiim,
vaawée awétk —

athawk,

ta'ora'orok vaawé 'étk atap!

'Aqwés 'ora'drats athot!

Tuupédk anék;
viivat.

Law 'étk aytut.

Nya'uutiish nya'iipd nyuuthdwk,
vaawiim,

viiyaa.



“I come from (here),”
he said.

Coyote stood listening;

“Yes,

all right,” he said.

“I think I would like to stay with you,”
he said.

“Well,

all right.

There is a house over there;
(if) you go over there,
you’ll see it

over there.

“You’ll get there

and you’ll see it.

My wives are over there,”
(Oriole) said.

He was standing here.

That Coyote —

his face —

he put his forehead here,

and he went like this —

he took it,

and he rolled it into a ball like this and threw it!

It was a yellow warbler!

It sat on a post;
here it was.

(Oriole) turned his head and looked.
He aimed his bow and arrow,

like this,

and he went along.
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Viiyaatom,
Xatalwényts ayauk viiv'aw.

Véem véem a'iik aaly'éxayk,
'amdy athik aatsuumpap!
Alyav'aw a'étk alyav'aw —
viiv'awk!

Law a'étk aytum —
'amatt-ts xdam athGum —
ayuuk viiv'aw.

Nyiiv'awk,
“Ka'thémtanak 'athém?”
a'étk uuva.

Anak siivat.

A'avak siivam;
'a'awots axwiivom,
a'av.

Kwataraats axwiivom a'av.
Siivat;

“Makyimtan a'émom?”
aaly'étk a'avaok siivat.

Nyaav'awk,
nyamkanyok viiyaatk,
axwiivany a'avok viiyaa,
viiyaa.

'Avats siivAm aviam.
Nyaaytu,

'avanyts xanapéatsk vuunéony,
nyiikwév.

Xanapaatsk 'uuy'auy a'étk,
nyiikwévom,
nydavily aakxdvok aashmatstoka.



He went along,
and Coyote stood here watching him.

He took a step and another step, and suddenly,
it was the four levels of heaven!

He was standing in one (level) after another —
(and then) he was standing here!

He turned his head and looked —
the place was different —
and he stood here looking.

He stood there,

“Where exactly am I?”

he was saying.

He sat down and stayed there.

He sat there smelling it;
a fire gave off an odor,
and he smelled it.

The fire gave off an odor and he smelled it.
He sat there;
“Where exactly could it be?”

he wondered as he sat there smelling (the fire).

He stood up,

and he went following it,

he went along smelling its odor,
he went along.

He came to a house over there in the distance.

Well,
the house was iced over,
it was terrible.

It was iced over and glassy,
it was terrible,
and they had gone into it and gone to sleep.
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Kwara'dk tasinymots alythik,
'aaxwiirak aapéayk alythik,
xanapaats.

Mashtxaats xavik alythdawkom,
uushmdam nyiithdawontik athim.

“Mobo,
pa'iipdats avaak,” a'im.
Kwara'dkonyts a'dvok avathik.

“Kaakxaveam,
ashmaawnq,”
a'ét.

Athawk,

aakxav.

Xanapdats nyiipaam,
qatsiiiwsh a'étk uuvaat.

Apdaa alya'émotok uuvéat,
xatsturtom atham,
qatsiiiwsh a'étk viiyém
viithiit a'étk uuvaa.

“Ka'av!
Pa'iipda kwavaany alyuunéxompiny!”
a'ét.

“Kathawk,

atok katsamiim,
ashmaawq,”

a'ét.

Mashtxdany a'fim.

Athawk,

iishaaly taxuupélyk viiwdamk,
atok tsamiim.

Alythik viithikat.



An old blind man lay in there,
he lay propped up in a corner,
(against) the ice.

There were two girls in there,
they were sleeping there too.

“Well, now,
someone is here!” he said.
The old man had been listening.

“Bring him in,
so he can sleep,”
he said.

They got him,

and they brought him in.

He lay there on the ice,

and he was slipping and sliding.

He didn’t lie down,

(because) it was (so) cold,

and he went slipping and sliding off
as he tried to come this way.

“Listen to him!
The new person is restless!”
(the old man) said.

“Get him,

and put him in the middle,
so he can sleep,”

he said.

He said it to the girls.

They got him,

they went along pulling him by the arms,
and they put him in the middle.

He lay here.
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Ashmada kwa'atsk viithik.

Viithik,

'anydayk viithiim,
amanok.

Atspamk.

'Atsayuut,

lawaldw 'étk uuvaat.

Nyaaytuny —

'aqwaaqoanyts viithiik,

'avanyi uunéok vuundo.
'Aqwéaq uupdlyony nyiindam,
matt-tsapéek,

'aqwdaaqéanyts.

Aytutk uuvaat.

Vanyuuvéak,

'ashént athawk tapty.

Matsaat avuuvaakam,

'ashént athawk tapuy.

Kamiim,

ay6ovak viithaw.

Mashtxdanyts ay6ovak viithdw.

“Kaa'émk a'im uuvaak,
mattatéeyony.

Taptiyk vuuthiik awim,”
a'ét.

Nydany aséotsk athdulya'émak,
'qwéaaqa.
Shatmathdaavak.

Xaalyf{ists a'fim,

'amétt nyiipdam viithik,
xavashauk viithikom,

nydava ashtum alyilyk amétst,
nyaanymaamtaka.

Vuunoot.
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He lay here sleeping, just as (the old man) had said he would.

He lay here,

and when it was getting light,

he got up.

He went out.

He saw things,

he kept turning his head (to look).

Something —

deer were coming,

and they were hanging around the house.
The number of deer was extraordinary,
they were numerous,

the deer.

He was watching them.

Here he was,

and he got one and killed it.
He was hungry, and so,

he got one and killed it.

He brought it back.

and they were watching him.
The girls were watching him.

“I wonder why he is doing this

to a friend.

He has killed him, brought him here,”
they said.

They didn’t eat that,
deer meat.
They didn’t know about it.

(There was a plant) called xaalyfis,

it was lying on the ground,

it was green,

and this is what they gathered and boiled and ate,
that’s all.

Here they were.
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Vanyuunéok,

'aqwdaq avany kamiim,
alytlyk vuunéo.
Uushék nyiinyaay:

'a'fi athawk,

uushak vaawiim,
avany aayk,

avany dayk awima.

Amdaam a'avany,
manyéem a'av.

Vathany vaawétk uuvaat.

'Anyda atspak avathiim,
nydany ayaak.

Tapuyk,

kamiim,

alyaly,

nyuus6éoyk awétk vuunéot.

Nyamadaam,

manyéem uu'aav.

Kwara'dkats siithik alyaskyiim,
'a'fim uushdk daytsom,

asook a'av.

“Pa'iipda kwavaanyts mattatéeyany awépatom,;
ka'avok” a'i,

aafim daytsom as6ok a'av.

Mattkwiishdayom a'avk 'ét.

Manyéetanok 'ét.

Viithikt.

Uuvaak,

viiyaak,

'améattony law 'fm aytum;
'amattonyts mattkwiishaay.
'Atsnyiitsuuvawxats athaum.
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Here they were,

and he brought that deer,

and he went about cooking it.

He pierced a piece and gave it to them:
he picked up a stick,

and he pierced it like this,

and he gave it to that one,

and he gave it to that one.

They ate it and tasted it,
and it tasted good.

This is what he was doing.

The sun was came up,

and he went after that (deer).

He killed it,

and he brought it,

and he cooked it,

and he went about feeding it to them.

That’s all.

They found that it tasted good.

The old man was still lying there,

and (Oriole) pierced it with a stick and gave it to him,
and he ate it and tasted it.

“The new person has done it to our friend;

taste it,” they said,

and they just gave it to him and he ate it and tasted it.
It tasted delicious, they say.

It was really good, they say.

He lay here.

(Oriole) was there,

he went along,

and he turned his head and looked at the land;
the land was wonderful.

It was a place where he could plant things.
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Aytauk viiv'aw.

Siiv'awk,

nydasi aa'ampak.
Nyaéasi athik,
amétk siithikt.

“Kaathomtank av'uuvaak?” a'étk,
athok aaly'étk,

amétk,

siithikt.

Siithik,

kér alynyaayémoak suuvéa.
'Anyda atspdak viithiim,
viiyaak,

nydasi athik amétk athotk,
uuvaat.

Koér alynyaayémok,
vanyuuvaam,

nyaayuduts ayiuk suuvaa.
'Aqéaq.

Aytauk suuvia.

'Améyom damok ayduk uuvia.

“Athotk,

kaawitstanats athium
'atsavawoam 'axéttxas athosh?”
a'lim,

alynyiithtutsk siithik.

Vanyaaydaantim,
'amédyom damok —
ayoqt.

Aydq.
Tathits ay6q.

Nyaaytu xdam kwuuthtts tsdamok awét,
aay.
'Améttony aapax.



He stood here looking at it.

He stood there,

and he fell face down, over there.
He lay there,

he lay there weeping.

“Why am I here?” he said,

and he thought about what had happened,
and he wept,

lying there.

He lay there,

he stayed there for a long time.

The sun came up,

and he went along,

and he lay there in the distance and wept,
there he was.

A long time passed,

and as he was here,

a creature was watching him.
Crow.

He was watching him.

He was passing by overhead and watching him.

“So,

just what is it

that would be good for me to plant?”
(Oriole) said,

and he lay there thinking.

As he went along again,
(Crow) passed by overhead —
and he threw up.

He threw up.
He threw up corn.

He did it with all different kinds of things,
he gave them (to Oriole).
He dropped them on the ground.
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Tathits athotk,
tsam'iitots athotk,
'axmatts athotk athot.

Ashtiium,

'amattnyi,

awiim amanoak ashtium tsavawk uuvat.
'Amattony axwélyk alyaapax aapax awétk,
viiwaam.

Uuvdaatk uutaraaytak.
'Anyéa atspak avathiim,
nydasily uuvaak,
'anyaaxav,

nyaasily athik,

amétk siithiktok.
Uuvaa.

Uuvaak,

kér alynyaayém,

'atsaamaatsanyts nyamaam lyaviik.
Tathitsonyts nyamdam athfitsk 'ét.

Tsam'iitény nyaméam 'axwéttk,
'axmats athium,

nydalyviik athét.

Aytutk suuvaa.

Tathitsony xiipik ashtiu vuuthiitk kamiim.
Aatsuuyéoyam aytuk.

Shatmathaavat,

pa'iipdanyanyts.

Mashtxdanyts shatmathaavat.

“Kaawits athiium mawiim mawémom?”
a'étk;
ay6ovxa.

Alytlyak vuunéok,
taamdatsk nyuumaay.
Kwara'dk kwatasinymony dayk awim.
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There was corn,
there were melons,
and there were pumpkins.

He gathered them up,

off the ground,

he got up and gathered them and went about planting them.
He dug in the ground and dropped them in,

he went along (doing it).

He stayed there and took care of (the crops).
The sun came up,

and there he was in that distant place,

and the sun set,

and he lay there,

he lay there weeping.

There he was.

There he was,

and a long time went by,

and the food was finally ready.

The corn had finally gone to seed, they say.

The melons were finally red,
and there were pumpkins,

and they were ready.

He stood there looking at them.

Corn was the first thing he gathered and brought back.
He showed it to them and they saw it.

They didn’t know about it,

these people.

The girls didn’t know about it.

“What is it you’ve managed to do?”
they said;
they were going to look.

He went about boiling it,
he got it ready to eat and fed it to them.
He gave some to the blind old man.
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'Ax6tt-tom a'avak,

amatst.

'Ashiintom awétk vuundot.
Tsam'iité awétk,
matuuqwés awétk,

awétk vuunoot.

Nyidayom amatst.

'Axmats a'iim awiim,
maariikts a'iim awiim,
awét.

Vuunéom,;

siithaaw,

nyaamaam shatuupawk siithdaw.
“Mobo,

'anyda vatham,

'aaydam mayuuxa,”

a'ét.

Nyiishtum viitsawé.

Kwapdarak tsatsshdattk nyaatsuuyéoyom.
“Kaytauk!

Vathats athtum!

“Vathany kashtaum,
kaméaam!”

a'im.

“Vathany vakawiim,”
a'im,

aatsuuy6oyom,
aytuk viiv'aw.

“Xwoott!

Mattkwiishaay kwa'atsk,”
a'im,

ashtiium,

uukyéttk ashtiium,

'ava tsakayaak.

Vuunoéo.
Nydava athé6tk uuvdat.



Xarathé 119

It tasted good,

and they ate.

He went on (introducing the foods), one by one.
He did melon,

he did canteloupe,

he went on doing it.

He gave it to them and they ate it.

He did what’s called pumpkin,

he did what’s called beans,

he did.

He kept at it;

there they were,

and they finally came to know about these things.
“Well,

today,

we will go and you will see,”

he said.

He gathered them and took them.

He stood them at the edge (of the field) and showed them.
“Look!

This is it!

“Gather this up,

and eat it!”

he said.

“Do it like this,”

he said,

and he showed them,

and they stood there watching.

“Oh, my!

It’s delicious, just as you said,”
they said,

and they gathered it up,

they picked it and gathered it up,
and they took it home.

Here they were.
This (is what) he was doing.
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“Vathany vamawiim muundo.
Vathats nyaartivem,
mashtdium,

matsidam.

“Muukavék mashtium,
'amatt matsakxavom,
atspaam,

nydaalyaviitontim mayduxa,”
a'fim,

nyuukandavak vuunéom,
a'avatsak siithaw.

Siithawk.
Koér alynyaayémom,
nydaminyam'ashk uuvaa.

Nyaaytuts siiv'dwm,
nydany maxak athik,
amétk suunoot.

Amétk vuunoo,
'anydanyts axavat,
'anyédanyts axavtok uuvaa.

'Anyaa axavem,
'ava kayéak viithiik a'étk awim.

Uuvaak,

kér alynyaayémk,
uuvaam,

ayuuk.

'Ashéets 'amdy alyuuvaak,
aytuk uuviaat.

Aakwiin.

Aa'6oyvak uuvéa.

Uuvaak,
kor alynyaayém.



“Keep on doing this like this.
When this is dry,

you gather it up,

and you put it away.

“You will pick it up again later,
and put it back in the ground,
and it will grow,
and you'll see it like this again,”
he said,
he went on explaining it to them,
and they sat there listening.

There they were.
A long time passed,
and once again he was weeping.

A creature was standing there in the distance,
and (Oriole) lay under that (thing),
he was weeping.

He went on weeping,
and the sun set,
the sun went on setting (each day).

The sun set,
and he came straight back to the house.

There he was,

a long time passed,

and there he was,

and (someone) saw him.

Buzzard was up in the sky,
and he was watching.

He made a turn.

He went circling around.

He stayed there,
and a long time passed.
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“Mobo,

pa'iipda vathéts,
nydaviithik viithikom,
'uuyduny uuyduny
kor alynyaayémt.

Aptyk nyaathtGum,

ashixom 'a'dvxa 'aaly'iim 'uuvéany,
nyiirfish a'étk viithik.

'Ayautk 'uuvaat,” a'ét.

Suuvaat.

Atsénok viithiik,
makoérany ta'tur a'étk
anékt.

“Mobo,

Pa'iipaa!

Méanyts nydavom mathik ammathik.
Maptiyk nyaama'fim,

mashaxom 'a'dvxa 'aaly'{im.

'Aytuk 'uuvaa.

Nyiirfiish a'étom 'a'av.

‘Uuvaa.

Va'thiik 'athétk'ash,” a'ét.

“Kaawitstan kamathémoak viimuuvaak,
nyiimaman mathium?”
a'étom.

“Aa-4,

'anyaats matt'akandavom ma'avxa.”
“'Anyaats nydavi 'anyvayk,
'a'axottk,

nyéasi 'uuvaak sa'uuvéatk 'athttya.

“'Uuvaak.

Xuumadar 'awiim nyi'tsdam.
'Anyaatsavéts xavikom;
'anyaatsavétsk 'athtim.



“Well,

this person,

he lies here and lies here,

and I have been seeing him and seeing him
for a long time.

If he were dead,

I would smell him rotting, I think,

(but) he has been lying here (doing) nothing.
I have been watching him,” (Buzzard) said.
There he was.

He came down,
he landed right on top of him,
and he sat down.

“Well, now,

Person!

You have been lying here.

If you were dead,

I would smell you rotting, I think.

I have been watching you.

I have noticed nothing.

(Here) I am.

That’s why I came here,” (Buzzard) said.

“Why are you doing here,
if you come from there?”

(Buzzard) said.

“All right,

I will explain myself and you’ll hear it,” (said Oriole).

“I live here,
and I'm all right,
but I (used to be) over there.

“I was there.
I had children.
And two wives;
I had wives.
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“Sa'uuvaak 'athétony,
pa'iipdats avaamk,
vaawitsom.

“Nyaaydu nyaatsuuyo6oyk,
awiik a'étk,

awitstom;

law 'a'étk 'aytuxayk,
avily 'av'aw 'a'étk,
av'uuvaat.

“Av'uuvaatk,

‘atkuuvékxany,
nyam'uuthiitxany,

'ashmathfitk 'uuvaak 'athétk'ash,”
a'ét.

“Nydava 'iiwdanyts 'alydaytom 'athétk'ash,”
a'ét.

“ Ax6tt-ta,
muu'itsa.
'A'avak 'avak.”

'Ashéenyts avdamok aytuk,
vaa'iim,

mattkanaavok vuunéok,
pa'iipaany.

Kandavok vuunéom nyaa'avak,
“'Anydaats 'a'{im ma'dvxa,”
a'im.

“Méaanyts,

'aqwéagq kataptiyk avik katsamiim.
Viithik viithik,

ashax ta'axanoak,

'amaa'filykov ta'axdnom

'avaak.



“There I was,

and someone came along,
and he did this.

“He showed me something,

he was going to do it,

and he did it;

I turned my head and looked, and all of a sudden
I found myself standing here,

and here I am.

“Here I am,

and as for returning home some day,
as for going home some day,

I (just) don’t know how to do it,”

he said.

“This is what I am sad about,”
he said.

“It is good,
what you said.
I heard it,” said Buzzard.

FOROORORONOROROROY

Buzzard got there and watched him,
and he went like this,

he went about explaining his idea,
to the person.

He went about explaining it to him, and he heard;
“I will say it and you will hear it,”
he said.

“You,

kill a deer and lay it here.
It will lie here and lie here,
and get good and rotten,

it will be really wormy

(by the time) I get there.
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“'Aallyéeragak va'uunéok,
'at6o ta'axanok,

nyaava,

'a'fim ma'avxa,”

a'ét.

“Xottk,”
a'fim.

A'fim,

ayaa kwa'atsk,
'aqwéaqgony ayaak.
Tapuyk,

kamiim,
nyiitsamiim,
viithik.

Shamats tsuumpdp tédx nyaa'iim,
ashaxk 'amaa'ilyk kwa'atsom,
matt-tsapéem a'av.

Uuvaak,

'Ashéenyts 'amdyony uuvaak,
aa'éoyk uuvaa.

Vanyuuvéak,
atsénoak vanyaathfik,
nyiindak a'ét.

Nyiindak a'étk awim,
asé6o kwa'atsk uuvaa.
Vuunéony vuunéok,
atsaavok,

nyiinyép.

Anak,

malyxény 'améyly tséek,

llyép llyép llyép llyép a'étk vanyaawét.

Uuvéam aytuk awim.



“I will slurp it up,

and get really full,

and at that (point),

I will say (something) for you to hear,”
he said.

“All right,”
(Oriole) said.

So,

he went after it, just as he had been told,
he went after a deer.

He killed it,

and he brought it back,

and he put it down,

and there it was.

When it was exactly four nights (later),

it was rotten and wormy, just as he had said,
and (the smell) was overwhelming.

There he was,

Buzzard was up in the sky,

and he was circling.

There he was,
and he came down,
and he settled there, they say.

He settled there, they say, and so,
he was eating it, just as he had said.
He went on and on,

and he ate it up,

and it was all gone.

He sat up,
and he raised up his wings,
and he went flap-flap-flap-flap like this.

There he was, and Oriole saw him.
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“Mobo,”

a'ét,

vanyaathiik avaak.
Nyaaminym'ashk siithik a'im.

“Kaytukii!

Méanyts,

kamanok nyaakaytuk!
Tishaalyony matt'aashliilak,
'‘awiim,

nydanyam katslyuuvévak,
miimény 'aa'drtsom katslyuuvévok kawiim.
Kuundok,

kaaviirak,

alykathikem nyathawk,
nyatatsénd,”

a'ét.

“Xottk,”
athtu kwa'atsk.

Axtattaly nyaa'érak alythik kwa'atsk,
iishdalyom nyamtsalyuuvévoak.
Athawk vuuthiik,

ayérok yéash a'étk,

tatsénk vuuthfit.

Aakwiiin aakwiiin a'étk,

vuuthii.

Vuuthiik,
nyava 'avuumaktan shatt awét.

Lawalaw a'étk ayduny.
Nyavanyts viivat.
Apéttk nyiithikem.

“Mobo,
nyédavi mathik viimathiktoxa,” a'ét.
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"Well,”

(Buzzard) said,

and he came back and got there.
(Oriole) was lying there weeping again.

“Look!

You,

get up and look!

I'll let my arms hang down,

and so,

you line (yours) up even with them,
and make your legs even with my tail.
Go on doing it,

and finish,

lie there and I will take you,

I will take you down,”
he said.

“All right,” (he said),
and he did it, just as he had been told.

He lay on top of (Buzzard’s) back, just as he had been told,
and he made his arms even (with Buzzard’s arms).
(Buzzard) brought him this way,

he flew swung through the air,

and he brought him down.

He went around and around in circles,
and he brought him this way.

He brought him this way,
and precisely in back of his house he set him down.

(Oriole) turned his head from side to side and looked.
His house was there.
He was lying in the brush.

“Well, now,
you must lie here,” (Buzzard) said.
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“Nyéavi kaa'dmpak viikathik.
Méan ka'filyka'ém.

Nydavi kathik viikathikany,
viikathik.

Shamats tsuumpap téx a'fim,
nyamaam,

maman,

manyvany makaydamma.

“Nyaayduts andwam ma'avas,
maman alyma'ématoxa.
Viiméathiktoxa.

Méan ma'éxayk,
matkavéktoxa.”

A'fim vuunéok aaviirom,
a'av.

“'Athoxa.”

Vuunéok aaviirom,
aa'ampotk aa'dmp,
nyaayuauk,

takavék viithfit.

Siithik kwa'atsk,
'anyda nyamnyaaxavam,
Xatalwényts avdak avuuvaak.

Nyaaytu 'any6yom awiim.

Viiyém —

'atsxalykwdak athtuk a'im,
viiyémoak,

nyaayuu,

xam'aqathdashk awétk,
'atsii apily awétk a'im,
'aavée aply awétk,
xam'aaviir,

kaawits viikwaam tsaam,
xamuulol.



“Lie here, face down.

Don’t get up.

Lie here, and lie here,

and lie here.

In exactly four nights,

finally,

you may get up

and go straight to your house.

“You might hear something make noise, but
you must not get up.

You must lie here.

If you were to get up, then

you would go back to where you were.”

He went on saying it and he finished,

and (Oriole) heard him.

“T will do it.”

He went on and he finished,

(Oriole) lay there and lay there, face down,
and (Buzzard) watched him

and he turned around and went back.

(Oriole) lay there, just as he had been told,
and when the sun set,
Coyote arrived and hung around.

He did unpleasant things.

He went off —

he was going to hunt for things,
and off he went,

well,

he did water beetles,

he did dead fish, and so,

he did dead mice,

a gopher snake,

everything that was in the area,
(even) crickets.
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Ashttium,

kamiim,
sanyts'dakony a'im,
“Muka,

kamatsk!”

a'éta.

Amats alya'émt.
Xuumadaar uumaay,
amaa alya'émok athot.

Masharay.

'A'fi athawk,
nyiaatsqwittk uuvaa,
Xatalwényanyts.
“Kamaétsk!

kamatsk!” a'étk uuvaa,
nyiitataviirok vuundo.

Xuumadaranyts aatsqwéttk viiwém,
'avanym uukatskwénak vuunéo.
Tsavakyév matsats'iim,
viiwaamok,

nyuuthfik.

Vathéts 'avuumék aa'dmpok viithik,
xalyapantan nakwiin.

Xalyapantan nakwiinak vuunéotk,
a'avak avathik.

“Mobo,

'ayaak,

'a'fim a'avxa,” a'étk,
maan a'ét.

Iiwaa athdam,

maan a'étk,

athtiuk a'étk:
'amayoly av'aw a'ét —
takavék!



Xarathé 133

He gathered them,

and he brought them,

and he said to the women,
“Now,

eat!”

he said.

They didn’t eat.
He fed the children,
and they didn’t eat.

He got angry.

He picked up a stick,

and he went along beating them,
Coyote (did).

“Eat!

Eat!” he kept saying,

and he was chasing them around.

He went along beating the children,
he went around and around the house.
They ran weeping,

going,

and coming.

This (Oriole) was lying face down in back of the house,
and they made a turn right next to him.

They were making a turn right next to him,

and he lay there listening.

“Okay,

I will go after him,

and I will say (a thing or two) for him to hear,” he said,
and he got up suddenly.

He was angry,

and he got up suddenly,

and it happened, they say:

he was standing in the heavens, they say —
he went back!
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Takavék aviamtak.

Siithikt,
nyuuthik vanyaathikom'ashk amétk siithik.
'Anyéa atspak viithii.

“Kamathém mavéalyma'émotom?
'Aytutk av'athdwony,”
a'ét.

uAa’
av'uuvaas 'athotk,” a'ét.
Kandav alya'émtok.

Xanapdaats matt-tsapéem,
alynyaathtdun,
nyaashményom'ashtak siithikt.

To6k tsamitsam,
nyiithik ashmatk siithik.

'Anyaa atspakom,

aman.

Nyuuthik siiyémak,

amétk suundo,

'anyda nyaaxav —
nyaathinym'ashtok uuvaat.

Avaampak aytut.

'Ashéenyts avdamak aytut.
“Nyuukandapa ma'am!
'Anyaats ammathoéxa 'a'fim!
Nyuukaniav 'awét!
Nyaamdamtak athttya!
'Awintixats alyath6mak,” a'ét.

A'avok,
amétk siithik.



He went back and got there.

He lay there,
once again he lay weeping in his bed.
The sun came up.

“Why weren’t you here?
We were looking,”
(the girls) said.

“Oh’
I might have been around,” he said.

He didn’t tell them (what had happened).

The ice was overwhelming,
and they slipped him inside,
and once again he slept.

They put him in the middle,
and he lay there sleeping.

The sun came up,

and he got up.

He left his bed,

and he went around weeping.
and when the sun set,

it happened again.

He got there and looked.

Buzzard got there and looked.
“You heard what I told you!

I said what would happen to you!
I told you!

That’s all!

I can’t do it again,” (Buzzard) said.

He heard him,
and he lay there weeping.
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Siithik,
'akér alynyaayémok,
suuvaa.

Suuvaam,
nyaayututs avdamak aytut.

Xalytott-ts.
Avaamak aytuut.

“Mobo,

kaawits kamathtum?” a'iim.
“Avi kamathaum?”

a'étom.

Kanaavak vuunoéot.
“Nydasi 'amanak va'thium va'thiiny.

“'Atkuuvékxany 'ashmathiik,
nyaavi 'uuvaatk va'uuvaatk 'athét,”
a'ét.

“Nyayduk va'uuvaak.

Ammathtium nyaytuk va'uuvéakom,
nydavom mathikam 'aydutentik,
nydavom mathikom 'aytutontik va'uunéo,
'a'étka,”

a'ét.

“X6ttk nyaathtim.
'Anyda atspék viithiim,
'avaaxa.

Va'thiik 'avaak.
Nyathawk nyatatsénxa.
'Anydats.”

“Xottk.”
Nyaawii kwa'atsk:

avaam,
nyiindkom,



He lay there,
and a long time passed,
and there he was.

There he was,
and a creature got there and saw him.

It was Spider.
He got there and saw him.

“Well,

what is it you are doing?” he said.
“What are you doing here?”

he said.

(Oriole) told him (what had happened).

“I started out over there and I came here.

“I don’t know how to get back,
that’s why I'm staying here,”
he said.

“I've been watching you.

I've been watching what you do,

I've watched you lying here again,
I’'ve been watching you lie here again,
and I (have something to) say,”
(Spider) said.

“It’s all right.

When the sun comes up,

I will get here.

I will come and get here.

I will take you down (to your home).
I am the one.”

“All right.”
He did it, just as he said he would:

he got there,
he sat down,
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axtattony taxpily,

athawk,

l6000q awétk vuuthiit.

Uukwiiiin uukwiiiin a'étk vuuthfit,
nyava 'avuumak shatt awét.

“Mobo,

nydavi kathik viikathik.
Viikathik,

shamats tsuumpap tax a'im,
nyamaam,

mamanak,

manyva makaydamma,”
a'ét.

“Xottk,”
nyaa'ét.
Nyava 'avuumdék nyaathikom'ashk siithikt.

Nyaawinyam'ashtak vuunéok,
aatsqwittk vuuthiik,
viiwaak vuundot.

A'avak siithik.

Siithik,

siithik,

uumaénxa matt-tsapéem a'avas athotk
alyathik,

alyaskyfiik siithik.

Siithik,

shamats nyaatsuumpépom,
“Mobo,
nyamaam
a'ét.

'”

Maan a'étk,
amanoak a'av.
Takavékantik kaathtu aaly'étk viithiixayk,
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and (Oriole) clung to his back,

and he took him,

he brought him down (on his spider’s thread).
He took him around and around in circles,
and in back of his house he set him upright.

“Well,

lie here and lie here.

Lie here,

and in exactly four nights,
that’s all,

you may get up,

and go straight to your home,”
he said.

“All right,”
(Oriole) said.
Once again he lay there in back of his house.

Once again, (Coyote) was doing things,
he was beating them,
he was going along.

(Oriole) lay there listening.

He lay there,

and he lay there,

he felt an overwhelming (desire) to get up, but
he lay there,

he was still lying there.

He lay there,

and (after) four nights,
“Well,

at last!”

he said.

He got up suddenly,
he got up and (tried to) be careful.
He came this way, thinking that he might go back again,
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x0tt-tom,
vanyaathiik vanyaathfiik,
nyava avaat.

Nyaaytuny,

nyaatsavétsanyts,

akwérvak vuunéonyk nyiikwévak,
iimaatt tsanalyk vuunéony nyiikwévtan.

Nyiithdwk viithaw;
matsdam apooy.

Matsats'étk siithaw.

Xuumadarats nyaalyvéek athot.
Ayuut siiv'aw.

'Avanyanyts —

'atsiiptiy kwashént,
kaawits xam'aaviir,
kaawits viikwaam,
kwashéxonyts kaa'éepom,
ay6ovak siiv'aw.

Siiv'aw.
“Xwoott, ” aaly'étk,
ayuauk siiv'aw.

'Atsaaytiu nyaaxalykwaantik viiyém,
viithdawam,
ayumok a'ét.
Xatalwévats.

Nyiiriish a'étom ay6ov,
sanyts'dakots avathdwam aydov.
Aytuk siiv'aw.

“Kamuuvily ta'axank!

Tathits katawaam!”

Tathits tawaam vuundo.
Xuuvikaly awitsk suunéokom,
aaviir.



(but) it was all right,
he came came and came this way,
and he got to his house.

When he saw them,

his wives,

they were terribly thin,

they had been losing weight just terribly.

There they were;
they were starving.

They were weeping.

The children were the same.
He stood there looking.

That house —

a dead fish was the only thing (there),
a gopher snake or something,
whatever was in the area,

and the stench was overwhelming,
and he stood there looking.

He stood there.
“Oh my,” he thought,
and he stood there looking.

(Coyote) went off hunting for things again;
here they were,

and he intended to keep an eye on them.
This Coyote (did).

He saw that (Coyote) was gone,

and he saw that the women were there.
He stood there looking.

“Hurry up!

Grind corn!” (he said).

They went about grinding corn.
Both of them went about doing it,
and they finished.
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Tashkyén athdwk nyiitap.
“Alykashuuviik!"
alyshuuviik vuunéo.

Xuumadr ayoov a'étk viithdawk athoét,
xuuvikaly,
Xatalwé nyaxuumaar.

Uutéoyatk uuvit,
xuuvikaly.
Aytuk siiv'aw.

“Mobo,

avik kakav'érak!

Avik kakav'érak kathtium!
a'étom,

avik kav'orak,

avik kav'orak,

shuuviiny.

Axtattony sqdm sqdm awétom,
xuumdaranyts alyandly.

Lly6q a'étk analyvom.

Avats avany avawintik vuunéok,
aaviirok awét.

Alyshuuviik vuunéok vuunéok vuunéok,
aaviirak,

nyiiyapk anamak.

“Mobo,

nyaméam,

'astuukydaany!”

nyaa'ét.

Nyiinyaashttum,
'ava kwaaxwiirak,
axwélyk vuunook,
nydanyam uupduv.
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He took a pot and put it down there.
“Make it into porridge!” (he said),
and they went about making porridge.

They were expecting children,
both of them,
Coyote’s children.

They were pregnant,
both of them.
He stood there looking.

“Well,

step in there!

Step in there!”

he said,

and (one of the women) stepped in there,
and (the other one) stepped in there,

in the porridge.

He went pound! pound! on his wife’s back,
and the child fell out.

It disengaged and fell out.

He did it again to that (other wife),

and he finished.

He cooked them in the porridge, going on and on and on,
and he finished,

and he threw it down there and left it.

“Well,

that’s all,

let’s get out of here!”

he said.

He gathered up his wives,

and in a corner of the house,
he went about digging a tunnel,
and they went into it.
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Uuptuvak,

nyaayau nyamtsapéttk vuunéok,
aaviirak,

viiwétsk,

maxak ndamoak viiwéts.

Axwilyk vanyaawéts.

'Atatt a'im tsapéttk.

Nyaaytu nyamtsapéttk,
'amatt kaawits nyamtsapéttk,
viiwétsonyk,

viiwéts,

'akér nyayémtan,

nydasily uutspam.

Vanyaawétsk,
xaasa'ily katanmok,
uuv'6ok suuv'éo.

Suuv'é6ok,
amaam,
'axa nanak viiwétsk.

Vathéats 'anyda nyamaxdvom nyaavéaak,
ayduny,
nyiirish a'étom ayuut.

Shuuviivats viivam athawk,
améaam vuunoéony,
atsaav.

Nyaxuutsamdaarany,

alyshuuviik vuunéok kwaviirany,
amaam vuunook,

atsaav.

Nydany atsdavontik awét.

Nyaaméam,

nyiixalykwaak,

axwiitsk awdamak,

nyaaytuny axwiits aaly'étk suuvéa.



They went in,

and they went about covering it with something,
and they finished,

and they went along,

they went along under (the ground).

They went digging their way along.

They covered it with what are called thorns.

They covered it with things,

they covered it with dirt or whatever,
and they went this way,

they went this way,

and after a really long time,

they came out over there in the distance.

They went along,
and they reached the ocean,
and they stood there and stood there.

They stood there,
and finally,
they went floating on the water.

When this (Coyote) got home at sundown,
he looked,
and he saw that they were gone.

He took this porridge that was sitting there,
and he went about eating it,
and he ate it up.

His children,

the ones that had been made into porridge,
he went about eating them,

and he ate them up.

That’s what he ate.

At last,

he looked for them,

he went sniffing for them,

and he thought he smelled something.
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“Vatham axavata,”
a'ét.

“Vatham ayémta,”
a'ét.

Viiyaat.

Vanyaayéak,

vanyaaydak,

vanyaayaak,

xaasa'ily vakamée a'étk siiv'aw.
Nyiirfish a'étom aytuk.

Avats'axa nanak viiwétsk,
xaasa'ily 'axkyéely nyavaytsak,
siithaw.

'Aqwéaq nyaayaanyoam'ashk awim,
ashilyk,

alyalyk,

asootsk siithaw.

Vathats,
Xatalwényts,
nyiixalykwdak uuvaak.

'Ax4 tuundk viiyaak,

alyvak,

iixtuny tsatspatsk;

alyvak,

ko ko ko ké ké awii viiyaany.
'Anyaaxavii,

qwalayéwii,

'anyaxavii a'étk viiyaa.

Vathats,

'aqwaaq wée galyaméa athawk,
'a'dw atapom,

axwiivak.



“They went through here,”
he said.

“They went this way,”

he said.

He went after them.

He went,

and he went,

and he went,

and he stood there at the edge of the ocean.
He saw that they were gone.

They had travelled over the water,

and they were living on the other side of the ocean,

there they were.

(Oriole) went after a deer again, and so,
and they fried it,

they cooked it,

and they sat there eating it.

This one,
Coyote,
he was looking for them.

He went travelling over the water;

he sat in something,

and he stuck his nose out;

he sat in it,

and he went paddle-paddle-paddle-paddle-paddle.
Maybe it was sunset,

maybe it was dawn,

maybe it was sunset, but (still) he went along.

This (Oriole),

he took some deer gut,
and he threw it in the fire,
and it gave off an odor.
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Xatalwéva aqgask,
awiim,

iixtiuny aapdayv a'étom,
a'avak;

axwiivats.

“Viithawota!
Nydavik athawk viithawoata!”
a'ét.

'Ashuts nydavik nyavayk viivata,”
a'étk,

iixtu nyiktathémpak a'av.
Viiyaat.

Vanyaayaak,
'ax4 sa'ily atényi avak,
amiim vuunoot.

Amiim,
“Wooow,” a'étk vuundo.

“Mobo,
aviith{it!
Ka'av!”
a'ét.

“Avathiita!”
a'étk,
siithaw.

A'av a'im awétk awim,

nyaayuu,

'agwéaaq wée xalyamaany 'a'dw atapom,
kwaxwiivonyts iixtusily avdam,

a'advok siiyaak,

nyaanyi.

Kanyotk siiyaat.

Nyaaydak avdam.



He summoned this Coyote,

and so,

with his nose up at an angle,
Coyote smelled it;

(the deer gut) gave off an odor.

“Here they are!
Here they are, right here!”
he said.

“My little brother is living here,”

he said,

and with his nose facing that way he smelled them.
And he went after them.

As he went along,
he was sitting in the middle of the ocean,
and he was weeping.

He was weeping,
he was saying “Wéooow.”

“Well,
he’s coming!
Listen!”
(Oriole) said.

“He’s coming!”
they said,
there they were.

He did it so that Coyote would smell them,
well,

he threw the deer guts on the fire,

and the smell reached Coyote’s nose,

and he smelled it, as he went along,

there.

He went along following (the odor).

He went along and got there.
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Nyiindak a'ét.

“'Avaak,
matt'aaxavik,” a'étom;
« Aa”
a'ét.

Aytutom,

siivat,

akwérpak vuunéony,
pa'iipaats alyathém,
iithéony,

nyiikwalaxayk nyiikwévom,
siivat.

Siivam,

nyaaydu uutdap,
daytsom,
tsapOxtak siiva.

'Aqwéaq awim,
daytsom,
amiam —
aséok siivak.

Av'awxaym,

lly6q a'étk andlyta.

“ "Uunyii 'atsanalyam athésh,”
a'ét.

Tuuwamp a'étk athawk,
amatk athotk siivat.

Ayuutk siivat,

Xwetsxwéts avats aytuk siivak.
“Mobo,

kamathttum muuvdam?
'Atsmuumatsanyts analytak,
andlytok ath6tom 'aytut.
'Ashkwilyt 'a'fi 'avak 'athtitya,”



He settled down there.

“I have come,

my friend,” he said;
“Oh’ ”

(Oriole) said.

He saw him,

there he was,

he was very thin,

he wasn’t even human,

and as for his eyes,

they were terrible empty holes,
there he was.

There he was,

and they threw him something,
they gave it to him,

and he sat there munching it.

They used deer meat,
they gave it to him,
and he ate it —

he was eating meat.

And as soon as he stood up,

it disengaged and fell out.

“It’s because I've lost a sister-in-law,”
he said.

He took what are called leftovers,
and he sat there eating them.

He sat there looking,

that Oriole sat there looking.
“Well,

what is the matter with you?
The things you eat fall out,
I've seen them fall out.
Maybe I'll sew it up,”
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a'étom;
“ 'Ax6ttk,”
a'étom.

Aa'démpom,
shakwilyk vuunéok aaviirtsom,
siivéat.

Nyuuvéaatk suuvaat.
"Mbo,
ma'axott-tansk,

'anymaataqwérak muuviaxa,
vathi aman,”
a'ét.

“Kuutara'iy ta'axdnam,
nyaayudu 'awitsk,
nyaa'uunéok 'uunéowa,”
a'ét.

« Aa,
'athdxa.”

A'étk,
siivak athauk a'étk.



he said.
“All right,”
(Coyote) said.

He bent over,
and (Oriole) sewed him up and finished,
and there he was.

He stayed there.

“Well,

if you are really good,

you may keep company with us,
from here on,”

he said.

“Behave yourself,

and we’ll do things together,
now that we’re here,”

he said.

“Yes,
I'll do it.”

And so,
there they were, they say.
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Kwaytu

Told by Mary K. Escalanti

Kwaytu
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Pak Atsé
Told by Rosita Carr

All three stories translated by Barbara Levy,
George Bryant, and Amy Miller
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Kwaytiu (The One Who Sees) is a giant who gets his name from his
tremendous size and the view which it affords him. The narratives in this
chapter tell about Kwaytiu from three radically different perspectives.

Notes and synopsis: Mary Kelly Escalanti’s story of
Kwayiiu

Mary Kelly Escalanti told her story of Kwayiiu to Abe Halpern on
September 15, 1978. Halpern later reviewed his transcript of the narrative
with Barbara Levy.

This story focuses on two boys whose parents have been eaten by
Kwaytiu. The boys are raised by their grandmother. Eventually they
decide to avenge their parents” death by killing the giant. Ignoring their
grandmother’s warnings, they make a difficult journey through the four
levels of heaven to where the monster lives among the bones of his victims.

The journey is made on foot, and one of the boys sings of the pain caused
by his shoe. The lines of the song,

‘Anyxdmartty akdamawépetik aléeletii
aliildalalda alfildalalda

are heard, under comparable circumstances, in Tom Kelly’s story ‘Aavém
Kwasdm in Chapter 6.

When they reach the home of Kwayiiu, the boys find that he is blind, and
they tease him. Somehow Kwayiiu manages to catch them, and he instructs
his wife to cook them. The boys use their spiritual powers to summon
rain, so that the wife is unable to light a fire. Instead of cooking the boys,
she makes shuuvii (a term which may be translated either as ‘porridge” or
‘gravy’). When Kwayiiu eats it, his insides are cut apart by sharp objects
which the boys have placed in the shuuvii, and he dies.

The boys watch him die. They sing a song which puts the spirits of his
victims to rest, and then they go home and tell the news to their grandmother.
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Notes and synopsis: Josefa Hartt’s story of Kwayiiu

Josefa Hartt’s story of Kwayiiu has been extracted from a longer narrative
which was recorded on February 12, 1981. Halpern reviewed his transcript
of the story with Eunice Miguel.

Josefa Hartt’s story begins with the family of Kwayiu. This family has
four sons, the youngest and smallest of whom grows to an extraordinary
size and becomes known as Kwaytiu.

Kwaytiu kills and eats people. His older brother, living at the bottom of
the ocean, finds out what is happening. He goes to Kwayiiu and orders him
to stop. Kwayiiu hears him, but he is blind, so he cannot see who is speaking,
and he pays no attention. Relatives warn him that someone is coming for
him, but he ignores the warnings and just lies there.

The brother tries to drag Kwayiiu into the water. This is difficult, because
Kwaytiu is so big. Finally, Kwayiiu grows wings and tries to escape by flying.
When he beats his wings, the wings leave an imprint in the wet ground
which may still be seen today. He struggles, walks, and sits down, and the
imprint left by his buttocks may likewise be seen today.

Eventually the brother succeeds in pulling Kwayiu into the water. When
Kwayiiu is finally dead, someone pulls his wing feathers into the shape of
a teepee.

The Creator, who has been watching, denounces both Kwayiiu and the
brother who killed him. Dark clouds gather. The brother uses lightning to
destroy himself and everything around him.

Notes and synopsis: Rosita Carr’s story Piik Atsé

Rosita Carr told the story Puk Atsé to Abe Halpern on February 1, 1978.
Halpern later reviewed his transcript of the story with Mina Hills.

This story begins with a murder. Piik Atsé’s daughteris killed by strangers.
Her body is found by Roadrunner, who hurries to the woman’s home
to notify her family. The people there do not understand Roadrunner’s
language, and one interpreter after another fails to decipher his message.
(This passage is very funny: the storyteller laughs, her audience laughs,
and everyone who listens to the recording laughs as well.) Finally Piik Atsé
himself appears. He is able to understand Roadrunner, and he learns that
his daughter is dead.

The daughter’s body is brought home, and the people from Piik Atsé’s
household avenge her death by killing the enemy.
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A young woman from the enemy camp survives and is taken home by
Piik Atsé. A baby and an old woman also survive. The baby becomes the
main character of the story. Even as an infant, he has extraordinary spiritual
powers. Piik Atsé’s colleagues try to shoot him, burn him, and drown him
in the rain, but his powers protect him, and their attempts fail. Finally he is
left to starve — and of course this fails as well. Although he is still a baby,
he manages to heal the old woman, who has been shot with an arrow, and
she takes care of him. He hunts and provides food for them both.

The baby grows into a boy and has a series of adventures. He manages to
escape from Old Lady Flesh-Ripper, from a monster called liydam Kwakdap,
who swallows him, and from Eagle, who tries to feed him to her chicks.
Eventually he sets off to find and kill the giant Kwayiiu. This time, he is
not so lucky: Kwayiiu catches him and takes him beyond the four levels
of heaven. When Kwayiiu’s four wives try to roast him, he summons rain
to extinguish their cooking fire. He adds sharp rocks to the meal which
the wives are preparing. Kwayiiu gulps his food, and the sharp rocks cut
his throat. Once Kwayiiu is dead, the boy brings the four wives down to
the first level of heaven. He turns himself into an arrow and returns to his
home to visit the old woman who raised him.

The boy remains at home and grows up. Eventually he turns himself
into a newly hatched dove and begins another adventure. He is recognized
and caught. He is taken to an old man (who might be Piik Atsé), but he
manages to escape, and there the story ends.

Comparative note

A monster known as Kwayziu is also found in Mojave literature. According to
Kroeber (1948:48), his name “means a meteor or fireball, usually conceived
of as a monster or man-eater.” His four wives are the daughters of the sun
(Kroeber 1948:12).
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Kwaytu
Told by Mary Kelly Escalanti

Xuumaarats vuunook,
xavik vuunéok,
'aankdéoyats viivam.
Namaawk a'im.

Viivam,

nyaava,

nyaavats xatalom,
ay6ovak vanyuunéok.
Maawiik.

Antdy nyaany,

nyakénya,

giant nyaanyts,

as6o—

amia—

aséok nyiitsdavok a'ét.
Pa'iipéa,

pa'iipda avawétk vuunootk.
'Améyvi alythik,

avawétk vuunoot.

Vanyuunéok,

kaathém ta'axansk,

Kwaytu a'im amulyk viithikem,
a'émom.

“'Aaly'étk vany'uunéok.
'Awétstanak 'aydov.
'Aybov

'attapéoytxa!”

a'ét.

Taptiytm a'im.
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There were children,

there two of them there,

and there was a little old lady.

They called her Grandmother, they say.

There she was,

and these (children),

these (children) were orphans,

and (someone) was watching them.
She was a relative.

That mother of theirs,

and their father,

that giant

had eaten—

had eaten—

he had eaten them up, they say.
People,

he had been doing that to people.
He was up in a high place,

and he had been doing that.

He was around here,

he really was doing whatever it was,
and he was named Kwaytu,

they might have said.

“I've been thinking.

We will go and take a look.
We will watch him
and we will kill him
(one of boys) said.

'”

He was going to kill him, they say.
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'Aakéoyonyts vanyaavak a'im,
“Makavaarak!

Matsavaamum.

Pa'iipda nyiikwandamoats nyaathtuva.
Matsavaam.

Matapty a'im.”

'Awitsxa.
'Aybéovxa.”

“'Amayvi athik viithikom,
matsavdam alyma'émuam.
Map6oytim!”

A'av alya'ém.
“ 'Awétsk 'aybovxa,”
nyaa'étka.

liw4a vathily tsavaw,
viiwétsk.

'Améayvi nath6mk,
viiwétsam.
Nyiindamts athotk,
nyaaytu tsdamsaly,
'ax6tt alya'émom,
viiwéts.

Uuv'dak viiwéts.

'Akérom,

'amdy athik aatsuumpépom,
a'éta.

Xalyaviim.

Tsuumpépom,
nakaydamok viiwétsk.
Viiwétsk uuv'éok;
nyaapo6oyk uuv'éok.

Viiwétsk viiwétsom;
nyiindam,
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The old woman was sitting here, and she said,
“You are mistaken!

You won’t be able to do it.

He is a dangerous person.

You can’t do it.

He is going to kill you.”

“We will do it.
We will take a look.”

“He is up in a high place,
and there’s not a chance you’ll able to do it.
You are going to die!”

They didn’t listen.
“We’ll go and take a look,”
they said.

They set their hearts on it,

and they went.

They headed towards the high place,
and they went.

It was dangerous,

everything (was),

it wasn’t good,

(but) they went.

They went walking.

Long ago,

there were four levels of heaven,
they say.

There might have been.

There were four of them,

and (the boys) went heading straight toward them.
They went along and they stopped,;

when they were exhausted, they stopped.

They went and went;
it was dangerous,
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nyaaytu tsdamoly aspér tanom nyamnayémok.
Matxats amiim.

Kaawits stones awiim,

tsakyévok vaawiim,

nyiitsamiim,

nyamuupuiuvt.

Kaawits awiim,

nyamuupiuv vanyaawéts,

tsuumpap.

Makyi nyaawéts,
nyaanyi,

iiményts aravta,
uuv'dak vuuwétsony.
[iményts arav.

'Ashénta,
nyaxmanyéwats,
xamanyéwots aravom,
amiim siividm.

“'Anyxamarty akdamawépetik aléeletii?
Aliilaalalaa aliilaalalaa,”

a'étk siiva.

A'fim,

siiva.

Kaa'émok a'iim:
“Xamanyéw avany,
kamawémom?
Aravok!” a'im,
“lim,” a'im,

amiim siivat.

A'fim,

siivak,

amiim suundo.
Nyaaxéttom,
viiwétst.
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they went through all (kinds of) very powerful things.
The wind howled.

He had used some kind of stones,

he had put them together like this,

and put them down there,

and (the boys) went through that.

He had done something (else),

and they went through that and went on,

(through) four (levels).

Somewhere, as they went along,
at that (point),

their feet hurt,

because of (all) their walking.
Their feet hurt.

One of them,

his shoe,

the shoe hurt him,

and he sat there crying.

“My shoe, what have you done to it?
Fire is burning, fire is burning,”

he went on saying.

So,

there he was.

He said something:
“That shoe,

what did you do to it?
It hurts!” he said,

“It’s all over,” he said,
and he sat there crying.

So,

there he was,

and he was crying.
When it was better,
they went on.
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Viiwétsk viiwétsk viiwéts,
nyamaam,
nyaakatdnamok,

ay6ovak vuundo.

Kwaytunyts sanyaathik,
siivak.

Tasinymak,

'atsaydu alya'émk,
siivak athaum.

Vanyaavak.
Xuumaéaranyts katdnmoak vuunéony;
'avany nakwiinak ay6ovak vuunéo.

Nyamuuéevtak vuundo.

lishdalyva —

tasinymok,

iishaaly vaawéemtiyum.
Athaw,

nyiishtdu a'étk vaawétk awim.

Tsakavaaras.
Tsakavar apéoy a'étk nakwiinak vuundo.

Vuunéom,
suundéonykom,
kaawémok vanyaavik,
nyiishtét!

Xuuvikaly!
Nyiishtaum.

Nyiishtum siithdwom;
“Mébo.”

Nyaavéets,
viivak,
nyaanyts.
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They went and went and went,
and finally,

they got there,

and they watched for him.

Kwaytu was over there,
there he was.

He was blind,

he couldn’t see anything,
and there he was.

There he was.
The children got there, and there they were;
they went around the house looking.

They played tricks on him.

This arm of his —

he was blind,

and he waved his arm around like this.
He (wanted to) get them,

and he tried to catch them, like this.

They laughed.
They went around laughing fit to die.

There they were,

and he was around there,
he was doing something,
and he caught them!
Both of them!

He caught them.

He caught them and there they were;
“Well, now,” (he said).

His wife,
here she was,
that one.
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“Mobo,

'aakéoy!

'Aakoboyey!

Kaytuk kakawémom,
'améaawu!”

a'ét.

“Aa-a,
'awéxa,”
a'im.

Tashkyénats viivam,
nyaany alytsdam.
Alytly a'fim uunéo.

Uunéom,

xuumaaranyts viithdwany.
Xuumaarava,

shatuumats nyiikwanéam,
viithdwk athdam.

“'Awiim 'a'avxa,”
a'lim viithawk awim,
uuv'aw a'érak.
Uuv'awk,
a'érom.

'Amatonyts 'axayk,
'a'finyts 'axdykom,
tardalya'ém nyiikwév.
Ap6m alya'ém.

AthtGum,
viithaw.
Viithdwm,
awétontim,
athunti alya'ém;
tarda alya'ém.



“Well, now,

old woman!

Old woman!

Go and do something
so that I may eat!”
he said.

“Yes,
I will do it,”
she said.

There was a pot there,
and she put those (boys) in it.
She was getting ready to cook them.

She went on,

and the children were here.
These children,

(they had) powerful dreams,
there they were.

“I will try to do it,”
they were saying, and so,

they used their power to make it rain.

It rained,
(because) they used their power.

The earth got wet,

and the wood got wet,

and she couldn’t get it to burn at all.
It wouldn’t burn.

JOROROR
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So,

here they were.

Here they were,

and she did it again,

and once again it didn’t happen;
she couldn’t get it to burn.
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Vuunéonyk,

nyaatsavaamok,

nyaa,

'aakéoyanyts uukandav alya'émoxayk,
nyaayiu kwanymé awét.

Shuuviik,
a'éta.
Shuuviik.

Pa'iipda uu'itsapatonyts:
shuuviik a'étom.
Awiim vuunéok.

Kwara'dkonya,
shamathii kuu'éyk,
aytulya'émkom.

“Mobo,
nyaamaaviirkom?”
“Aa,

'aaviirak.
Mamaxa,” a'im.

Xuumdaranyts a'davak ay6ovok avathaw,
vuunéok awim.

Nyaatdpom,

‘apilyk iindamam,

avi tsavawom.
Kwaytunyts avdak awim,
athawk,

JOROROR
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amaam.

“'Apilyk,” a'ét.
“'Apilyk.
'An6gom 'apilyk,” a'ét.
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She went on,

and when she found it impossible,
well,

the old woman didn’t tell him,
she did something else (instead).

She made gravy,
they say.
She made gravy.

That’s what people say:
she made gravy, they say.
She went about doing it.

As for the old man,
he didn’t know, poor thing,
because he couldn’t see.

“Well, now,

have you finished?”
“Yes,

I'm finished.

You may eat,” she said.

The children were watching and listening.
there they were.

She put (the food) down,
and it was very hot,

and she put it there.
Kwayuu got there, and so,
he took it,

and he ate it.
“It’s hot,” he said.

“It’s hot.
It’s a little bit hot,” he said.
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Xuumdaaranyts

kaawits,

mattnamiilok uuvaak,

kaawits 'ashdak ath6oyvtanom alytsamiim.
Tsuumpéapk viithaw.

Awim.

AxtGupxayam,
vathily vaawé awét,
maxakaly.
Aakyéttk,

vaawé.

“'Apilyk!” a'ét.

“'0ok,
'apilypaa!”

a'étk,

kandavaok siivat.

Yeah,

a'étk,

viivam,

nyaa'dvkom —
viithawk,

aviithawk a'avtanak.

Nyaawintim,

nyaawintim,

'anégom vaa'ée a'é ta'axdnom a'av.
“Xwoott!

‘Uupilyony!”

a'ét.

Viithawk,
viithawk,
nyaawintim,
“'Apily ta'axénak,”
a'étk;

viiva.
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The children

(had done) something,

they had used their powers,

and they had put some kind of very sharp bones in it.
There were four (bones).

They had done it.

He slurped it down, and all of a sudden,
it went like this, right in here,

inside him.

It cut him,

like this.

“It’s hot!” he said.

“Ooh,

it’s so hot!”

he said,

and he sat there telliing her about it.

Yeah,

and so,

here he was,

and when they heard him —

here they were,

they were right there and they heard him.

When he did it again,

when he did it again,

he really did go like this a little, and they heard him.
“Oh, my!

How hot it is!”

he said.

There they were,

there they were,

and when he did it again,
“It’s really hot,”

he said;

here he was.
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Tsapéetanom.
“Aaaal”

a'ét,

nyamaam,

aakyitt achémtom,
maxakaly.
Nyaawiim,

viivak.

Nyaawintik,
nyamaam,
nyaaxuupantim,
nyaméam,
nyuupayom,;
axuip vaawée.

'Uupilyany matt-tsapéek.

Avily aakyéttkom &am.
Vaa'é.
Apuy.

A'étom,

nyiiy6ovak.

Viithawk,
'atsakavartanak viithaw.

“Méo.”

'Aakdoyonyts aytiuk suuvaa.
“Mobo,” nyaa'fim.
Nyaaptyom ayéovak.
Uuv'éok vuunéok.

Nyaaytu tsdamaly ayéovak vuundony.

Pa'iipda nyatsashdakonyts,
tsdam vath4 lyaviik,
nyaany lyaviik,
kaawitsanyts,
matt-tsapéetan.
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It was overwhelming.

“Ahhhh!”

he said,

that’s all;

it had almost cut right through him,
(from) the inside.

Then,

here he was.

He did it again,

and that’s all,

when he slurped it up again,
that’s all,

it was all gone;

he had slurped it up, like this.

It was overwhelmingly hot.

It had cut through, here (inside him).
He went like this.
And he died.

So,

they were watching.

Here they were,

and they were really laughing.

“Well, now.”

The old woman was watching, over there.
“Well, now,” she said.

They watched him die.

They were standing there.

All the things were watching.

People’s bones,

all of them were like this,

they were like that,

whatever (they were),

there were a whole lot of them.
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Ayéovak vuunéok vuunéok,
nyuuv'éok.

Nyuuv'éok a'im,
aashtuuvarat:

“Eemévats,

iishaaly,

akwetsats awétsots,
awék oon6ondon,
awék oondondo.
Awék oonéonébon,
awék oon6ondo.
Eemévats,

iishaaly,

akwétsats awétsots,
awék oondondon,
awék,”

a'étk suunook.

Aandaly a'im —
iishaalya,

iimé vathats,

iishaalyova,

alykwathaw tsuuétsots —
nyaa'im.

fim,

kanaavka,

aashtuuvar.

Nyaaytu tsdamaly,
nydanyts athétkam viithdwash.
lim aashtuuvarak.

Amiim siiv'awk a'fikota.

“Moo,
vany'uunéok,
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They were watching, on and on,
they stood there.

They stood there, and so,
they sang:

“This foot of his,

his hand,

they did it, they did it,
they were doing it,
they were doing it.
They were doing it,
they were doing it,
This foot of his,

his hand,

they did it, they did it,
they were doing it,
they did it,”

they were saying it.

They moved aside —

a hand,

this foot,

this hand,

these bones that were there —
(that’s what) it says.

It came to an end,
and they told about it,
they sang about it.

All those things,

those (things) were there.
It came to an end and they sang.

(The boys) stood there crying, they say.

“Okay,
here we are,
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'ay6ovkom dam,
'atatapooyt.
'Ankavék.”

'Aakéoyany —
namaawk a'étoma —
nyaanya,

ay6ovak

uukaniav a'im.

'Avii natsén a'im viinathfis,

matt-tsapéek,

nuutsénoxany,

'uukérony matt-tsapéem,

vanyuuv'6ok.

“Ka'thuatsk 'ankavék av'auv'6ok 'athémum,’
nyaa'iima.

)

Uuv'éok uuv'éok,
awim,

arrow mattatséwk.
Arrow.

Tipa.

JORORON
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Tipa

'iip4 mattatséwk,
nyaanya.

Natsénok vinathiik,
shox a'étk,
'avuumak uuv'éok.

Aytum.

Xatalwéts avuuvaak;

Xatalwé uu'itsony,

'uuldayony!

Nyaaytu tsdamoly athtu a'étum!
Aytum uuvaak,

nyaanyts,

'aak6éoyony vashawk a'étk;
vuuvaak.
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we have seen him,
and we have killed him.
We’re going back.”

The old woman —

they called her their grandmother, they say —
that one,

they were going to see her

and tell her about it.

They came this way, intending to go down the mountain, but
it was overwhelming,

the way they were to come down,

the distance was overwhelming,

and as they stood there.

“I wonder how we might get back,”

they said.

They stood there and stood there,
and so,

they turned themselves into arrows.
Arrows.

Arrows.

JORORON
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Arrows,

they turned themselves into arrows,
those (boys).

They came down,

swiftly,

and they stood behind the house.

He was watching them.

Coyote was there;

the one they call Coyote,

how bad he was!

He always wanted to do everything!

He was watching them,

he was the one,

he was supposed to be taking care of the old woman;
here he was.
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'Aldaytanom ayo6ov.
'Aldayom nyaayéov,
“Xwoott,” a'im,
vathi uuv'éok,
matsats'iim uuv'6ok
ayoov.

Uuv'éok awim,
uupuiuv.

JORORON
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Xatalwényts,
'atsardv kamaly a'étk viithik.

“Ka'thémaly,” aaly'étk uuvaam,
ay6ovak.

“Mobo,
'atatapéoyta.
'Akatank.”

“Makyi makwiivom,
nyiirish a'iika 'aaly'{im,
'amétk 'avat,”
'aak6oyonyts a'fim.

“'Attapéoyvak nya'thtuva,”
a'fim nyuuv'6ok.

A'étom,
'a'avak,
nydamdaamta.
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They saw that he was bad.
When they saw that he was bad,
“Oh, my,” they said,

and they stood here,

they stood there crying,

and they watched.

They stood there, and so,
they went in.

JORORON
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That Coyote,
he was lying there pretending to be sick.

“What shall I do?” he was wondering,
and they looked at him.

“Okay,
we’ve killed him.
We have returned,” they said.

“Somehow you left (home),

and I thought you were gone (for good),
and I cried,”

the old woman said.

“We killed him,”
they stood there saying it.

They said it,
and I heard it,
and that’s all.
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Kwaytu

Told by Josefa Hartt

Nydaava,

iipaats,

sanya'dkom xavik nyiithdwk viithawk,
awim,

nyaava,

xuuméey 'iipatsanyts tsuumpdapk a'étoma.

1

Tsuumpapk,
tsuumpapk viithawam.

Viithawam,

a'im,

ashiitk.

“Méaanyts,

ma'xottk,

mav'aak,

nyaayliu mathdum.
Maxalykwéaxa,”
a'fim.

Nya'iim,

nyiivantim,

a'im,

“Méaanyts,

vanyaamayaak,

xaasa'ily t6 ta'axan,

maxakaly manyvayk.

Nyaaytu 'ats'iipdyats alyuuvaak,
viikwuuvaa vathany.

Maytuk mavashawk viimathikxa,”
a'fik a'étontima.

A'flim,
daytontik a'étoma.
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This one,

a man,

he was with his wife and here they were,
and so,

as for these (people),

they had four sons, they say.

There were four of them,
there were four of them here.

Here they were,

and so,

and he called them by name.
“You,

you will be good,

you will travel,

and you will do things.

You will hunt,”

he said.

Then,

another one was there,

and he said to him,

“You,

you will go along,

and at the very center of the ocean

you will live at the bottom.

There is a creature or something in there,
this one that is there.

You will watch him and take care of him,”
he said, they say.

So,
he gave (the third son a task) too, they say.
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Nyiidaytsontim,
uuvaaxayom,

xeekényts nyaa'iim,
family,

'ashéntts alyvak 'aldayum.
A'épom 'a'dvonyk.
Nya'étom 'a'ava,

Nyéany kandavtontik a'éta.

“Avathoéxa.

Kaawémok,

'ax6tt tdnak viithik alya'émoxa.
“Alyvék matt-ta'aaldayum.
Alyvak 'atsathtts 'aldayum.
Athéxa.”

A'intik.

“AthGum,

nydany mayuuk;
mavashawxa,”

a'fim.

A'étontik;

nyiikuunéaveats athtium,
nyéava aytuk viithdwom.

Tapéar tanats,

'an6q tanats,

viivak,

viivatk.

Nyéavots amék athii tanak,
vanyaavak.

Saathtu a'étkom a'avak athuum.

limaattonyts 'axott-tom,
nyaathtdum,

kaa'its athGum,
vanyaathikom.
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He gave them (their tasks),

and there they were, and all of a sudden —
when white people say it,

(in) a family,

one (family member) among them might be bad.
I've heard them mention this.

I've heard them say it.

They talk about that too, they say.

“It will happen.

Whatever he does,

it won’t be very good.

“He is in (the family) and he might go bad.

He is in (the family) and what he does might be bad.
It will happen.”

They say (that) too.

“So,

that’s what you (should) look out for;

you must be careful,”

he said.

He said it again;

that’s what he told them about,

(so that) they would keep an eye on this one.

The very last one,

the very small one,

here he was,

here he was.

This one came after (the others),
and here he was.

They understood that he was like that.

His body was fine,
and then,

something happened,
and here he was.
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Athtum:

vatayk,

'améek,

viiydanyk viiydaptom —
'aytunyk —

nyaanyi avathotk,
viiydanyk

viiydanyk.

Mattnyiitspéetk,

alyméetanak;

nyanyonyts,

xeykoéts nydanyts giant a'im a'itya.

Nydanyts avathétk a'étoma.
Avathétom.

Nyéanya,

'Anykwatsaananyts nydany 'ashék;
Kwaytu 'a'étoma.

Vatayk nyiindamk,

nyaaydu tsdamk ayauk a'fikem a'im,
Kwaytu a'étk,

ashét.

Tom

vuuvaatk;

nya'katsk,

'atsnyaashuupawk vanyuuvaak,
nyaava.

Ava'aak vaa'é a'étk viithfitk,
makyi av'aw 'atsaytutk,
avathotk,

ava'aak;

“Vaathoéxa,” a'ét,

makyi av'awk 'atsaydutk,
avathotk;

“Vathik,” a'étk,

“Vathik, a'étk,

“Vaatho6tk uuvaat.”
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It happened:

he became big,

he became tall,

he went on and on (growing) —
I've seen this before —

it happened there,

he went on

and on.

He was overwhelming,

he was really tall;

those (people),

those white people call them giants, they say.

That’s what happened, they say.

It happened.

That (person),

we Quechans named him,;

we called him Kwaytdu (The One Who Sees).

He was extraordinarily big,

and he could see everything, they say,
(so) they called him Kwaytu,

they named him (that).

And

here he was;

he got older,

and he understood things,
this one.

He came walking this way like this,

and he stood somewhere and looked around,
he did that,

he walked;

“This is how it will be,” he said,

and he stopped somewhere and looked around,
he did that;

“Here,” he said,

“Here,” he said,

“This is how things are.”
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Nyuuvéavaly,
pa'iipaats siithAwom,
nyaanya,

athawk

asootk a'étomal!

Aso6otk uuvaatk,
uuvaaxayk,
nyiithikom,
viiydaxayk.
Kwanymé awét!

Avathikom,
viiyaaxayk,

kwanymé awétk!
Athétk vaa'étk uuvaat.

Uuvaatom,

nyaavats awiim.
Pa'iipdavets vanyaathawk,
mattaar alya'émak,

nydava,

they fight against one another,
a'lim,

athétkom a'finy a'étontima.
AthtGum athtuk a'étoma.

Nyaathtum,

vanyuuvaak.

Nydavoats,

xavik avats,

xaasa'ily tély kwathik,
nydava aytu lya'émtom dam.
Viithiik.

Nyiinyaav'awontim,
nyiiv'awk viiv'awam ayuut.
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He was around there,

and there were people over there,
and as for that one,

(Kwaytu) caught him,

and he ate him, they say!

He went about eating him,

he was still here, when suddenly,
(someone else) was there,

and (Kwaytu) went after him.
He did it to another one!

(Someone else) was there,
and (Kwaytiu) went along,
and he did it to another one!
He kept doing this.

There he was,

he was the one who was doing it.
These people were there,

they didn’t like each other,

these (people),

they fought against one another,
they say,

it happened, they say.

That’s how it was, they say.

Then,

he was around there.

This one,

this brother of his,

the one that was in the middle of the ocean,
he couldn’t see this (bad brother) at all.
And (the bad one) came.

He was standing there,
and (his brother) saw him standing there.
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Nyaaytuk a'im,

“Ma'uuldayony!

Mattmatspéetanak ammuuvaantash!
Mdéany nyaydum!

Mata'aaldaytanok maydam!

“'Aytuk va'athik 'athitya.
Av'athiktosaa,
makyik mathtntik ammuuvaa alyma'émoxa!”

A'étk.

Pa'iipaa tsaqwérok vuunéom,
a'avtosaa,

makyits aytu lya'ématok;
lawalaw a'im,

vaa'iim,

vathi ayuauk,

vathi aytduk,

uuvéaanyk uuvéany.

Nyiinyaakwévom,
takavéktak,
viiyémoak,

avaam.

Suuvaatk,

suuvaatanyk,
“'Ayaantik,

'a'dvxa,” nyaaly'iim,
nyaany,

nyaavom vanyaathiintik.

Nyaavaantik,
pa'iipda nyaathawtontim,
aytutk avathikeny.

Ayuutk viithiknyak,

a'flim,

“Ma'uuldayonyts nyiindamtanam!
Muuvaatosaa,

makyik ma'iipAyk ammawinti alyma'émoxa!”
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When he saw him, he said,
“How bad you are!

You are going too far with it!

I see you!

You go along destroying things!

“I am here watching.
(As long as) I am here,
you’ll never act this way again!”

He said it.

Someone was speaking,

and (Kwaytu) heard it, but

he never saw anyone;

he turned his head from side to side,
he went like this,

he looked here,

and he looked here,

he went on and on.

When he failed (to see anyone),
he went back,

he went away,

and he got there.

There he was,

there he was, until

“I’ll go back again,

and I'll listen,” he thought,

and as for that,

at that (point), he came (back) again.

He got there again,
he caught (another) person,
and (his brother) was there watching.

He was here watching,

and he said,

“How extremely bad you are!

Here you are, but

you will never do (this) again as long as you live!”
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A'étk,
vuunéom,
a'avak;

vaa'iim,
ayduny,
nyiirish a'ét.
'Axaly athiktak,
kwa'itsony,
aytulya'ém,;
nyiikwévom.

Vanyuuvéak,
siiyémtok;

siithik,

siithikxayom,
pa'iipda —
maawiinyts,

antdy nyaké nyaanyts siithaw.
Aviamxayk —
nyaavaamoak,
awémoly ashmatk.
Apatk,

xaavily xiipantokom,
iimény 'axdly tsandk,
apatk viithik.

Ashmatk viithik.

Aybovk avathawnyak,

a'lim,

“ 'Eey!

Kaméanom!

Pa'iipdats mathiik avathii'ash!”
a'ét.

“Kamanoak!” a'étk,

shamén vuunéonyk.
“Kaawits makyim athiikpom,
ma'iim,”

a'ét,

takavék apatk.



Three Stories About Kwayiiu

He said it,

he went on,

and (Kwaytu) heard him;

he went like this,

he looked,

(but) there was nobody there.
He was in the water,

the one who had said it,

and (Kwaytu) didn’t see him;
it was no use.

He was around here,

and he went away;

he was over there,

he was over there, and suddenly,
people —

his relatives,

his mother and father were over there.
He got there, and suddenly —
when he got there,

he immediately went to sleep.
He lay down,

the river was nearby,

and he put his feet in the water,
and he lay down and lay there.

He lay there sleeping.

They were watching him,

and they said,

“Hey!

Get up!

Someone is coming after you!”
they said.

“Get up!” they said,

and they went about waking him up.
“Someone is coming from somewhere,
you say,”

he said,

and he lay back down.
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Aytutk,

“Avathiim,

nya'iiva!

Kamank!” a'étk vuundony.
Makyik a'aveny.

Nyéava,

antsénvats,

nyamaam,

nyaayaak a'iim,

nyaayuu,

kaawits,

'axd xamoéolom a'im,

xeykots a'étom,

'a'dvany.

Xéanyts xamoolpam 'aytunyk.

Nydany iithém tapéttk a'étoma.

lithém nyaatapéttk,
'axany kavkyéwk,
xaavily avany kavkyéwk,
viiydatk athtuk a'ét.

Viiyaatk,
viiyaat.

Viiyaatom,

“Kaawits avathiik!”
a'lim,

“ 'Ashuupawash,” a'étk,
“Avathiik!

Kamanoak!” a'fim.
“Kamanoak!” a'iim;
shaméan vuundo,
nyiikwév.

Amanok,
ayuuk,
nyaayduny,
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They looked around.

“He’s coming,

I tell you!

Get up!” they went on saying.

He didn’t pay any attention at all.

This one,

his older brother,

finally,

he went along,

well,

somehow,

the water is foamy, they say,
white people say it,

and I've heard them.

I’'ve seen how foamy the water is.

He covered his face with that, they say.

He covered his face,

and he went upstream,

he went up that river,

and he went along, they say.

He went along,
and he went along.

He went along, and
“Something is coming!”

(his brother) said;

“I know it,” he said.

“It’s coming!

Get up!” he said.

“Get up!” he said;

he kept trying to get him up,
but it was no use.

He got up,
and he saw it,
(this) thing,
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kaly'aaxwdayony,

'axaly atdpk vaawétk awét.
“Kaawits makyém athiikpa,
ma'im,

nyiiriish a'im viithawk athépaka.”

“AthGum,

nya'fiva!” a'fim,
uukandavok vuundéony,
nyiikwévom.

Apétk alyaskyfitk.

Nyaathikom,

nyaanyi,

kaawémok —

makyém 'athiik 'athtim,
nyiinyatséwk,
nyiinyaapax.

Nyéanya,

vathény,

nyaanya,
Nyi'anykwatséwonyts,
ayo6ov alya'émots
kaly'aaxwaayony.

Nyaata'alyk,

'aviiny uushak,

vaawé nyaawiim,

vaaw{im.

Xaavily atséwk,

alytsatsénm athtuk a'étoma,
xaasa'ilya.

“Vathéany,

xaavilyany,

Kwaxwétt-ts a'fim,
maapa'iipdany nyam'axé6ttk,”
nyaa'im,

nyuuvaa.
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his war club,

and he threw it into the water like this.
“Someone is coming from somewhere,
you say,

(but) there is nothing there.”

“There is,

I am telling you!” he said,
and he kept on telling him,
but it was no use.

(Kwaytu) continued to lie there.

He lay there,

and at that (point),

somehow —

we came from somewhere, and so,
we were created,

and we were placed there.

As for that,

this one,

that one,

our Creator,

what he didn’t see
(was) the war club.

He carried it,

and he stuck it into the rock,

he went like this, and then,

he went like this.

He created the river,

and he made it go down, they say,
into the ocean.

“As for this,

the river,

it’s called the Colorado (River),
and it is good for you people,”
(that’s what) he said,

as he was there.
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“Nyiimuuvaat,
'axa maa'aurak.

“A'fim,
nyiinyaauupéxts ath6tom athdum.

“Kaawits makyém athiik,
avathiwim,”

nyaa'ét,

takavék apatk a'étoma.
“Nyéany avathtuk,
avathtu kwa'atstosaa.”

“Kaawits kamathium muuviam?
Nydany ath6tom,

'aytiutom,

nyaayuunyts 'ax6tt alya'ém tan,”
nyaa'iim,

a'dvox Aar alya'émok;

apatk ashmatk;

nyiikwév,

athawatanam,

ashmat.

Ashmatk athoétk,
viithikom.

“Avathiik,
nyaaxiipanam,
nya'iva!”

A'fim,

shamanak vuunéony,
nyiikwévtak,
ashmédam viithikom.

Nyamkwatsuumpap,
nyamavaamoak,

iimé taxpalyk,

xaly kavathtuntak a'étoma.
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“There you are,
you are on the edge of the water.

“SO,
I have placed you here.

“Someone is coming from somewhere,
and (something) might happen,”

he said,

and he lay back down, they say.
“That (might) happen,

it (might) happen, just as you said. ”

“What are you doing?

It is happening,

I see it,

and things don’t look very good,”

he said,

and (his brother) didn’t want to listen;
he lay down and went to sleep;

it was no use;

(sleep) just took him,

and he went to sleep.

He slept,
lying here.

“He’s coming,
he’s nearby,
I tell you!”

He said it,

he tried to wake him up,
but it was no use;

(Kwaytu) lay there sleeping.

The fourth (time),

(his brother) got there,

and he pulled on his legs,

and he submerged them in the water, they say.
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Vathtiunak,

161alalal awétk.
Vuuthfit.
Vuuthiixaym,
'axanyts ardawom am,
uukavék.

Vuuthiinyk,
vuuthfiiny.

Vuuthiim,

“Matsavaam mathGum.
Mawiim,

matt'atspéenypatk 'athitya,”
a'ét.

“'Ashuumdéany nyi'ndam.
Nyi'anymuukdamxats athtaulya'émoxa,”
a'étom.

“Kavaarxa.

Mamadnonti 'a'im 'a'fim 'awfi aly'a'émak,
'‘awé'ash,”

a'étapatk,

vuuthfit.

Vanyuuthiim,

nyaanyi,

kam'aly.

liwdam alynyiinyaathtutsk,
malyaxauyk.

uunéok aaviirak.

Nyaaytu,

athim,

ayérak atspaAmxalyk a'étk,
alynyiinyaathtuts.

Nydavi nyaathik,

nyaavi malyxény vaawiim,
vaa'fim.

Vaawé a'fim,

nyaanyom.
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They were submerged,

and they made (the water) bubble.

He brought him this way.

He brought him this way, and suddenly
the water ran very fast,

and it took him back again.

He brought him this way,

and he brought him this way.

He brought him this way.
“You can’t do it.

You are doing it, (but)

I am powerful too,”
(Kwaytu) said.

“My dreams are powerful.
You can never defeat me,”

he said.

“It won’t happen.

I am not going to let you get up again,
I am doing it,”

(his brother) said in turn,

and he brought him along.

He brought him along,

and at that (point),

(Kwaytu) struggled.

On his own, using his powers of thought,
he grew wings,

he went on and finished.

Well,

SO,

he wanted to fly out away,

he was thinking about it.

He lay here,

he went like this with his wings,
he went like this.

He went like this,

with those (wings).
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'Amattony,

viikwavats vathats,

'axayxayii,

amanyk kaathémtom awétk awim,
nydanyom —

malyxény vaawé nyaa'fim,
nyaanyts

nyiithdawtok a'étoma.

dosdesle deotele ookt
R R T

Nyaany awiim,
malyxény vaawé nyaa'fim,
alyaskyiik nyiithdawtok a'étoma.

Alyaskyiik,
'aviinyi vaa'étk
athétom.

Athoétk,
nyiithdawtom.

JORORON
Wk

Viithiitontik,

makyi atspam a'ély,

kaa'fim,

'axanyts vaa'fim,

athtum,

nyiisattk,

axdyxayotom,

nyaava,

mattmanytuvtanak vanyuuvaak,
améanak.

1

AthtGum,

kaathémoak vanyaay4aak,
nyiindk,

nyaathdium.
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The ground,

this (surface) here,

it must have been wet,

and it shriveled up somehow, and so,
at that (point) —

he went like this with his wings,

and those (imprints that he made)
are still there, they say.

doddesle deotele oot ot
R R T

That’s what he did,
he went like this with his wings,
and (the imprints) are still there, they say.

They are still (there),
they are in the rock, like this,
they are.

It happened,
and there they are.

JORORON
Wk

He was coming this way again,

he wanted to get out of wherever he was,
and somehow,

the water was like this,

and so,

it had drained away there,

(but) it was still wet,

and as for this,

he was really struggling,

and he got up.

So,

somehow he went along,
and he sat down there,
he did.
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Nydanyi nyiindkom,
awiim,

thautt a'fim,
uunaxwilyk,

xaly nyaa-daptentim.

Nydanyts alyaravk aly'aviik,
alyaskyfitontik a'étoma.

Alyaskyiitontim,

nyaany,

Kwayuau liwéy Atéap a'iim,

ashém athduk a'étoma.

Am,

athtum,

nyiithdawom,

mayuiuk;

pa'iipdats 'axdyem nyiindk athduk kwalyaviitk a'étontima.

Athétom,
athawk,
vuuthiinyk,
vuuthiinyk,
viiwaamk,
viiwaamk,
viiwaam.

Viiwaamk,
xaasa'ily nyaasi nyaakamémoak.

Nyamnyaaptyom.

Malyx6 nydanyts vatéatsk iindam.
Ny&avats ashtium,

uutsamdq vuunoéok,

nyaaviirak.

Nyaaytu atséwk a'étoma —
kaathuts?
Kaawits teepee a'étontik,
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He sat down there,

and so,

(his brother) tried harder,

he dragged him,

and he threw him into the water again,

That (place) was dried up and turned to stone,
and (the imprint) is still (there) too, they say.

It is still (there),

and as for that,

they call it Where Kwaytau Was Thrown Down On His Butt,
they named it, and so it is, they say.

Well,

it happened,

there it is,

and you’ve seen it;

it’s as if a person had sat down where it was wet, they say.

So,

he caught him,

and he brought him,
and he brought him,
he kept on going,
and going,

and going.

He kept on going,
and he brought him to that distant ocean.

That’s where he died.

Those wings were very big.

These (people) picked them up,

they went on pulling the feathers out,
and they finished.

They made something (out of them), they say —
what is it?
It’s something called a teepee,
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'a'dvonyk —

nyaany uutsdawk,

vaawiny,

tashattk vuunéonyk aaviirak,
alyathik viithik.

Pa'iipda Nyi'anykwatséwonyts ayduk vanyaavak a'im,
ayuulya'émas a'étka.

“Ma'uutsaldaytsony!
Malyuuvév mathdtya!
Maany,
muuwéxats,
'atsmatuupiyxanyts,
matapiyam 'a'fi ly'a'ém!

“Mawétk mawitya.

Nyaamawiim,

maaxuuvikaly,

matslaaytsok mathétk mathtum,
makyik 'amétt vathi muunéo alyma'émoxa!”
Nyaa'iim,

nyaaytuk

nyaany.

'Akwé vathats matt-tsapéek,

nyiily tan,

nyiindaaam a'im.

Athdim,
nyiiytutk viithikom,
nyaayuu.

Uurav avanya,

nyaaytu atséwk,

nydanyom aaqwéttk,
'axanyily vaawii vuunéok,
nyaaydu tsdam ta'aaldayk.
Nydasi tapaytapatk a'étoma.
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I've heard of it —

that’s what they made,

they went like this,

they stood the wings upright and they finished,
and he lay there inside.

Our Creator was watching, they say,
although he didn’t see it, they say.

“How bad you are!

You are both the same!

As for you,

it’s what you would do,

it’s your urge to kill things,

and I don’t want you to Kkill things!

“You did it.

Whatever you did,

the two of you,

you did it because you are bad,

and you will never come to this place again!”

When he said it,

he looked

at that.

There were a lot of these clouds,
they were really black,

and they were slowly passing by.

So,
as he lay there watching them,
(those) things.

That lightning,

he made it into something,

and he struck them with it,

he was doing this in the water,

and it destroyed everything.

Over there in the distance it killed him too, they say.
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Apatom,

nyamaam,

nyaanyi fimtom,
tok athtuk a'étoma.

Athétom,

nyédava vaathtium,

vuuwits nydava.

Pa'iipdavots —
nyiikwathdawk,

ayuuk vanyaathawk,

nyaavi tsaamanak,
mattaashuuqwéttk,
mattnyidar alya'ém,
matt-taptytok awiik a'étoma.
Shiitamtuly mattdar alya'émk;
kwanyméts siivam,

mattiar alya'ém.

A'étk,
nyiixwaaytak,
nydava athtu va'darak athauk a'étoma.

Athtum,

a'fim,

nyaava vaa'fim.
Kanaavtoma.
Kanaavak vuuthiitoma.
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(It killed him), too,

and that’s all,

it came to an end there,
it did, they say.

So,

it was like this,

this thing that he did.

The people —

the (people) that were there,
they were looking,

and starting here,

they spoke against each other,
they didn’t like each other,

and they killed each other, they say.
The tribes didn’t like each other;
if a different tribe was over there,
they didn’t like them.

So,
they made war with them,
they used to do that, they say.

It happened,

they say,

this is what they say.

They tell about it.

They tell about it and bring it (to its conclusion).
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Pak Atsé

Told by Rosita Carr

Pa'iipdats nyavayk siivam,
makyiny,

Pk Atsé a'étoma.

Pk Atsé.

Nyéany nyavéayk siivak,
vatsiim xavikt.
Kwalyavdiita.

Vatsiim.

Viivanyak,

siithawk,

siithdwxayk,
kaa'émontik a'im,
kavaayk a'étontik a'im,
kavéayk,

pa'iipda aaéevok —
kaawitsii,

maawii,

kaawitsk awii a'im.

A'im,
siivam,
xa—
vatsiinyts 'axa ayaak a'étoma.
'Ax4 aydaak.

Kwaly'é ta'alyk,
viiyaak;

'axats siithikom,
alyvaamk,
nyaasa—
nyaap6 kaa'émk,
viithii a'im,
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Someone was living there,

and whoever it was,

he was called Puk Atsé, they say.
Pik Atsé.

He was living over there,
he was with his daughter.
It was something like that.
With his daughter.

Here he was,

there they were,

they were over there, and suddenly,

for some reason,

they decided to go from house to house,
and they went from house to house,
inviting people —

perhaps they were going to do something,
for their relatives,

they were going to do something.

So,

there he was,

and water —

his daughter went to get water, they say.
She went to get water.

She carried a pottery jar,

and she went along;

the water was over there,

and she got there,

and over there,

somehow she put (water) into (the pot),
and she was about to come back,



212 Stories from Quechan Oral Literature

siiv’dwxaym,
pa'iipdats katdnmoatak a'im,
“ 'Ax4 nyiinykdaym,

»

'asitsq.”

A'étxay,

“Kavaartoak.”

'Atdyom ap6tk athdam.
“Kavdaar,” a'étxayom,

mashtarats a'ii kaa'émtok awim,
tatapooyvak a'étoma.

FOROBORORONORORONON

Nyaatatap6oyk,
vaanayémtak,
vaanayémtok athdam,
vanyaanayém,
vathény,

nyaayuuts,

Talypots,

'axdasii a'im siithiik.

Siithiixayk,

ayuutk.

Avathikom,

'axd kwaa'turony nyaatsamiim,
ka'ak ka'ak awét,

tamaar tosaa,

thomaytutony.

*kk

Nyaaytutk,
vanyaavak,
viiyaak.
Viiyaak,
nyaavaamoak,
kanaavk.
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she was standing over there, when all of a sudden,
some people got there and said,

“Give us some water,

and we’ll drink.”

They said it, and immediately,

“No,” (she said).

She had put a lot of water (in the pot).
“No,” she said, and all of a sudden,
they might have gotten angry, and so,
they killed her, they say.

FORONORORONORORONON

When they killed her,

they left,

they left, and so,

when they left,

at this (point),

somebody,

it was Roadrunner,

he came from what they call salt water.

He was coming from over there, and suddenly,
he saw her.

She was lying there,

they had laid her at the edge of the water,
they had gone kick, kick,

and they had partially buried her, but

she was still visible.

L

He saw her,
here he was,
and he went off.

He went off,
and when he got there,
he told them.
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Kanaavtas,
iiyda shatmathdavok a'étontima.
iiyda uu'dav aly'ém.

liyda uu'av aly'ém.
Shatmathdavat.

Tom

uukaniavtak,
pa'iipda nyéanya,
kwar'dkony ashétk.

“Plk Atsé
vatsfits aptyk,”
a'étas,

“Nyé nya,

nya nya,

nya nya.”
'Atsa'itsk avak:
“Pooy!

Péoy!”

a'épatom a'avony.

Nydany ava'étk siivéat.

Siivatkem,

kaawits a'étas,
iiyda uu'davak,
shtuupdaw alya'ém.

Sanyaathawk,

kaawits ayaak a'étoma.
Kaawits ayaak;
Kwash'iila a'étk,
kwalyaviitoma.

Kwash'iila nydany ayaak,
kamiim.
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He told them, but
they didn’t know his language, they say.
They didn’t understand his language.

They didn’t understand his language.
They didn’t know it.

And

he explained it to them,

those people,

and he mentioned the old man by name.

“Pak Atsé —

his daughter is dead,”

he tried to say, but

“Nyé nya

nya nya

nya nya,” (is what they heard).
He was saying things:

“Pooy!

Pé6oy!”

(that’s what) they heard him say.

That’s what he was saying.

There he was, and so,

he might have said something, but
they didn’t understand his language,
they didn't know it.

There they were,

and they went after someone, they say.
They went after someone;

he was called Mockingbird,

(his name) was something like that.

They went after that Mockingbird,
and they brought him back.
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Kamiim,

a'fi viivam,
shamathiitontik a'étoma.
Shamathiitontik.

Shamathfitontik.
“Kaa'émak viivak?” a'itya.

A'étk,

vanyuundotam,

pa'iipda tsuuqwér xdam uu'itsapat.
Nydany ayaak,

kaméxayom,

shtuupdaw alya'ém.

Vuunébotanyk,

nyaa kwar'dk nydava,
nyaanya,

ayaak a'étoma.

Pa'iipdany nyiikandavom,
“Katsawém,

kawétsk katsavawk,
'atskamuundotanak,
kavuuthiik katsatspatsk!”

Alyvak siivam,
nyaavom.

Tsatspatsk,
a'fi kwa'atsk vuunéom,
shuupawk a'étoma.

“'Avatsiits apuyk,
a'im.

Kanaavak viivak,
nyaa'iiva,” a'ét.
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They brought him back,

and (Roadrunner) was saying it,

and (Mockingbird) didn’t know (what he was saying).
He didn’t know either.

He didn’t know either.
“What is he saying?” he said.

So,

here they were,

he said it again in a different kind of human speech.
They went after those (other people),

and when they brought them back,

they didn’t know either.

Here they were,

and this old man,

he was the one,

they went and got him, they say.

He told the people,

“Take him out,

and put him down,

you guys are just hanging around,
bring him out here!”

(Roadrunner) was in there,
at this (point).

They brought him out,
and he was saying just what he had said,
and (the old man) knew what he was saying, they say.

“My daughter is dead,

he says.

He is telling about it,

that’s what he’s saying,” (the old man) said.
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A'étom,

aayaatk,

kamétk;

uutara'ay 'im a'itya.
Uutara'ayk.

Nyaaviirak,
“Axwé,

'axwé 'aayaatapatxa,”
a'im.

Nyéda kwawitsa.
Nyiitatap6oyapat a'im.

'Atskanyaathawk awim,
vaaydaak a'étom am.
Pa'iipdanyts 'atayk a'étk,
viithAwkom.

Vaayaak,
nyaasi —
kaawits?
'ats'iipdy xdam kwathttsonyts —
“Nydasi 'ashméxa,”
a'étxay —
Maamathfits a'éxayk,
“Nyaayuu,
'a'fi paly'én kwalypéaa nydasi 'aashmaétsxa,”
a'étk a'étontima.
Xéam uu'its.

Khh hkk hkk

Nyaa'étontik,
vaayaatk.

Vaayéatk,
nyaayliu Maxwdaa a'étoma.
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So,

they went after her,

and they brought her back;

they were going to prepare her (for cremation), they say.
They prepared her.

When they finished,

“The enemy,

we will go after the enemy,”
they said.

(They meant) the ones who had done that.
They were going to kill them in turn.

(People) were around in various places, and so,
they were going to go after the enemy.

There were a lot people, they say,

here they were.

They went along,

and over there in the distance —

which one was it?

they were all different kinds of creatures —
“I'll sleep over there,”

he said, and immediately —

Owl said it, and immediately,

“Well,

we’ll sleep over there in the tree stump,”
they said in turn.

(Each one) wanted something different.

Khk o hkh hkk

When they were ready to go again,
off they went.

Off they went.
and (one) creature was Badger, they say.
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Maxwada nydanyaanyts,
nyaanyts,

kaawits ta'tlyk a'étontim,
aa,

'aavé a'ét kwalyaviit.
'Aavé.

Aa.

Nydaany awiim,

viiwaak,

nyaany,

nyiikw'avdy nydasi,

'avuuyaak atdpom,

pa'iipaa tsakyiwaly a'fi kaa'émk awiim a'itya.
Nyaawiim,

vaayaak apamk a'étoma.

Nyaapamkom,
nyiitatapéoyk a'étoma,
kwanyvaaynya,

pa'iipda nyaakwawitsnya.
Shuupawk woér a'im a'itya.

Nyaatatpéoyk,

“'Anydats 'atatap6oyk!”
Sanya'dkony awi lya'émtok a'étoma.
Nyamxuuvika.

Nyaawii lya'émxayom,
xuunmarats pa'iipdyxaytontik a'étoma.

Piinapayxaytom,
nyaanya,

tapty a'étk vuunéoxayom —
kaawitsk atapk awim,
awéxayom —

vaan'é a'étk,

vathik avatsk,

vaa'é a'étk,

vathik avatsk,

athétom,

makyik kaawém aly'ém.
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That Badger,

he was the one,

he was carrying something,

yeS;

it seemed to be what they call a snake.
A snake.

Yes.

He did that,

he brought it,

that (snake),

and over there where (the enemy) was living,
he threw it toward their door,

he did it so that it would bite people, they say.
Then,

they went along and got there, they say.

When they got there,

they killed them, they say,

the ones who lived there,

the people who had done it.

They knew for certain (that they were the ones), they say.

When they killed them,

“We killed them!” (they said).

But they didn’t kill the woman, they say.
His wife.

They didn’t do it, and suddenly,
(they saw that) a newborn baby was still alive, too, they say.

He was newly born,

that (baby),

and they were trying to kill him, and suddenly —
they threw something at him,

they did, and suddenly —

he went like this,

and here he was;

he moved back,

and here he was;

and so,

they never were able to do anything to him.
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Kaawém aly'émoak,

nyaayuu,

'a'aw taraak,

alytsavdwxayom,

uuv'awk,

tstiu a'étom,

makyik apiy alya'émotok a'étoma.

Apuy alya'émtom.

Nyaayo6ovak,
“Aafimom 'antamakom,
viivany,

matsdam apuiytoxa.”

Nyaa'étk,
natuumaak a'étoma.

Nyiaantaméak,
Xuumara,
nyiaantuumaak.

'Aankdoyts siivantik a'éta.
Xuumarany namawats.

Nyiivantik,
nyaanyts,
nydanyts xweyamantok avathik a'étoma.

Akyaam,
akyétstosaa,
apuy aly'émk a'étoma.

Apuy lya'émtom.
nyaayuuk,

Xuumar avats,
'atsshatamatstokom,
kaathom,
nyamaam,
vanyaayaak,
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They weren't able to do anything to him,
well,

they lit a fire,

and they put him in it, and immediately,
it (started to) rain,

(the rain) poured down,

and he never did die, they say.

He didn’t die.

When they saw this,

“We’ll leave him to do as he pleases,
and he will sit here,

and starve to death.”

They said it,
and they left him, they say.

They left him there,
the child,
they left him there.

A little old lady was over there, they say.
She was the child’s grandmother.

She was there too,
and she was the one,
she was lying there unconscious, they say.

Someone had shot her,
they had shot her, but
she wasn’t dead, they say.

She wasn’t dead,

and when he saw that,

this child.

he had dreams (which gave him power),
somehow,

and that’s all,

he went,
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iipany uuly6k athawtok,
'‘aank6oyany kwakyétsa.

JORORON
Wk

Aa,
uulyék athawtk.

Vuunéotk aaviirtom,
x6tt-tok a'étoma.

Nyaa'x6ttkom.

'Aakéoyanyts nyaathdwk,
xuumarany nyaathawk,
kaawits kanathfitapatk,
siithdwtak athtuk a'étoma.

Siithawtom,
nyaava,
sanya'dkava,
nyaathawk,
vanyaawaak.

Nyéa vatsii apty nyaanyts;
nyamxavik a'étontima.
Nyamxavik.

Tak

siithawtak athtim,
x6tt-tontim.

liwéa 'alday aly'ém.

JORORON
wk

Siithawtak,

tom,

aakéoyts,

kaalwits awétk vanyuunéok,
uunakwilytak.

1
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and he pulled the arrow out,
(out of) the old lady who had been shot.

JORORON
wk

Yes,
he pulled it out.

He went on and finished,
and she was all right, they say.

She was all right.

The old lady took him,

she took the child,

and they came along doing whatever it was,
and there they were, they say.

There they were,
and as for this one,
this woman,

(Puk Atsé) took her,
he took her.

She was (taking the place of) his dead daughter;
and they were together, they say.
They were together.

And,

there they were, and so,

he was all right again.

He didn’t feel bad (any more).

JORORON
Wk

There they were over there,
and (meanwhile),

the old lady,

she was using little things,
and making a little cradle.
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Aanakwilyk,
aanaxwilyk,
kaawitsk aaxwilyam a'itya.
Nyaaxwilyk.

Kaawits xalykwdak kuu'éeytak,
tsuumaétsxa.

Xalykwéak kuu'éeytom,
Xxayom,

shamée kaa'émk,

amfi viithikxdyom

nyaayuuts athawk a'étontima.

Nyaaytuts avaak athawk.
Xam'uuldl.

Xam'uulél nydanyts avdak athawtak,
ava'étk,

nanamiilk a'fi kaa'émk,

1612l 161al a'étk vuundotxayom,
aakéoyony nyaavaak,

xam'uul6lony tatapdéoyk a'ét.
Masharayk.

Nyaatatpéoyk,

xuumaranyts amiim a'étontima.
Wanyamnyaavarantik.

Aa-aa,

wanymaavéarantik.

Amfiim siivam,
nyaayuuk,
awii lya'émok tdamok a'étontima.

Namdk 'atsknyaayém.
Suuvéaxayk,

Xuumaranyts,

iiwdam aydatk —

nyaaydu 'uutiish anawéeytsom,
kaawits akyétk amatk,
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She made a little cradle,

and she pulled it along behind her,

and she propped it against something, they say.
She propped it up.

She did her best to hunt for something,
so that they could eat.

She did her best to hunt,

and right away,

somehow the baby missed her,
he lay there crying, and suddenly
creatures were there, they say.

Creatures got there and there they were.
Crickets.

Those crickets got there and there they were,
and they said something,

they tried to comfort the child somehow,
they were going chirp chirp,

and when the old lady got there,

she killed the crickets, they say.

She was angry.

When she killed them,
the child cried, they say.
He had liked them.

Yes,

he had liked them.

He was crying,
and she saw (this),
and she didn’t do it any more, they say.

She left him and went off to various places.
There he was, and all of a sudden,

the child,

he went off on his own —

she had made a little thing like a bow for him,
and he shot something and ate it,
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amatk awétk,
amatstak a'étontima.

Asoéotstak.

Siithawtak,

siithdwtonyak,

nyaanyom,

pa'iipda kwa'atslaytsonyts tsapéenypatk a'étoma,
nyakora.

Pa'iipda kaawits a'étom am.
Ashiittoma.

Kwaytu a'étk,

pa'iipdats avuuvaatantik,

'atsathéshk a'étontik,

'Aakéoy Kaa'its avuuviak,
Mattkwashtaxathtuk,

'Aakéoy Mattkwashtaxathtiuk a'étoma.

“Nyéanya,
nyaakwayuuk,
sakyinyk!” a'im.

“Matapiytm,” a'im,
'‘aankéoyanyts uukandavak.

'Atsxalykwaak uuvaamk,
iiwaam,
nyaaytu uumaxany nyaaxalykwéantik vuuvaak.

A'étom,
a'avtos,
avathik;
sakyiny alya'émok a'étoma.

Sakyiny alya'émak,
siiv'awam,

vathii kwa'atsk a'étoma.
'Aakéoyoats,

vathii kwa'ats.
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he ate it,
they (both) ate it, they say.

They (both) ate it.

There they were,

there they were,

and at that (point),

there were a lot of bad people, they say,
long ago.

She mentioned certain people.
She listed them by name.

(One of them) was called Kwaytu (The One Who Sees),
and there was also someone (else),

she carried things on her back, they say,

Old Lady Something-or-Other was around somewhere,
Flesh-Ripper,

Old Lady Flesh-Ripper, they say.

“As for that one,
anyone who sees her,
(had better) run away!” she said.

“She will kill you,” she said,
the little old lady told (the child) about her.

He was hunting for things,
by himself,
he was hunting for things to eat.

She said it,

and he heard her, but

there he was;

he didn’t run away, they say.

He didn’t run away,

he stood (his ground),

and she came along, just as he had been told, they say.
The Old Lady,

she came along, just as he had been told.
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Vathii kwa'atsk,

vaawé a'étk athawk,

uuthéshk alytsavawat a'étoma.
Uuthéshkany.

Nyaatsavawk,

viiwaamk;

viiyaak,

“Ka'wém tanak 'atapuiyaly” a'fi viiydak —
'atsuuthéshkony tapémok a'étoma.

Nyaatapémbak,
atspamok.

Nyaatspam,
'aakéoyanyts apémtok,
apuytok a'étoma.

xhk

Aa-aa,
nyaanyanyts.

Nyaaptiyom,
viiyémk avdamoak,
kanaavok,
namawnya,
uukanéav.

“Av'awé'ash,” a'iim,
'aak6oyony uukandav.

“Mathawk,
nyaamatapuy a'fim,
nyaathtuva.
Avathikantik,
pa'iipaa 'atslaytsats,”
a'flim,

uukandavak.
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She came along, just as he had been told,
and she caught him like this,

and she put him into her bundle, they say.
(Into) her bundle.

She put him (into her bundle),

and off she went;

she went along,

she went along wondering, “How can I kill him?” —
and she burned her bundle, they say.

When she burned it,
he escaped.

He escaped,
and the Old Lady burned,
and she died, they say.

xkk

Yes,
she was the one.

When she died,

he went (home) and got there,
and he told her about it,

his grandmother,

he told her about it.

“I did this,” he said,
and he told the old woman about it.

“She took you,

and she was going to kill you,
that’s for certain.

There are (other ones) too,
bad people,”

she said,

and she told him about them.
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Uukaniavom,
a'av alya'emoak,
viiyaatontik.
Viiyaatontik.

Viiydaxayom —

kaawits?

kaa'émak ashiit? —

amayly siivak,

nyaanyts,

liydam Kwakaap a'fik a'émtoma.
Kaawits athtim a'itya.

1

Nyéanyts,

athaw a'étk,
anyiilyagatontik a'étom,
tsanapéevtom.

Anyiilygatoxayom,

ayuu tank,

vathii aytauk viiwdamak,
makyim,

matésh alya'émom,
nyaayuuk,

nyaanya,

kaawits atséwontik,

fi!

kaa'émok awim:
uutssulyk atspdmk a'étontima.

1

Nyaatspamoak,
vathéats aptytontik,
pa'iipdavats.

JORORON
Wk

Nyaathtium,

siiydaxayom,

nyaayuduts awétontik a'étoma.
'Ashpéa.
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She told him,

but he didn’t listen,

and he went along again.
He went along again.

He was going along, and all of a sudden —
what was it?

what’s his name? —

he was up in a high place,

he was the one,

he was called liydam Kwakdap, they say.
He did something, they say.

He was the one,

he caught (the boy),

and he swallowed him, they say,
because he was so little.

He swallowed him, and immediately,
(the boy) looked around,

he went along looking;

and someplace,

(the tissue) was not thick,

and when he saw it,

that (place),

he made (a weapon),

and gee!

he did it somehow:

he ripped through it and he escaped again, they say.

He escaped,
and this one died too,
this person.

JORORON
wk

Then,

he was going along there, when suddenly
a creature did it again, they say.

It was an eagle.
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'Ashpaa nyaanyts,

'aviily sata'étsats siithdwom,
siivam,

siiydantim;

viiyémok.

'Anyaa kwashiintom,
athotk,

kwalyaviitoma.

Nyiithdaw a'fim,
viiydaxayom,
kashéak!

Athawot a'iikstama,
'ashpdanyanyts.

Nyaathawk,
sata'6ts nydanyts uusdav a'iim nyiitsamiim.

Nyiitsamiim,

a'im,

iipayk,

niwaniw a'éxayom,
mashtathaav.

Mashtathaavak,
uusdav aly'émok a'étontima.

Uuséav aly'émak,
siithAwxaym,
kaawémtontik:
tatpéoyk a'étoma.
Tatpéoyk.

Nyaaviirontik,

viiyémk,

'aak6oyony uukandavok vuunéok a'étoma.
“Ka'wémok,

pa'iipaa 'atslayts muu'itsany,
'tapéoyk va'uunéok,” a'éta.
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That eagle,

(she and) her babies were there on the mountain,
she was there,

and (the boy) was going along;

and (the eagle) left.

Every day,

it happened,

it was something like that.

There they were, and so,

(the boy) was going along, and all of a sudden
she grabbed him with her talons!

She caught him, they say,

that eagle (did).

She caught him,
and she put him down so those babies could eat him.

She put him down there,

and so,

he was alive,

he was wiggling, and immediately,
they were afraid of him.

They were afraid of him,
and they didn’t eat him, they say.

They didn't eat him,

there they were,

and somehow he did it again:
he killed them, they say.

He killed them.

Once again, when he was finished,
he went home,
and he told the old lady about it, they say.

“Somehow,
these bad people you told me about,
I am killing them off,” he said.
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A'fim,
“Yaamakuupéttonyts tamathdavtak,” a'fim,
wanyiirav kuu'éeyk suundo.

Vuunéom,

suuvéanyk,

silydantixdyom,

nydanya —

kaa'émok 'ashéxa? —

aydum.

Kwaytu a'étoma.

Pa'iipda vatdyoats athtium a'itya,
nyéaanyts.

'Axaly avatontik uuvatk a'étoma.
'Axéaly —

xaatspaay,

kaawits.

Alyvatontik uuvat,
vanyaayaak,
alyvakaméek ayuau.

Aytum.
“Ka'a'émok?” a'étoma.

“Ka'"émoak?”
“Viikayémoak,” a'fi.

Kaa'ém tan,

nyiiv'awk,

uutiishany tsa'alytok awim,
akydam 'im,

ava'awk a'étoma.

Nyaakyaam.

Vuunéoxayaly,
athawk a'étoma.
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So,
“Your craziness makes (things) difficult,” she said,
and she went about scolding him as best she could, poor thing.

She went on,

and there he was,

he was still going after (bad people), and suddenly,
that one —

what do we call him? —

he saw him.

He is called Kwaytu (The One Who Sees).

He was a very big person, they say,

that (Kwaytu).

He was there in the water, they say.
In the water—

in a well,

or something.

He was sitting in it,
and (the boy) went,
he stood at the edge (of the water) and looked.

He saw him.
“How can I do it?” he said.

“How can I do it?”
“Go away,” (Kwaytu) said.

Somehow (the boy) managed to do it,
he stood there,

he held his bow in his hand, and so,
he was going to shoot him,

he was standing there, they say.

He shot him.

There they were, and suddenly,
(Kwaytu) caught him, they say.
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Nyaathdwontik,
nyaany,

kaawits athétk atham,
'amdy takxavok a'étoma.

Nyéanyts atsénak,
pa'iipda athawk,
viiwémok
nyaasily.

Sanyts'dak uutséts tsuumpapk a'étoma.

Tsuumpapk,
'amdy alythik aatsuumpap alyathawk,
a'étoma.

Alyathawam.

Nydany nyaakamémk,
tapuyk,

taravak,

aax'ak.

Kanyaa'iim,

kamémxayk,

alytlytsak,

nyaanyts,

kwatsuumpap nyaanyonyts.

Shuuviim,
asb6o av'aarak.

Aséo av'arak suuvaak awiim,
xuumdr vathany athawk,
viiwémtok a'étoma.

Vanyaawémk,
apdav a'im a'étoma.

Apdav a'im.

“Kawitsk,” a'itsom,
awitsxayaly,
avathétontik.
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He caught him,

that (boy),

and he did something, and so,

he took him up into the sky, they say.

He was the one who came down,
and caught people,

and took them away

to that distant (place).

There were four women that he put there, they say.

There were four of them,
they were in the four levels of heaven,
they say.

There they were.

He brought those (people) there,
and he killed them,

and he dried (their flesh),

he hung it up.

Sometimes,

he brought them, and immediately,
they cooked them,

those (women did),

those four (women did).

They made them into gravy,
and he ate them.

He ate them, and so,
he took this child,
he took him there, they say.

He took him there,
and he was going to have him roasted, they say.

He was going to have him roasted.
“Do it,” he said,

and while they were trying to do it,
it happened again.
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Tsanapéevxayom,
awitsom,

awiim,

taply a'iim,
vatsuuvaarak.

Nyaalyaviitontik a'étoma.
'A'aw tardaxayoly,
uuv'awtam,

atspatstak.

Awétk a'étontima.

Awétontim,

kaawémk,

taplly a'im vuunéonyk,
nyaavatsuuvaarak.

A'im

aylut uuvaanyak,
“Aptytoxa,”

nyaa'étk
antuumaaktak a'étoma.

Antuumaaktsom,
nyaayuu,

xaym,

'a'{i kaawits ayaatk,
kaawits a'itstom,
suuvaatk.

Suuvdatnyak,

“Ka'ath6m tank?

'Atakavék 'atsénoalya,”

a'étk,

alynyiithdutsk suuvaak a'étoma.

Sanyuuvaak.

Sanyuuvaanyk,
nyaayiu nydany,
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(The boy) was small, and right away,
they did it,

and so,

they tried to kill him,

and they failed.

It was like that (other time), they say.
While they were trying to start the fire,
it started to rain,

and he escaped.

He did it again, they say.

He did it again,

and somehow,

they went on trying to kill him,
and they failed.

So,

they were watching him;

“He will die,”

they said,

and they let him go, they say.

They let him go,

and, well,

right away,

he went to get wood or whatever,
(he did) whatever they said,
there he was.

There he was, and eventually,
“How can I do it?

“I want to go back down,”

he said,

and he thought about it, they say.

There he was.

There he was, and eventually,
those creatures,
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pa'iipda tuuptly kwartv nyéany,
sanyts'aak vathats tawdam vuunook,
shuuviik a'étoma.

Shuuviik,

nyaayuu,

bowl vatéts tan a'its awiim,
alyaasdarak,

aasarak;

tsuumpdapk a'étoma.

Tsuumpap.

Nyéanya,
nyaayuu 'avii athiik a'étoma.

'Avii,

kayéafi,

kaawémk vanyuunéok
nyaany,

alytsavawk.

Alytsavawk,

awfim,

kwatapdar tan vathanya,
ath6oyvatant,
kwalyaviita.
Athboyvatanam,
alytsavaw.

Suuvaam,
nyaasiim.

Atsénok,

takavék nyaavdamoak,
asii va'darom a'étoma.
Aava'darom.

Awéxayaly —
'ashént aséxayk —
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those people who had been killed and dried,
the women went about grinding them up,
and they made gravy, they say.

They made gravy,

well,

they used really big bowls,

they poured (the gravy) in,

they poured it;

there were four (portions), they say.

Four.

As for that,
(the boy) came to get rocks or something, they say.

The rocks,

maybe he sharpened them,

he went about doing something
to those (rocks),

and he put them in.

He put them in,
and so,

this very last one,
it was really sharp,
it was like that.

It was really sharp,
and he put it in.

He was there
when (Kwaytu) drank it.

He went down,

and when he got back (home),
he always drank, they say.

He always did.

He did it, and suddenly —
he drank the first (bowl), and suddenly —
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'aldayom a'avok a'éta.
'Aldayom a'avtos.
Awét.

Tsaam,

kwaxavik,

kwaxamok,

kwatsuumpép,

vathi,

nyaavats ath6oyvatantok awim,
nyaanyats,

malyaqényi kaawém,

apuyk a'étontima.

Nyaaptyom,

sanyuuvaak.

“Ka'thém tanak?
Vi'ayémoly,” a'fim suuvaak.

Suuvaam,
sanyts'dakanyts,
“Nyiinyaatuuqwiirak,
'anayémapatk,
'aaly'étka,”

a'itsk a'étoma.

A'itsom.

“Kavéaarak.

Ka'wémok 'awiytim,”
a'lim,

suuvéaak.
Ssanyuuvdam a'im —

kaawits? —
kaawits mattatséwk a'étoma.

Nyaaytu mattatséwk 'éta,
'Tipa.
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he felt (something) go wrong, they say.
He must have felt (something) go wrong.
He did.

All of them,

the second,

the third,

the fourth,

and here,

this one was really sharp, and so,
that (sharp rock),

it did something in his throat,
and he died, they say.

He died,

and (the boy) was still over there.
“How will I do it?

I want to go away,” he was saying.

There he was,

and the women (said),
“We'’re with you,

we’ll go away too,

we think,”

they said, so they say.

They said it.

“No.

I don’t know how I could do it,”
he said,

and there he was.

There he was, and so —
what was it? —
he turned himself into something, they say.

FOROOROROORORORON

He turned himself into something, they say.
An arrow.
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Aa-4,

arrow.

Aa,
mattatséwk.

“Av'awétxa,”
a'fim,
uukanavtsom.

“Viimayaak,
mavaamtaxa,”

a'itsam,

athtu,

viithiik athduk a'étoma.
Viithiik.

Nyavéany 'avuumak ta'axan,
shatt nyaa'fim.

“Nyaamavaamok,
makyik vaath6éxa ma'fim,
'ava xan alymaxav alyma'émotxa.

“Shamaéts tsuumpép nyiiyémom,
maytuxa,

'aak6oynya,”

a'itstom.

Siiv'aw kuu'éeytonyk,
avathttum a'étoma.

Avathtum,

avaamk mattkaniavak,
'aak6éoyony uukandavak,

“Pa'iipda muu'itsony 'ataptyontik,”
a'fikom.

*hk o hkh hkk

A'fim,
siithawk a'étoma.
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Yes,

an arrow.

Yes,

he turned himself into it.

“I will do it,”
he said,
and they told him (how).

“Go along,

you’ll get there,”

they said,

and he did it,

he came along, they say.
He came along.

Right behind his house,
he came straight down there.

“When you get there,
she will be like this somewhere, but
you must not go into the house.

“When four nights have passed,
you will see her,

the old lady,”

they had said.

He did his best to stand there, poor thing,
he did that, they say.

He did that,
he got there and he told about himself,
he told the old lady,

“I have killed the person you told me about,”
he said.

*hk o hkh hkk

So,
there they were, they say.
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Siithawk améam,
'akdtstak,

athtm,

nyaayuu,

'aqwéaq akyaam,
kamémoak,

aax'ak kuu'éeyk,
aséotstok athétk.
Siithawtok a'étoma.

Siithdwtanyak —
siithdwtonyak,

kaawits nyaaxalykwaantik,
suuvaaxayam,

sanya'ak nydava —
sata'6ts a'étk kwalyavdita,
suundok,

ay6ovak a'étoma.

Xayom,

nyaaylu mattantséwk a'étoma.
Kwashkyéevak.

Kwashkyéevak asan'aw.

Shuunrémxay.

Mattatséwk,
siivam,
shuupawk.
Shuupawk.

“'Aakéoy nyaa'avdamom,
taptiytsxa 'aaly'fim.”

Awim,

athawk viiwdak kamémok.

Nyéava antdyonyts nyavayk siivim a'étoma.
Antayonyts.
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There they were, and finally,

(the boy) got older,

and so,

well,

he shot a deer,

and he brought it back,

and he did his best to hang it up, poor thing,
and they ate it.

There they were, they say.

There they were, and eventually —
there they were, and eventually,

he was hunting for something again,
there he was, and suddenly,

this woman —

they seemed to be her children,
they were around,

and they saw him, they say.

Immediately,

he changed himself into something tiny, they say.
A dove.

A baby dove.

A newly hatched (dove).

He changed himself,

and there he was,

and they recognized him.
They recognized him.

“When we get to the old lady’s house,
I think they will kill him.”

So,

they picked him up and brought him there.
His mother was living over there, they say.
His mother.
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Kamémxédyom,
shuupawtak a'im,
“Kuuthiim 'ayauwd,”
a'im a'étk kwalyaviita,
kwara'dkats.

Kwara'dkats shuupawkom,
ayuuk,

a'im,

awéxay,

ayérak a'étoma.

Ayérok.

Uuvaak,

uuvaak,

nyaayuuk,

aa,

'ava vaathuts kwa'ats,

'ava shupétt kwa'ats athétom,
nyaaydu atséwtsontik athtam,
'amdyony 'avuutsily a'étontima.

Uunakupk,
'amdyaly tsavawat.

Nyaanyom,
nydanyam nyaatspak,
viiyém'ash.

JORORON
Wk

Xuumaravats,
aa,
viiyém'ash.
Viiyém'ash.

Viiyémk,
siiyaak,
siiydam,
tatuuviirak,



Three Stories About Kwaytiu 251

As soon as they brought him there,
they recognized him, and so,
“Bring him so that I can see him,”
he said something like that,

the old man (did).

The old man recognized him,
he saw him,

and so,

he did, and immediately,

(the boy) flew away, they say.
He flew away.

There he was,

there he was,

and he saw it,

well,

it was a house like this, just as they had said,
it was a winter house, just as they had said,
and they had made something,

it was a smoke hole at the top, they say.

They had made a little hole,
they had put it in the roof.

And it was through that (hole),
he went out through that,
and he went away.

JORORON
Wk

The boy,

well,

he went away.
He went away.

He went away,
he went along,
he went along,
and they chased him,
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viiwaatsonyk,
alyvatsuuvaarak a'étontima.

Athawats aly'ém.

Siiydanyak,
nyéasi.

*kk

Nyéanya,
nyaanyamaam,
'ashuupawtok'a.

Nyaanyaméam,
siiydanyok vatsuuvaarok
a'étom 'a'avtak'ash.
A'étom 'a'avtoka.

Aa,
nyiiméntak siiyaas,
'ashmétk 'a'av aly'émk 'a'épom ma'am.

That’s right.

Nydanyi kandavtom 'a'avtok'ash.
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they went on and on,
but they couldn’t do it, they say.

They couldn’t catch him.

They went along there,
over there in the distance.

L

As for this story,
that’s all,
(as far as) I know it.

That’s all,

they went along in the distance and never did catch him,
I’'ve heard them say so.

I've heard them say so.

Yes,

he started there and went along in the distance, but
I fell asleep and didn’t hear it all, as I've told you.
That’s right.

I heard them tell that story.
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This chapter presents three narratives about Old Lady Sanyuuxdv. Each
narrative focuses on different characters and events, with the result that
the three stories are very different from one another. (A fourth version of
the story, identified as “Sikwetxot,” was told nearly a century ago by Felix
Escalanta and is summarized by Forde 1931: 129-130.)

Notes and synopsis: an anonymous narrative about
Old Lady Sanyuuxav

The first narrative about Old Lady Sanyuuxdv was told by an elder who
asked to remain anonymous. (The same elder narrated the story of "Aréey
in Chapter 2.) It was told to Abe Halpern on April 24, 1979. Halpern later
reviewed his transcript with Millie Romero.

This story focuses on the relationship of the title character to her sons
and their wives. As the story opens, Old Lady Sanyuuxdv goes swimming,
becomes pregnant, and soon gives birth to twin sons. The boys’ spiritual
power is evident from an early age: they turn themselves into doves and
lizards and back again. They give the old woman some trouble as she raises
them. Eventually they take their flutes and head east.

Eventually the boys meet twin girls and decide to get married. The old
woman, thanks to her spiritual powers, intuits her sons” intentions. She
is furious. She tries to prevent the marriages — but the girls are powerful
too, and their powers overcome hers. At the wedding, Old Lady Sanyuuxdv
puts a curse on one of the girls, who promptly dies. At the funeral the boy
who was to have married her dies too. The old woman turns the second girl
into a buzzard and sends her into the sky.

The old woman is taken to an island and abandoned there.
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Notes and synopsis: Josefa Hartt’s story of Old Lady
Sanyuuxav

Josefa Hartt told the story of Old Lady Sanyuuxdv to Abe Halpern on
February 25, 1981. Halpern reviewed his transcript of the narrative with
Eunice Miguel.

This narrative begins with a brief account of the old woman’s life with
her twin sons. The boys’ power is evident from their personal appearance:

limdattanyts anytiurak,

nyaayuu,
kwal’iishée muuytu nydany lyaviitk a’étama.

Their bodies were multi-colored,
well,
they looked like the rainbow that you see, so they say.

The story soon shifts to take the point of view of a family living near the
place now known as San Xavier, Arizona, whose people — Papagos — are
said to be at war with the Quechan. The family in this story consists of an
old man, his wife, their two daughters, and their grown son. The old man
is blind. The daughters live separately from their parents, in a house not far
away, but they are still under their parents’ care and authority.

The sons of Old Lady Sanyuuxdv find the girls and move in with them.
The girls’ parents become suspicious and send first their grown son and
then an orphan boy to check up on the daughters. These emissaries see
nothing more than the shimmering colors of the twin boys. Eventually the
younger girl gives birth to a son. As the child grows, members of the girls’
family catch glimpses of him playing outdoors. The old man (the child’s
maternal grandfather) declares that if the child is a girl everything will
be all right, but if the child is a boy he must be killed in order to prevent a
future disaster.

Confronted by their brother, the two girls claim that the child is female.
Eventually the truth is discovered, however, and the old man sends his son
and a gang of men to kill the child. The child’s mother (the younger of the
twin girls) uses her powers to hide the child inside a housepost, and he
escapes unharmed. The sons of Old Lady Sanyuuxdv flee. They are chased
and killed by Gila Monster. When they die, they go into the ground, and a
cloud of steam comes out; that is said to be the origin of the measles.
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The old man and his followers rejoice at the boys” death, thinking that
disaster has been averted — but they are mistaken. After four days, a wind
and a blazing fire come from the distance and engulf everything. The old
man’s son escapes by turning himself into an ibis, and the child and his
aunt (who is the elder of the twin girls) escape by running ahead of the
flames. The child turns his aunt into a meadowlark. He goes to the home
of his paternal grandmother, Old Lady Sanyuuxiv. Together he and his
grandmother go west to the ocean. The Old Lady throws the child towards
the middle of the ocean and says,

Avnyaathtium,

mataxdyk,

"akwiik,

uuy’dwk,

nyaathiium —

uuqdsk ava’fim,

vanyuuvdam,

Kwayaaxuumdrats dara’6oyk uuvdam a’tyum.

When it happens,

it’s windy,

and it’s cloudy,

and it rains,

and then —

it thunders like this,

and when it does,

they might say Kwayaaxuumadr is playing.

She returns home. The child, Kwayaaxuumdr, is said to be responsible for
thunder and lightning.

Notes and synopsis: John Comet’s story Shakwatxot

John Comet told the story Shakwatxét to Abe Halpern on May 5, 1979.
Shakwatxot is concerned with the twin sons of Old Lady Sanyuuxdv and
their relationship with each other. Like the others in this chapter, this story
begins with the birth of twin boys to the old woman. The boys are named
Paar’dak and Paaraxdan. We find out later that they shimmer like rainbows
— asign of spiritual power — but even in infancy the younger twin is more
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powerful than his brother. While their mother is out, the younger brother
leaves his cradle and goes hunting, catching butterflies to hang from the
hoop of his cradleboard. As a youth, his powers help him to succeed where
the older brother fails: he is able to gather cattails from an area inhabited by
snakes, and to get eagles from a high and dangerous mountain.

The twins travel. They meet twin sisters and move in with them.
Returning to the girls’ house after a brief absence, they hear an owl call
their names. This is an omen of death. The following day they are seen by
their own father, Yellow Gopher. Yellow Gopher digs a trap, intending to
capture and kill them. When the boys fall into the trap, they survive the fall,
but they are killed anyway when Gila Monster hits them on the head with
his war club.

When the boys are dead, the people rejoice. They use the boys” skulls for
kickballs and their hands for eating utensils.

Shortly afterwards, the younger of the two girls bears a child, fathered
by the younger of the twin boys. The people decide to kill the child. Like his
father, however, the child has great powers, and these powers enable him
to escape. He goes to his four uncles, Shifting Wind, Storm Wind, Strongest
Wind, and Blazing Fire, and he enlists their help in avenging his father’s
death. The four uncles pass over the land, leaving everyone dead except for
the child’s aunt (the older of the twin girls), who has been protected by the
child. The child takes his aunt south and transforms her first into a dove
and then into a red wren.

Travelling on, the child finds two tiimda xuutsé. The term tiimda xuutsé
is not in current usage, but it seems to refer to tied bundles which stand
upright. Par’dak and Parxdan had noticed (or perhaps had constructed) these
two tiimda xuutsé on the morning of their death and evidently had placed
their souls inside them for safekeeping. When the child finds the tiimda
xuutsé, he burns them, understanding that in doing so he is cremating his
father and his uncle.

The child continues traveling and eventually reaches the home of his
paternal grandmother, Old Lady Sanyuuxdv. She is old and evidently
disabled, and her house is full of unwelcome carousing guests. The child
takes her to an island in the middle of the ocean and leaves her there. He
himself goes up into the sky and becomes Kwayaaxuumdr, “The One Who
Acts Like a Child,” who is said to be responsible for thunder and lightning.
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Comparative note

Stories involving some of the same characters and events are told in other
Yuman tribes, under names such as “The Satukhota Story” (Kroeber 1972:
99-116) or “Flute Lure” (Spier 1933: 367-396). Similar stories are found
throughout the western half of the Southwest, according to Bierhorst (2002:
94). Exactly how much the stories share across tribes is an open question,
however. Bierhorst summarizes the Southwestern “Flute Lure” myth as
“the story of dangerous females and how a hero finally gets rid of them,”
but this summary fits at best one of the three Quechan stories in this chapter,
and does not capture the essence of any of them.
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'Aakooy Sanyuuxav
Told by an anonymous Quechan elder

'Aakoboy avats nyavayk siivanyk,
kaawits kandavom athttya,
nyaayaak xaly'ap.

“Xaly'a'ipk 'aydawu.”

A'im,

“Kantp,
katsuumpép,
katkavék kavaak.

“'Axt4 mashtGum matsikxa.”
Kaawits uukandavem a'itya.

Nyaaydakom —
'aakéoyonyts xaly'ip —
nyaaydaak antpk,
viiydaaak,
aalyuuvéevom takavék.

Nyaanupontik,
nyaayéaaak,
'an6gom,

kiaur a'im,
takavékontik.

Nyaaydanyk,
kwaxamoékeny,
nyaayda nyaanupontik,
vanyaayaaak,

xayk —

“'Awa'aw!” a'im,
takavék atspéakt.



Three Stories About Old Lady Sanyuuxdv 263

That old lady was living over there,
and something told her

to go swimming.

“T'll go swimming,” she said.

And so,

“Duck down (under the water),
do it four times,

and come back up.

“You’ll gather willow (roots).”
Something told her this, they say.

She went —

the old lady went swimming —

she went along and ducked down (under the water),
and she went along,

and halfway (there) she came back up.

She ducked down under the water again,
and she went along,

a little (way),

and in a little while

she came back (up) again.

She went along, until

the third (time),

she went along and ducked (under the water) again,
and as she went along,

all of a sudden —

“Oh!” she said,

and she came back out.



264 Stories from Quechan Oral Literature

Takavék atspék,
siivak —
kaawitsoats x4 maxak uuvaak uuvaata!

A'im,

siivam,

a'av alya'ém,
thautt 'im,
nyaayaantixayoam,
xtany uukyitt.

Nyuukyittk,
xavikom,
nyaashtium,
nyaatspak,

viithfik,

nyava avaamk siiva.

Avaak,

wilawiil atséowk uuvaam.
Xavikom aaviirak,

atsjam.

Siivaxayk —
'aakéoy ta'axadns athotk —
xuumaar xaavaak ayaut.

Aytuk siivaa,
'aakdoyonyts.

Nyaatspadmok viiyaak,

atspamok viiydaxaym,

'avanyik amank.

Kwashkyéevkanyts.

Uuyaarak uutspdk,

'anyaa kwatspdatsony nathémak viiwétsom,
aytuk viiv'aw.

“Kaathomk 'asta'éts athétk kwalyviit,”
a'im,
aytuk siiv'aw.
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She came back out,
and there she was —
there had been something there under the water!

So,

it was there,

(but) she didn’t pay it any attention,
she went farther,

she went down again, and immediately,
she cut the willow (roots).

She cut them,

two of them,

and she picked them up,

and she came out,

and she came back;

she got home and there she was.

She got there,

and she went about making flutes.
She finished (making) two,

and she put them away.

There she was, and suddenly —
(even though) she was a really old lady —
she gave birth to twins.

She gave birth and there she was,
the old lady.

She went out and went along,

she went out and went along, and suddenly,
they came from the house.

Doves.

They came flying out,

and they headed off towards the rising sun,
and she stood there watching.

“Somehow they seem to be my children,”
she said,
and she stood there watching.
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Xayom,

takavék,

nyavaly axdvxayam,
nydanyts athiitsom nyaayuduk.

“'Awa'aw,
‘aldayk nyiikwév.”

Nyuuvéak,
viiyém.

Nyaatspamontik,
siiv’dwxaym,
nakavék uuptuv.

Matsats'iim vuunodot.

Nyaayuuk,

takavék nyaavéaak,
'atsnyiidayk vuunéom,
'atsamdtsxa viithawk.

Vuunoéonyk,

nyuuv'éontik xayk,
kwaasdany mattiitsbowtontik,
uutspamak viinayém!

“Kaathom
muuthamoak vuunéok athum?” a'ét.
'Aakéoyeonyts aytuk uuvaak.

Uuvéaak
nyaméaam nyaakuutsk,
vanyuunéom.

“Nyaaytu mathfts,

matsaanyiik ammuunéot mathtm.
Ka'dvtan nyaaytu kathtum!
'Ashéntots 'aldayk ma'dvxa.”
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All of a sudden,

they came back,

they went back into the house, and immediately,
she saw that it was them.

“Oh, no,
this is terribly bad,” (she said).

They were there,
and they went off.

When they came back out again,
she was standing there, and immediately,
they went back inside.

They were crying.

She saw them,

and she went back (inside),
and she gave them things,
and they were about to eat.

There they were,

and they stood up again, and suddenly,
they turned themselves into lizards,

and they went out and and away they went!

“Why is it
that they are making such trouble?” she said.
The old lady was watching them.

There she was,
and finally they grew up,
and there they were.

“The things you do,

you go too far with them.

Be careful when you do things!
One of you will have a bad time.”
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A'fim,
a'av alya'ém.

A'av alya'émok,

nyaayuu,

kwaasdany mattiitsGowk,
nyaawéeeetskom,
nyaaylu maxak athaw.

Xayom,

'atsnyaayuduts —

'aavé kaawits athtiukam,

nyéanyts nyiinyiilyq a'ii vuunéom,
nyaayuduk,

astuukydanyk viinathiik,

nyavaly uuptiuvkom,

pa'iipdats athétk vuunoéot.

Uunéony,

nyaanymaam nyauukdutssm;
'aakéoyanyts wanyiirdvek vuunéom,
nyaa'avak andak viithawk.

Anaak,

xayom,

wilaw{ilony nyaashttum;
nya'kautstak athium,
nyaashtaum.

'Anydaxdap,

'anydaxdapom uupuiuvk viiwétsk,
'avii 'amdy alythawk siithaw.
Wilawiil atsdam vuunéo.

A'avak,
'aakéoyonyts a'dvok viiv'aw.

“Wilawiil 'uutsbowony ashtuatsk atham,
'atsnyaaytu aashtuuvaarsak vuunéom,
'uuxduttany,”

siiv'aw.
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She said it,
(but) they didn’t pay attention.

They didn’t pay attention,

well,

they turned themselves into lizards,
and off they went,

and they lay underneath something.

Suddenly,

a creature —

it was some kind of snake,

and it was going to swallow them,
and they saw it,

and they ran away and came (home),
and they went into the house,

and they became people again.

There they were,

and finally they grew up;

the old lady kept scolding them,

and they paid attention to her and settled down.

They settled down,

and suddenly,

they picked up the flutes;

they were grown up now, and so,
they picked them up.

The west,

they went into the west,

and they sat on the top of a mountain over there.
They were playing their flutes.

She heard them,
the old lady heard them, standing here.

“They’ve picked up the flutes I made,
and they are singing things,

the good (songs),”

and she stood there in the distance.
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Siiv'awxay,

'amatt 'nyaaly,

'améatt 'nyaak athdwapatk.
Mashtxaats,

xaavakt.

Xaavakoantik,
siithAwapatk,
a'av.

“Ka'av!

“Maxéa xaavaakanyts!

Maxéa xaavaakanyts wilawfil atsdam vuunéom,
‘uuxautt!

Ma'avak viimavak?”

Sanya'dkony a'fim.

“Aa’
'a'avak 'avak.”

Uunaw matt-tsapéem,
a'avk.

'Avii 'amdyoly athawk,
awitsk uundotom a'fim,
anawk matt-tsapéetk a'itya.

“ 'Awétsk 'ayéovium?”
nyaa'iim,
xaavaakapatonyts viiwéts.

Nyavany katén aly'ém nyiikwévtom,;
'aak6éoyony kwashuuthiiny matt-tsapéek uuvaak.

Xayom,
nyiishtriiqom,
makyik katanom takavék viiwéts!
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There she was, and suddenly,

in a place in the east,

(other people) were in a place in the east.
They were young women,

and they were twins.

They were twins too,
they were over there in the distance,
and they were listening.

“Listen!

“It’s twin young men!

Twin young men are playing flutes,
the good (songs)!

Do you hear it?”

She said it to the (other young) woman.

“Yes,
I hear it.”

The sound was overwheliming,

and they heard it.

(The young men) were on top of the mountain,
and they were doing something,

and the sound was overwhelming, they say.

“Shall we go see?”
she said,
and (those) twins went off too.

They didn’t get anywhere near the house;
the old lady’s powers were overwhelming.

Suddenly,
she took control (of their actions),
and they got just so far and then went back!
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Nakavék viiwétsom,

ay6ovkom,

ay6ovk vanyaathdwkom —

'aak6oy mashuurdyony matt-tsapéetk avuuvaat.

Nyaatkavék nyaakatdnmok athtim.

Nyiithdawkom;

“'Anydats 'uuv'aa 'awétstim 'athawk,”
nyaa'iim,

maxaanyanyts,

viiwétst.

'Anydam uuptuvk viiwétsxayom,
nydasily nyiitsxakyéek uukavékapatom!
Nydaasi nyiidar alya'émapatk,

awitsom.

Nyaanakavék katén,
viithdwom.

'Aakéoyanyts masharaytok uuvaatass a'étk,
uuvaatk;
iiwdanyts 'axétt-tom uuvaa.

Awim,

wilawf{il nydany nyaatsétsantik,
siithAwxayam,

mashtxdany

mashtxdanyonyts,
sanyaawétsk,

kaathém naxkyiik katén!

Katanmok,

maxaanyanyts,

wilawdiil atsétk siithdwam,
nyaakatanom.

Aatsiirak vuunéom,
a'avak,
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They went back,

and (the young men) watched,

they were watching —

and the old lady’s anger was overwhelming.

(The young women) had gone back home.

There they were;

“We might take a walk,”
they said,

the young men (did),
and off they went.

They went off into the east, and immediately,
(something) over there made them go back across!
(The old lady) didn’t want them over there,

and she did it.

They came back and got here,
and here they were.

The old lady was angry, but
there she was;
she went around (pretending to be) happy.

So,

they played their flutes again,

there they were, and suddenly,

the young women,

it was the young women,

they went after them,

and somehow they went across and got there!

They got there,

and the young men

were playing their flutes,

when (the young women) got there.

They were laughing flirtatiously,
and she heard them,
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'aak6oyonyts a'dvok,
av'awtom;
“'Amay alythawk” a'étoma.

“Nyaakatanoak!
Saathéxa lyaviim!
'A'fim va'uuvdam!
Nyiis'firak 'uunéom!

“Kaathémk nyiinykdamok,
naxky{i'ankaa?”
a'étoma.

A'flim,
nyiithtutsk siiv'awt.

Nyiithtutsk siiv'awk;
“Vathats uutséoy a'fim katdnak vuundok athttya.’
a'éta.

M

« A'im,
'axottk,
aalimak mattatstiytoxa.

“Mattuutséoyts 'uuxtutt alya'émoxa,”
a'im,
'aakéoyonyts a'im.

Nyaa'avkom,

'aak6oyony.

“Mattmatstly ma'im muunéokom,
mathdum?”

maxaany tsakakwétom.

« Aa‘”

“Xottk.
Matt'aaéevxa.”

Mattaaéevak,
pa'iipda aqaask vuunéok vuunéok.
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the old lady heard them,
and she stood up;
“They’re on top of the mountain,” she said.

“They got here!

This was bound to happen!
I kept saying so!

I forbade them to do it!

“(But) somehow they overpowered me,
and they went across, didn’t they?”
she said.

And so,
she stood there thinking.

She stood there thinking;
“These young women got there intending to get married,”
she said.

“SO,
all right,
they’ll get married, no matter what.

“Their marriages won’t be good ones,”
she said,
the old lady said it.

They heard her,

the old lady.

“You are going to get married,
are you?”

she asked the young men.
“Yes,” (they said).

“All right.
We’ll have a gathering.”

They had a gathering,
they went on and on inviting people.
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Awfim,

“'Ats'iimék va'uunéom.
Ammuunook,

mara'éoyk,

mara'é6oyk muuvaanyk muuvak.
Ma'avak,

nydanyi mathitsxa,”

a'éta.

A'itsam,

nyaa'avak,

pa'iipdanyts

'avaats kavaay kandavok viiwdam,
pa'iipdanya aqdas.

“Tsuumdaaveak vuunoo!

Tsuumaav a'iim vuunéo!”

Tsuumaav vuunéom,
pa'iipdanyonyts aashtuuvarok vuunéom,
'atsiimak uuvaa.

Mashaxayonyts aatsiirok a'ét-tak,
aatsfirtok a'ét-tok.

Vuunéom,
'aak6oy vaashuuqwétsanyts iindamk uuvaat.

Nyuuvéakam,

nyaamaatsiirontik siiv'awxayom,
kuu'firak,

'aak6oyonyts mashaxdyony mattathdwom.
Mattathdwom!

Ktur 'im nyaa'dampat!

Mashaxdyonyts apiyt

'atsiimats atoly!

Nyaaptiyom,
nyaapudyam,
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So,

“We’re (going to) dance.

You'll be there,

and you’ll have a good time,
you’ll be there having a good time.
You'll experience it,

and you’ll (go on from) there,”
she said.

She said it,

and when they heard her,

someone

went from house to house telling about it,
and inviting the people.

“They’re having a feast!

They’re going to have a feast!”

They had a feast,
and the people were singing,
and they were dancing.

The young woman was laughing flirtatiously,
she was laughing flirtatiously.

There they were,
and the old lady’s hatred was extraordinary.

There she was,

and one of them was laughing flirtatiously again,
and all of a sudden,

the old lady put a curse on the young woman.

She put a curse on her!
And in a little while she fell face down!
The young woman died

in the middle of the dancing!

When she died,
when she died,
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viitiivekam,
nyamaam,

uutara'ay a'fi vuunéo.
Qwalayéwom,
uutara'iy a'fi vuunéo.

Xayom,
maxayany iiwdanyts 'alday a'im,
uuvaak.

Nyaaqwalayéwom,
mashaxdyony uutara'iyk aavfirtst.

Uutara'tyk nyaaviirtsom,
maxayanyts
uuvaatapat.

Avuuvéanypatk,
nydany nydaalyviitontik.
Ktur a'im aptytapatk,
xuumar xaavaka.

Nyéam 'ashéntom,
'ashéntts dampak,
mattaaly'dk vuunéok
'aakéoyany.

Nyuunéom.

'Aakéoyanyts takavék a'im.
“Mashxdyony 'uutara'uyk 'aaviirak,”
aaly'éxay.

Nyaaytu,

katél a'étontima,

nyaany.

Nyéany athdwk awim,
xama'tilyny ashtium vuunéok,
aaviirxayom,

maa'filykats tama'érot!
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they all sat here,

and finally,

they were going to prepare her (for cremation).
The next morning,

they were going to prepare her (for cremation).

Right away,
the young man’s heart was about to break,
there he was.

The next morning,
they finished preparing the young woman (for cremation).

They finished preparing her (for cremation),
and the young man
was there too.

He was there too,

and he did just what she had done.
In a little while he died too,

the twin (young man).

Now there was one,

one (from each pair of twins) was left,
and they stayed together

(with) the old lady.

There they were.

The old lady was going to go back home.
“T'll get that young woman taken care of,”
she thought.

Well,

it’s called a parching tray,

that (thing).

She took that (tray), and so,
she went on gathering ashes,
and she finished, and suddenly,
(the tray) was full of maggots!
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Maa'filykots tama'érom,
nyaaytuk.

Nyaavom,

nyaatama'érom nyaayuuk,
mashaxay,

mashaxdy 'ashént,

“Méaanyts,

vathanyoam,

vathanyi,

matspaq!

mathétk ammuuvaatxa!”

“A'fm,

'Ashéets 'a'{fim nyashém,
'atskamuuvaak,

nydava mamdatsk ammaydatxa!”

A'im,

mashxdyony alyaats'atk,
'ashée atsbowam,
'amayvi uuvaak,

uuvaak athauk a'éta.

'Aakéoyanyts awiim.
'Aakéoy Sanyuuxavanyts.

A'im,
nyuundéok.

Vanyuunéokom,
nyaayudu tsdam,
maam,

nyiirfish a'im viithdwk.

Nyuunook,
vanyuunéok awim,
“Ka'thtum 'uunéok 'athtitya?
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It was full of maggots,
and she saw this.

At this (point),

when she saw that it was full of maggots,
(she said to) the young woman,

the one young woman (who was left),

“You,

right now,

right here,

you’ll pop these in your mouth like grapes!
That’s what you’ll do from now on!

“So,

I name you Buzzard,

and wherever you might be,

this is what you will eat from now on!

And so,

she shoved the young woman,
she turned her into a buzzard,
and there she is up in the sky,
there she is, they say.

The old lady did it.
Old Lady Sanyuuxav.

And so,
there they were.

There they were, and so,
(out of) everything,
finally,

there was nothing (left).

There they were,
there they were, and so,
“How can we put up with this?
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“Kamawii ma'im
matatapéoyk muunéok nyammaaviirak?

“Maaiimak viimayéaak!

“ 'Amatt mashmuuthii makayaam,
nyéasi muuvéiak nyiimakwévtoxa!

“Aanyontik vathi muuvaa alyma'ém!”

A'itsom,
viiwétsk,
'anyéaavi nathémoak viiwéts.

Viiwétsk,

xaasa'ily atély nyaanyi,
'aviits uuvam,

nyaanyi tsuunooyts,
nydanyi uuvaak uuvaak.
Athtuk a'étoma.

A'im,

mayliuwuam,
a'itstoma.

Nydany a'im.
Nydanyi avak uuva.
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“What did you think you were doing
when you went about killing them off?

“Just go!

“Go away to a place you don’t know,
and come to your end over there!

“Don’t ever come here again!”

They said it,
and off they went,
they headed east and off they went.

Off they went,

and in the middle of the ocean
there was an island,

and they abandoned her there,
and that’s where she stayed.

It happened, they say.

So,

you can see her,
they say.

They say that.

She is (still) there.
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'Aakodoy Sanyuuxav

Told by Josefa Hartt

Pa'iipaats,

sany'akats siivak,
nyavayk siivanyk,
saathtium,
pa'iipdanyony 'atayk,
vaa'iim,

vathik vathik a'fim,
athduny.

Nyéava,
siivanyk,
nyavayk siivany.

Xuumdar aytiuxayam,;
xaavék a'étoma.

Xaavakom,
nyaxayk,
mathdavtak:
anyuurtak a'étoma.

limAattonyts anyturak,
nyaayuu,
kwal'iishée muuytu nydany lyaviitk a'étoma.

Athtium,

anyaurtak.

Suuméevok vuundéom,
uutsétk uuvaanyk uuvaany.

Uuvaany,

nyaany ava'itstoma.
'Aviinyts,

vaa'ée a'flim,

nyiikapk va'iik a'ém a'itya.
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A person,

a woman was over there,

she was living over there,

that’s how things were,

there were a lot of people there,
like this,

they were here and there,

they were.

This one,
she was over there,
she was living over there.

She gave birth to children;
they were twins, they say.

They were twins,

and immediately,

there was something peculiar about them:
they were multi-colored, they say.

Their bodies were multi-colored,
well,
they looked like those rainbows that you see, they say.

So,

they were multi-colored.

They depended on her,

and she looked after them, on and on.

There she was,

and people talked about that.

The mountain,

it was like this,

and there might have been a cave in it, like this, they say.
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Athtiuk a'émok,

xaavily viikwathii ny4ava,
kwashathtik nydavom,
makyi athtum a'itya.

Athtum,

nyaanya,

sanya'dkonya,
'Aakéoy Sanyuuxav a'im,
amulyk athtuk a'étoma,
nyamaam,
nya'aak6éoyom.

Nydany nyavayam,
nyadany nyavaytk siivam,
sata'6ts nydanyts avathotk anyturtom.

Sata'étsk siiva,

uutsda va'ark viivanyk viivanyk,
nyamaam,

nya'uukuautsk;

vanyaathawk,

saathtum:

pa'iipdavats

mattmaawiik,

pa'iipda kwanymé shiitamtuly mattashék,
makyik a'{im,

makyik kwa'itsanyts.

Saathtium:
mattnyiitsayk,
mattnyiimaawiik,
mattnyaashuupawk.

Nyaathdau,
nyaa'iim,
nydanyts xiiptak athtum athduk a'étoma.

Maxéaanyanyts vanyaathawk,
Xatpéa Nyavéatan alynayém.
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Maybe

this river that comes along here

and heads this way,

maybe it’s somewhere around there, they say.

So,

that one,

the woman,

they called her Old Lady Sanyuuxav,
(that) was her name, they say,

that’s all,

now that she was old.

She lived there,
she was living over there,
and those children of hers were multi-colored like that.

She gave birth to them,

and she looked after them, on and on,
and finally,

they grew up;

here they were,

and it was like that:

these people

were related to each other,

(but) they belonged to a different tribe,
wherever it was,

the one that was wherever it was.

It was like that:

(in order to) get married,

(they needed to know how) they were related to one another,
they needed to know about themselves.

(That) was (the situation),
and so,
they were the first ones to be (in this situation), they say.

The boys were there,
and they went off into real Papago territory.
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A'étk,

vanyaathawk,

matt-tsakuunavak a'iim,

“'Uuv'aak,

'avii kavée 'anyédak 'anayém 'a'im 'athdw'sash,”
a'ét.

Sany'dkony antdytsony uukandavxaysly —
“Kaawits mawéts ma'im ma'itya?
Mapéoytoxa!

“Pa'iipdanyts maytuk athtuly'sm!
'Axwdaytank avathaw alyaskyiixdyom,”
a'étkom a'itya.

A'étk vuunootas,
makyik a'av alya'émok.
Kaathts a'étk a'fim,
nyiikwévtak,

nyaany.

Xuumaar muuxamiik,
'atsnyaamuukandavom,
a'av alya'émok.
Nyaathawim.
Nyaatsiinyuvim a'étoma.

Nyaathtu nyaa'iim,
nyaanya athdum athtuk a'ét.
A'étoma.

Nydany athtiu a'fi vanyaathawk;
mattsaa'étk suunoéok,
a'étoma.

*kk Fkk ko

Nydanya avathtuk a'étoma.
Nyaa'iim,

viinayémtak a'étoma.
Viiwétstak.
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So,

here they were,

and they talked among themselves, and so,
“Let’s travel,

let’s go to the southeastern mountains,”
(one of them) said.

They told the woman, their mother, and immediately —
“What are you about to do?
They will kill you!

“People don’t want to see you!
There is still a real war going on there,”
she said, they say.

She went on saying it, but
they didn’t listen to her at all.
She said something,

but it was no use,

that (which she said).

You have children,

and you explain things to them,

but they don’t listen to you.

That might happen.

They might follow that example, they say.

When they intend to do (something),
that’s what they are going to do.
So they say.

That’s what they were intending to do;
they had made up their minds,
they say.

That’s what happened, they say.
And so,

they left, they say.

They went along.
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Nyamathtts kwa'atsk:

viiwétsom,

pa'iipdats Xatpaa 'amdy 'avanyi athim —
mapisa 'atsvéek vanyaavam.

Xama'alyk nyiivak,
San Xarviir a'épom 'a'dvonyk.

Nyd&anyi athtium,
Xatpdanyts 'amatt mattnyiitsamiim uuvéaanyk,
uuvaak athauk a'étoma.

Uuvaam,

pa'iipaats viithdwom,
kwara'akts,

alykwatandk ta'axanoanyts,
nyaanyts,

kwara'ak tanok viithik,
tasinymotk a'étoma.

'Atsaytulya'ém.

Vatstsaats xavik,
mashatxdaxéyk viithdwom.

'Ashéntts 'akutsk,

'ashéntts alyaaéevok athtium,

nyaany,

'ava awiim shapéttk a'étoma.

Nyakér nyaawiim awiim.

Shapéttom,

nyaany alyathawet av'artak,

iiwdam alyathawtok avathawat av'art.

A'étoma.

Alyathawk,
siithAwom.
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It happened just as she had said it would:

they went,

and there were people there in Papago territory —
nowadays whoever-it-is is there.

Priests are there,
I’ve heard it called San Xavier.

That’s where it was,
the Papago settled the land and stayed there,
they stayed there, they say.

They stayed there,

and there was someone there,
an old man,

he was their real leader,

he was the one,

he was very old,

and he was blind, they say.

He couldn’t see.

He had two daughters,
and they were young women.

One was older,

and one was younger,

and those (young women)

were kept isolated in a separate house.

They did that, long ago.

They isolated them,

and (the young women) would stay in that (house),
they would stay in there by themselves.

So they say.

There they were in there,
they were over there.
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Nyéava ayuutkaly,
nydasi nayém a'étk vuunéotk,
a'étkom.

Vanyaawétsk,

vanyaawétsk,

nyéasily katdnmot.

Makyits uuyéov alya'émoxayom,
alykatanatom.

'Atskuundavak aatsxwaar a'étk vuundot av'artum.

Xiipan athawkam,
“Ka'avak!
Siithdwonyk!” a'fim.

“Ava'iily'amk,

néq a'fi va'drak avathawom,”
a'dvxayom —

“Kaawits kaathoémk,

avathawk!” a'im,

“Tsakavarok andaw tanok avuundéotom.
'A'avak va'avak 'athd'ssh!” a'étk,
kwara'dkonyts a'étk.

“'A'avash!”

A'fim,

nyaa'avak,

‘aakooyonyts a'fim,

“A'étk a'itya,

'aaly'étk.

Iiwdam tsakuunaavak avathawk,”
a'im.

A'éxayom,
“Kavéaarom!
'A'avak 'a'itya!”
a'étk;
kwara'dkanyts anfiimtok vuundéom nyaa'av.
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(The two young men) wanted to see them,
and they were planning to go over there,
they say.

They went,

and they went,

and they got to that (place) over there.
Nobody saw them, and all of a sudden,
they got there.

They were always talking and laughing.

It was near (the girls’ parents’ house), and so,
“Listen!
There’s someone over there!” (the old man) said.

“They never (used to) say anything!
They’ve always been quiet,” (he said),
and he listened, and suddenly —
“There’s something going on,
(someone) is there!” he said,

“They are laughing really loudly.

I can hear them right here!” he said,
the old man said it.

“I can hear them!”

And so,

when she heard him,

the old woman said,

“It’s nothing,

I think.

They’re by themselves, talking (to each other),”
she said.

As soon as she said it,

“That’s not (what is happening)!

I can hear them!”

he said;

the old man could hear them doing as they pleased.
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Xuumdyots suuvaam,
aqéask a'im.

“Kaawits kaathtum.

Vathawk waashtuugwiivek vuunédota.
Mayaak alymarpéem maytuly 'aaly'ét,

a'iik a'étoma.

A'fim,
nyaa'avak,
“Ee'é” a'étk,
viiyaatk.

Nya'avuuyédany av'awtk,
ayuutk,

avats nyakor a'dvok athtim,
aashtuuthauly.

Athdm,

nyiiv'awk,

aytutk nyaakwén a'étk,
nyiirish a'ésh.

Nyaavdamk —

“Nyiirish.

Kaawits makyi uuvaaly'emash,”
a'ét.

A'im,

a'avtoka.

N4q a'étk siithik.
Nyaa'iim,
viiyémtom aytutka.

'Aakéoyanyts siivanyk.
“Kavaarak a'itsam;
ma'amak,”

a'éxaym,

“Kavaarak,
aytulya'émas,”

a'étk kwalyavdiita.

”
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His son was there,
and he called him.

“Something is going on.

They are making noise over here.

I think you should go and peek inside and see,”
he said, they say.

So,

when he heard him,
“Oh, all right,” he said,
and he went along.

He stood outside their door,

and he looked,

(but) those (young women) had heard him coming, and so,
they had hidden (the young men).

So,

he stood there,

he went around looking,
and there was nothing there.
When he got back home —
“Nothing.

There isn’t anybody there,”
he said.

So,

(the old man) heard him.

He lay there without saying anything.
Then,

he saw (the young man) go away.

The old lady was still there.

“He said it wasn’t (like that);

you heard him,”

she said, and immediately,

“He’s wrong.

He probably didn’t look,”

(the old man) said something like that.
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A'étk,
aniimtak vuunéom.

Xuumar xatalats.
Kaa'iim 'atskuuvdatom 'aydunyk;
maatsawits nyiirish a'im.

Nyéany lyaviik,
xuumadr 'iikyinyts suuvaatk.

Aafimok,

'avéats kavéayk,
‘atssaviily kuu'éeyk,
athtim.

Kaawits daytsom,
amatk athot;
suuvaat av'artany.

Siithiim —
siithiim,
'aakéoyanyts aytuk siivanyk.

oo sle dese e foodeok
A R e T

Ayuuk siivanyk,
uuvaaxaym,
kwara'dkanyts a'im,
“Kaawits av'aak?” a'im,
a'étom,

“Nydanyts athétova,” a'i.

A'éxayom,

kwara'dkanyts a'im,

“Fe'é,

nyaany,

nyaayuu,

tathits kamaxtulyk avkuunéok,
kaayom;

nyaaydu tsapoxam,
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So,
they went on doing as they pleased.

There was an orphan.
I’'ve seen them at different places;
they have no relatives.

There was one like that,
there was a little boy over there.

He did what he could,

he went from house to house,

and he begged for things, poor thing,
he did.

They gave him something,
and he ate it;
he was always there.

He was coming from over there —
he was coming from over there,
and the old lady was watching him.

She was watching him,

there she was, and suddenly,

the old man said,

“Who’s that walking by?” he said,

and so,

“It must be that (little boy),” (the old woman) said.

As soon as she said it,

the old man said,

“Okay,

as for that,

well,

(go ahead and) parch some corn,
and give it to him;

he’ll munch on something,
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nyéany 'a'fim,
ayaak
aytuwda,”
a'fik a'étoma.

“Alyarpéemak aytiuxa,”
a'étom,
nyaa'avak.

“Xottk,” a'im.

'Aakéoyanyts awii kwa'atsk,
“Eey,

nyayuiu!

Nydayu!” a'étom,
nyaa'avak,

av'awxayam,

tathits nydany maxutuly kwa'atsk vuunoéok,
nyaaviirak,

iishdaly uutama'érok

daytk a'étoma.

Aayam,

iishdalyk atsétom,
nyaashttum,

“Viimayaak.

Mashtaxaa nyavats avi avak,
siikwavatsnya.

Alymarpéem

mayuu,” a'fim,

a'étka.

“Aam,

pa'iipda alyathdwom,

a'fi kaathomok a'im.
Tsagaavtak,

tsakavaroatsk a'fim vuundéom,;
a'avok va'thik 'a'étka,”

a'étk vuunéom,

nyaa'av.

1
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and I'll say that to him,
and he’ll go

and take a look,”

he said, they say.

“He’ll peek in and see,”
he said,
and she heard him.

“All right,” she said.

The old woman did as she had been told,
“Hey,

I see you!

I’'m going to give you (something)!” she said,
and the boy heard her,

and he stopped, and immediately,

she went about parching corn, just as she had been told,
and when she finished,

she filled her hand (with parched corn),

and she gave it to him, they say.

She gave it to him,

she put it into his hand,
and when he took it,
“You go along.

The girls’ house is there,
it’s the one over there.
Peek inside

and see,” she said,

they say.

“Well,

there are people in there,
there might be.

They are talking,

they keep laughing;

we’ve been hearing them,”
she went on saying it,

and he heard her.

299
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“Xottk,” a'étk,

adam a'étk,

tathitsony nyaatsa'alyk;

nyaatsap6xk viiydam.

Né6q a'im,

iishdalyom nyatama'érok daytom athim,
makyik avdam alya'émoxéyk,

atsdavoak a'étoma.

Nyaatsaavak,

nydasik athiik,

takavék nyaavéak,

“Nyiirish a'ésh,” a'fik a'étoma.

Kwara'dkonyts siithik.

“Aytu lya'ématok uu'av lyaviita.
Kamathtim,

'atdyom kaayk.

'Anéq ta'axdnom méay kama'émtom,
atsdavtak a'itya,

matsdampuytok awim,”

a'fik 'etoma.

A'étom,

nyaa'avak,

'aakéoyonyts “Xo6ttk,” a'fim,
nyaawintik vuunéok vuunéok,
kwaskylily atsdam,

dayk a'étoma.

Uutama'érak,

dayom,

nyaayuauk.

Nyaathawk,

“Muka!

Vathdny maytu alyma'émok?” a'fim,
“Maydatanak,

alymapam,

mayuu a'iftsom ma'dmak,”

a'ét.
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“All right,” he said,

and he went a little way,

holding the corn in his hand;

he munched on it as he went along.

It was just a little bit,

she had given him (just) a handful, and so,
he hadn’t gone anywhere, by the time

he had eaten it up, they say.

When he had eaten it up,

he came back from over there,

and when he got back,

“There’s nothing there,” he said, they say.

The old man was lying there.

“It sounds like he didn’t (even) look.
Whatever you do,

give him a lot.

You must have given him just a little bit,
and he ate it all up,

because he’s so hungry,”

he said, they say.

So,

when she heard him,

the old woman said, “All right,”

and she did it again, going on and on,
and she put it in a dish,

and she gave it to him, they say.

She filled it up,

and she gave it to him,

and he saw it.

He took it,

“Now!

Didn’t you see this?” she said.
“Really go,

and when you get there,

take a look, as you heard him say,”
she said.
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Vuunéom,;
“'Ax6tt,” nyaa'étontik,
kwaskyii nyaathawk.

Nyaatspoxontik,
viiydanyk viiydanyk;
'atdytom,

atsdav alya'émxayk,
avdamtok a'étoma.

Nyaavaamok,

'avany alyaa'ashk,
ayltuxayom,
'avanyts avathtium,
kwal'iishiik anyérak.

Tama'értanom,

aytuk aaly'éxayk,
axweshxwéshk apamk!
Apuytak siithik 'etoma.

Atham,
athtium,
iiwdanyts ép a'iik a'im athttya.

Siithikony,

'akéortanam,

nyaamanak,

nydaany viithiik,

nyaavaam,

“Kaathétii?” a'éxayom —
“Fe'é,

kaawits anyturak mattapéek,
'avany alytama'érom!

“'Aytauk,

'aytiuxayk 'apdmok.

Si'athikenyk,

si'athikanyk,

'améanak vi'athiik 'ath6pak 'athé,”
a'fik 'etoma.
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There they were;
“All right,” he said again,
and he took the dish.

He was munching (corn) again,

he went on and on;

there was a lot of it,

and he still hadn’t eaten it up, by the time
he got there, they say.

He got there,

and he peeked into the house,

he looked, and immediately,

the house was like that,

it was multi-colored and shining like a rainbow.

It was full (of color),

and as soon as he saw it,

he spun around and fell down!
He fainted dead away, they say.

So,
it happened,
he just blacked out.

He lay there,

for a really long time,

and he got up,

and he came back,

and when he got there,

“What happened?” they said, and immediately —
“Well,

there are all kinds of colors

and they’re filling up the house!

“I looked,

and as soon as I saw it, I fell down.

I lay there,

and I lay there,

and I got up and came back and here I am,”
he said, they say.
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Nyaakandavom,

nyaa'avak,

kwara'dkanyts,

“Mobo,

ma'avk!

Saathtum!

Kaawits uuvatk kwalyavdiita, ”
a'éxayom,

“Mamuuvilytek ammuuvaanyk!
Kaawits athttum athtutya!”
nyaa'étk.

Xuumdy nyaanyts nyiishamathfik,
nyuuvaam.

Kaawits kaawiim,

pa'iipda uutsdam,

ara'oytok suuvdam,

nyaaytuk aqassk vuunéom.

Nyaayaak uukandavotsom,
nyaa'avak viithfitk,
avaatk a'étoma.

Nyaavéak,

nyaavaam,

a'im,

“Vaathém!

Vaathtiwim 'a'épak 'a'dvenyk!
'A'éxayom,

mayudu alyma'émas,

ma'étom!

Nyaathdawom!

“Nyaathdaum,

avany 'a'fim,

ayaaxayk,

vaathtium ayuduk!” a'éta.
“Pa'iipda mashttilum mayaak,
alymaxavok maytuxa!”

a'ét.
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He told them about it,

and they listened,

and the old man (said),
“Okay,

you heard him!

It’s true!

There seems to be something there,”
he said, and immediately,
“You (had better) hurry!
There is something there!”
he said.

That son of his didn’t know about it,
there he was.

He was doing something or other,

he was in charge of (a group of) people,
he was having a good time over there,
and (someone) saw him and called him.

(That person) went and told him about it,
and when (the son) heard about it he came,
and he got there, they say.

He got there,

he got there,

and (the old man) said,

“This is how it is!

I said it would be this way!

I said so,

but you didn’t really look, even though
you said you did!

And they were there (all along)!

“Then,

I said that (to the orphan boy),

and he went there, and immediately,
he saw that this is how it is!” he said.
“Get some people together and go,

go in there and see!”

he said.
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Vuunéotom,

nyaa'avak,

“Xottk,” a'im,

pa'iipda —

'iipats 'atdytanom nyaaqdask,
nyaashtum.

Vaayéak apamoak,
a'éxayom,
nyiirish a'étom;
alyarpéemtok uuyo6ovak,
xayom,
mashtaxdany a'im,
“Kaawits kamathtium viimathdwom?”
a'im.

A'étk,

a'avok a'ét,

suundéom,

naq a'étk,

uuyo6ovtak siithawk.

Kaa'ém alya'émak siithdwom.

A'im,

uuyéovtk,

nyaayuu,

aafimok,

kaly'aaxwaay awiim —
nyaayuu tsuuxay uutséw,
nyaava atavok a'avok,
kaawémok a'avak,

awétk suunéonyk,
nyiuutspak.

Viinathiik,
nyaakatan,

“Nyiirfish a'im nyiikwévash.”

“Kaawits makyi uuvaalya'ém.”
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Here they were,

and (his son) heard him;
“All right,” he said,

and people —

he called a whole lot of men,
he gathered them together.

They went along and got there,
and by the time they did,

there was nothing there;

they peeked in and looked,
and immediately,

he said to the girls,

“What are you up to?”

he said.

So,

they heard him, and so,

there they were,

they kept silent,

and they sat there watching.

They sat there not saying anything.

So,

the men looked around,

well,

they did as they pleased,

they used war clubs —

(the walls) were made of adobe or something,
and they hit them, all over the place,

they did whatever it was, all over the place,
they went about doing it,

and they came out.

They came back,
and when they got there,
“There’s nothing there at all,” (they told the old man).

“There isn’t anything there anywhere.”
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A'étk,

suunéom,

a'avotk avanyk.

“Fe'é,

kaath6ém ma'iim ma'itya.”
“'Aakxavtanak uuybovtas,
kavaarash,”

a'étk vuunéom.

Nyaa'avak.
“'Axottk,” a'fim,
kaa'ém alya'émotok.

Siithikom.

Nyaavom,

nyiiptuttk vaayémtom,

nyiiriish a'étom,

siithawtak,

kwara'dkonyts iiwda xakwathdw va'drom,
siithik.

Nyaanyom,

tsaqwértak a'étk vuundéom.
“Kamawiim ma'im?”
'aak6oyony.

“Kavaarak,” a'im,
“Nyaamuukandavtsom,
nyaamayuuk,

thutt ma'étk ammuundéotom.”

A'étk vuunéom,
nyaa'avak,
néq a'étk siithikt av'dartak vuunéony.

Viithdwnyak,

viithdwam,

nyaasots alyathdw av'arkom,
siitiivnyak.

'Anéqpts viivakom,
mattshakyévotk a'étoma.
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So,

there they were,

and he heard them.

“Well,

that’s what you say,” he said.

“We really did go in and look, but

(the situation) is not (what you feared it would be),”
they kept saying.

(The old man) heard them.
“All right,” he said,
and he didn’t say anything.

He lay there.

At this (point),

(the men) scattered and left,

and they were gone,

but (the young women) were over there,
and the old man was just as worried as ever,
lying there.

From that (point),

he went on talking about it.

“Why are you doing this?” (she asked),

the old woman (did).

“It is not (what you feared it would be),” she said,
“They told you,

and you saw (that they were right),

and (yet) you keep on (pursuing it) more and more.”
She went on saying it,

and he heard her,

and he lay there, silent, as usual.

Here they were,

here they were,

and those (young people) were still in there,
they were over there.

The younger ones were there,

and they got married, they say.
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Mattshakyév,

a'ls,

kwaktsonyts kavaarak a'étoma.
A'fim,

nyaam,

mattshakyév va'arak,
siithdawnyak,

siithdawnyak,

siithaw.

Siithaw va'aranyk,
siithdwxayom,
nyiitiiv va'aratsk,
nyam nyiirfish a'im,
a'étkam,

nydany —
kwa'kttsonyts atspék,
'axa athiitk,

axavak athét av'arak,
suuvam,

ayuut.

'Akboyonyts siivatk.
“Avathdwtokom athdum.

“Atspak,

suuvaanyk,

axavom,;

'aytiuk 'ava'ash,” a'ét av'ar.

Vuundéom,
viithdwnyak,
viithawk,
viithaw.

'Akér alynyaayém ta'axdnam.
Nyéavots,

'aak6éoy nyaava,
kwasta'étsonyts alynyiithtutsk uuvaatk,
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They got married,

but

the older ones didn’t, they say.

So,

at that (point),

the (younger people) were married,
and there they were,

there they were,

there they were.

They were there, as usual,

they were there, when all of a sudden,
they were sitting there as usual,
and there was nobody (else) there,
and so,

as for that —

the older one came out,

she came for water,

and she went back in as usual,
and there she was,

and (the old woman) watched her.

The old woman was over there.
“They are there.

“She came out,

and there she was,

and she went back inside;

I saw her,” she always said.

She was around here,
and here they were,
here they were,

here they were.

A really long time passed.
This (other one),

this old lady,
the one who had given birth to them was thinking about them,
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“Kaawits,

apooyfi.

Kaathémk viithdawtok a'im,
makyik nakavékaly'em,
Nyiikwévom.

“'A'avtak va'uuvaak 'athé'ash,”
a'étk.

Alynyiithtautst av'artak,

amétk uuvaat av'art.

“'Akér alynayémok,”
a'fim.

A'fi va'arak uuvaanyk,
kavaartokom a'avok athtm,
“Vatham,

nyaanakavékalys,

nyiirfish a'im vanyaathaw.

“Kaawits kaathémk a'émok athttya,”
a'étk aav'artak.

Uuvéanyk,

uuvaany.

'Akér alynyaayém.
Mattnyaatspée ta'axdnam.

Nyaava,

xuumaranyts —

xuumadrats nya'iikyinyts nyiivak,
nya'kttskam athdam.

Xuumar 'atsma'im,

a'dv alya'émok vanyaathikom,
nydany lyaviik awétk awim,
“Katspam alyka'émak,”
a'itsxayom —

'avaly uuvaak uuvéxayk,
ayuuts alya'émxayom,
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“Whatever they did,

they’re probably dead.
Whatever they were up to,
they are never coming back.
They have come to their end.

“This is how I feel about it,”

she said.

She was always thinking about it,
and she was always weeping.

“It’s been such a long time,”
she said.

She was always saying it;

she sensed that (something) was wrong, and so,
“At this (point),

they should be back, but

there has been nothing.

“Something must have happened to them,”
she was always saying.

There she was,

there she was.

A long time passed.
It really was overwhelming.

This one,

the child —

the little boy was there,
and he had gotten older.

You say something to a child,

and he doesn’t listen,

that’s what he was like, and so,
“Don’t go out,”

they said, and immediately —

he stayed in the house,

(but) as soon as they weren’t looking,
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atspam,
mat'ar uuvaak,
kaur axavtok uuvam.

Uuybovak vuunéonyk,

“ ‘Eey!

Xuumadrats alyuuvaak!
Atspak uuvaanyk,
axavtak kwalyaviit,” a'im,
'aak6oyonyts a'ét.

“'Aytutanak 'avédxayom,
xuumarats atspamok,

avi uuvaak,

ktur a'éxayom,

alyaxavok atho6tk kwalyviim.
'Aytutk 'avék'ash,”

a'fim.

Suunéom,
a'avek uuvanyk.
« vEey!

“Avathtium 'a'épak 'a'dvenyk!
Avatho6tk kwalyviita 'a'fim!
Nya'uunéom,

kavaarkom ma'étk ammuunéonyk,
athtium!

Athtium a'itya!”

a'fim.

Siithawk,
siithawam,
nydava mattnyaakatsuundvak vanyaathawk.

Nyaa'avak,

xuumay nyaaqastantim,
nyaavaam a'im,
“Vaathtium,
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he went out,
and he stayed outside,
and in a little while he came in and there he was.

They were watching,

“Hey!

There’s a child there!

He came out for a while,

and (then) he seems to have gone (back) in,” she said,
the old woman said it.

“I was watching, and all of a sudden,
a child came out,

and he stayed there,

and after a little while,

he seems to have gone (back) inside.
I was watching him,”

she said.

There they were over there,
and the old man was listening.
“Hey!

“I said it would happen!

I said it seemed to be happening!
There we were,

and you kept saying no,

but it’s happening!

It’s happening!”

he said.

There they were,
there they were,
and they discussed this among themselves.

He heard them,

and he called his son again,

and when (the son) got there, he said,
“This is what’s happening,
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maytuk,” a'éta.
'Aakéoyavats ayauk vanyaavak,
kandavtak a'itya.

Nyuunéom;
“Maydatan mayuuly 'aaly'étka,”
a'fim.

A'fim,

nyaa'avak,

“Xottk,” a'im,

pa'iipda nyaagdasontik mattnyaashttum,
vaaydak alyapam.

Uuydovak.

Vuunéoxayam,

xuumdr tsanpéevats alyuuvaatk uuvaam,
uuyoovat.

Suundo,

nyakértanom,

vathéats aashtuuthtulyk.
Nyiirish a'ét.

Nyaayuuk,

nyaatakavék,
nyaavaamok,

“Athtu kwa'atsash,” a'im.

“Xuumarats alyvak uuvaatomash.
Uuvam 'aytu'ssh,” a'fik 'etoma.
A'fim,

a'fim,

kanaavom,

kwara'dkonyts a'dvak siithikenyk,
a"iim,

“Ee'é.

“Xuumdr xatsiny nyaathtium,
'axOtt-toxa.



Three Stories About Old Lady Sanyuuxdv 317

you see,” he said.
The old woman had been watching,
and she told him about it.

There they were;
“I think you really should go and take a look,”
she said.

And so,

when he heard her,

“All right,” he said,

and he summoned people again and they got together,
and they went along and got there.

They looked.

There they were, and suddenly
there was a little child in there,
and they saw him.

There they were,

(but) already,

these (people) had hidden him.
He was gone.

They looked,

and they went back,

when they got there,

“It’s just as you said,” he said.

“There’s a child in there.

We saw him there,” they said it, they say.
They said it,

and so,

they told him about it,

and the old man lay there listening,

and he said,

“Yes.

“If it’s a girl,
it will be all right.
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“A'fis,
xuumér 'iikyiny nyaathtum,
'aldaytoxa.

“Nyéaanyts,

nyaayuu 'alday athéxa.
Athéxa lyaviim,
nydany 'aar aly'a'émk,
vany'avam.

“Nyéaanya vanyaathtium,
mattapooyvatxa,”
a'fik 'et.

“A'fis,

xuumdr nyaathdum,
uuvaanyk,

nya'akitsk sanya'dktiya.

“Athtium,

nyaany,

kaawits kaath6m alya'émoxa.
A'iis,

xuumdr 'iikyiny nyéanyts,
uuvéaavaly,

avathium,

'ats'alday athtium,
nyiinyta'aaldayxa lyaviim.

“A'fim,

nyaanyom,

nydany xuumadr 'iikyiny nyaathtum,
mattapboyatxa,”

a'ét.

“Fe'ée” a'étk,

“'Atskakwék 'a'dv aly'émosh,”
nyaa'étk,

takavéktak,

nyaayaantik.
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“But,
if it’s a boy,
it will be bad.

“That

will be a bad thing.
It’s likely to be bad,
and I don’t want that,
as I am here.

“If that’s what it is,
you will have to kill him,”
he said, they say.

“But,

if it’s a (female) child,

she will be there,

and when she grows up she will be a woman.

“So,

(in) that (case),

she won’t be any (trouble).
But,

that boy,

in being there,

he’ll do something,

and there will be trouble,
he will probably destroy us.

“So,

in that (case),

if it is a boy,

you will have to kill him,”
he said.

“Oh,” they said,

“We didn’t ask (whether it was a boy or a girl),”
they said,

and they went back,

they went along again.
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Avaamok,

a'fim,

nyaanyts,

nyaavats 'iipdavots nyaavdamak a'im,
“Xuumdr kaathuts athim?”

a'fik 'etoma.

'Akdutsk uuvaas,

awétk avathaum:
avathoéxa lyaviik nyaa'iim,
vaathiim,

nyaayuuk,

uukavék,

akwilyk aaviirtok a'étoma.
A'étkom,

siithiktom a'fim.

Nyéanyi,
kwa'ktts nydanyts a'fim,
“Méaany manyuuwitsk mathim?”

“Makavaark.
Avény athd'ash,” a'étk,
anyaqgony a'étom.

Nyaa'avak.

“Xuumar kaathuts athim?
Xuumar xatsinyts,

x0

xuumdr 'iikyinyts?”

a'fik 'et.

A'éxayom,

“Xuumadr xatsinyts,” a'fik 'et.
Xuumér 'iikyinyts athdus a'ét,
tatapéoyav a'étom a'avok a'im.

Vaa'étk a'étoma.
A'étom,
nyaa'avak.
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They got there,

and so,

they were the ones,

these men got there and said,
“What kind of a child is it?”
they said, they say.

He was (too) old (for it), but

this is what they did:

when it was about to happen,

(when) they were coming,

and (the young women) saw this,

they put (the boy) back,

they wrapped him in his cradle and finished, they say.
So,

he was lying there, they say.

At that (point),
the older (boy) said,
“Is (this child) yours?”

“You’re mistaken.
It’s hers,” she said,
and he said it to the younger sister.

She heard him.

“What kind of a child is it?
Is it a girl,

or

is it a boy?”

he said, they say.

He said so, and immediately,

“It’s a girl,” she said.

She said so, even though it was a boy,

(because) she had heard that they would kill (a boy).

This is what she said.
She said it,
and he heard her.
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“Fe'é,”

a'étk,

siiv'dwnyk atspamtak,
vanyaayém,
nyaavaam,
kwara'dkony uukaniavok.
“Vaathtum.

Vaathts athuuk 'eta,”
a'fim,

qukanéavam,
“Ee'é.

Nya'x6ttontim.”
Nyaanymaéam,
nyaany a'étk a'étka.

“Xuumadr 'iikyiny nyaathaum,
'aar aly'a'émk,

'a'épam ma'amoak,”

a'ét.

Suunéom,

nyaa'avak.

Nyaaptuuttontik,
vaayémok,
nyiirish a'itstom.

Siithdawtak,
siithdawxayom,
“Nyaa'iiwaam.
'Anymawdaam.
'Ayéaatanak
'atskakwék 'a'dvxa.”
Nyaa'étontik,
sanyuuvaam,
nyaa'avak.

'Aakéoyonyts uunaxwilyk,
vanyaawaaak,
alykamémk 'etoma.
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“Okay,”

he said,

and he stood up and went out,
he left,

and when he got (home),

he told the old man about it.
“It’s like this.

This is how they are,”

he said,

and he told him about it.
“Okay.

It’s all right again.”

That’s all,

that’s what he said, they say.

“If it had been a boy,

I wouldn’t have wanted that,
as you heard me say,”

he said.

There they were,

and they heard him.

They scattered again,
they went away,
and they were gone.

(The young people) were over there,

they were still over there, and all of a sudden,
“I’ll do it myself,” (said the old man).

“Take me to them.

I will go

and ask them and hear (the answer).”

He said it again,

there he was,

and she heard him.

The old woman dragged him,
she took him along,
and she brought him there, they say.
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Alykamémom,

nyaatskakwém,

kandavok ava'intik:

“Xuumadr xatsinyts athau kwa'atsk athtim,”
a'éxaym,

“Aa-3a,” a'étom,

nyaa'av.

“Ee'é,
'axott-toxa.”

“Uuvéaany,
nya'kutsk,
pa'iipaa atstyk,
nyavaytiya.”

Nyaa'étk,

nakavéktok viinayémtom.
Siithdwnyak,

siithdwany.

Siithaw,

nyaamaam,

atspamok,

avathétk uuvaat av'artak,
'ara'éyk uuvaak,

kaur axavtak,

athétk uuvaam.

'Aakéoynyonyts aytutk uuvaat av'artak,
uuvaatanyk,
uuvaatany.

Uuvéanyk,
kaawémoak vanyuuvaak,
makyipats aytukom.

“Ley!

Xuumadr 'iikyinyts athtus,” a'étk a'épaka,
a'fim,

nyaakandavtsam.
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She brought him there,

and he asked them,

and they told (the same story) again:
“The child is a girl, just as we said,”
she said, and immediately

(the other one) said “Yes,”

and he heard them.

“Okay.
It will be all right,” (he said).

“She (will) stay here,
and when she gets older,
she (will) get married,
and settle down.”

He said it,

and they went back (home).
There they were,

there they were.

There they were,

and finally,

(the child) went out,

and he did things as usual,

he played,

and in a little while he went back in,
that’s what was happening.

The old lady was watching him, as usual,
there she was,
there she was.

There she was,
and somehow,
someone (else) saw him.

“Hey!

It might be a boy after all,” they said,
and so,

they told (the old man) about it.
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Nyaa'avak,
kwara'dkoanyts
xuumayony nyaaqasantik a'fim.

“Vaathaum!

'A'fim 'a'épak 'a'dvonyk,
mayuu ta'axanok ma'filyom!
Maaiimtanak ma'iim,
muuvaatany!

“Vaathuum athtukata!
Athium.
Nyamathttsk.

“Nyamathtsk.

Xuumar 'iikyinyts athttum!

Atspék,

nyéasi uuvaak!

'Akutstansk,

aar'6oy uuvaanyk,

axavtak,

athtiu uuvaam,

'Aakdoyvats aytiutanak uuvaa va'ark,
awim,

mapis uuyéovak vuundotsk a'itsta,”
a'im.

“Nyuundéom,
mamuuvilytanak,
'anyéa vathdm may4aak,
matapuytoxa!”

a'fi.

A'étk,
suunoéotk,
xuumayany a'im.

Athtum,
nyaa'avak,
“'Ax6ttk,” a'étk,
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When he heard them,
the old man
called his son again, they say.

“It has happened!

I said it would,

but you didn’t really look into it!
You were careless,

when you were there!

“It has happened!
It did.
It happened because of that.

“It happened because of that.
It was a boy!

He came out,

and there he was, over there!
He had grown,

and he was playing,

and he went in,

he was doing (that),

and the old lady has seen him all along,
and so,

now they have seen him too,”
he said.

“There they are,

and you really (must) hurry,
you (must) go this very day,
and kill him!”

he said.

He said it,
he went on,
he said it to his son.

And so,
when (his son) heard him,
“All right,” he said,
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viiyaatk,
pa'iipdava nyaashttntik viiyaatk avaam.

A'im,

a'éxayam,

xuumdr 'iikyinyonya —

sanya'dkanyts 'atsshamdatk iindamk athtuk awim,
nyaayiu —

'avuulypéts a'fim,

atok av'awk,

'a'fi awitstom 'aytuny.

Nyéanya,

uuthapk,

nyaalyaakxavok aashuuthdlyk a'étom;
alyaxavok,

alyaatséqtak.

Aashuuthtlykom.

Alyaakxavak,
“Maky{ uuvdam?” a'im,
a'étk.

Nydasily xalykwaak,
nyaayuiu nyatamdn aaly'iim uundony.

Nyiiriish a'étom ayudutk.
'Avuushxwiirany kastttsk a'avak,
kaawémok a'av kwa'ats,

nyiirfiish a'étom ayéovak vuundony.

Nyuutspadmak viinayém.
“Nyiirfish a'épaka.
Makyik kaawéts makyi uuvaalyom nyiikwév.

“Kaawéts maytupk ammathawk ma'itya,”
a'étk,
vuunéom.
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and he went along,
and he gathered people together again and went along
and got there.

So,

immediately,

that little boy —

the (young) woman was very powerful, and so,
well —

it’s called a housepost,

it’s in the middle of the house,

I’'ve seen them use trees.

That (housepost),

she split it,

and she said (the boy) should go in and hide inside it,
and he went in,

and he was wedged in there.

She had hidden him.

They went in (the house).
“Where is he?” they said.
They said it.

They looked for him, over there,
they lifted things up everywhere (to look underneath).

They saw that there was nothing there.

They hit all the corners of the house,

they did whatever they could, just as they had been told,
and they saw that there was nothing there.

They went out and left.
“There is certainly nothing there.
There is nobody there at all.

“I don’t know what you saw,”
they said.
and there they were.
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“'Aybovtanas,
nyiiriish a'ésh,”
a'étk,
vuunéom.

A'avtak,
“T6.
Avathawam 'a'épk 'a'avony.

“Nyikaménoak katanak.
Nya'ldayk vanyaathdwom,”
a'étk.

Kwara'dkonyts siithik.

Nyaapuutt-tontik,

nyiiriish a'itstom,

suuvaanyk.

“'A'dvonyk.

Thomaytiuvom nyaa'a'dvok nyaqdastontixa,”
a'étk,

V’uunéom;

“Ee'é,”

nyaa'étk,

viiyémtom.

Nyaavom,

siithdwtony,

siithawam,

nyaa'avok —

avats a'dvatsk viithdwanyk —
“ey!

Vi'nayémxa.

'Anakavékt.

“Vi'nayémum,”
a'étk,
'iipatsavats.
“Nyamdaam,
'ankavékxa,”
a'ét.
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“We looked closely, but
there was nothing there,”
they said,
and there they were.

(The old man) heard them.
“Okay.
I said this would happen.

“It started there and it reached (this point).
It is bad,”

he said.

The old man was lying there.

They scattered again,

and they were gone,

and there he was.

“T will listen.

When I hear (something) clear, I will call you again,’
he had said,

(while) they were there

“Okay,”

they had said,

and they had left.

K

At this (point),

they were over there,

they were over there,

and they heard about it —

those (twin young men) heard about it —
“Hey!

We’d better go.

We’re going back (home).

“We’d better go,”

they said,

those men.

“That’s all,

we will go back (home),”
they said.
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Nyaa'étk,
nyauutspa a'étk,
viiwétstak 'etoma.

Viiwétstom.

“Pa'iipaats viiwétstok uulyavii'ssh,”
a'étk,

katsuunaavom,

nyaa'avak,

matt-tsdam vaathii kaa'fim.

'Avény alyaakxavok,
uuyéovak a'avak,
kaathémoak a'avak,
athtu vuunéony,
nyiirish nyaa'iim.

Tatuuviirok a'étontik,
'amattva kavéayk,
avkwuunoéony,

nyiirfish a'étk nyiikwévtom.

Nyaakavéktak.

“Nyiirfsh a'im nyiikwévtak viithdwk.
Pa'iipda makyi uuvaaly'emash,”
a'étontik,

nyuukandavtsom.

Kwara'dkanyts nyaa'avk a'im,
“Saathtiwtim 'a'fim 'a'épk!
'A'avonyk!
Alynyi'thautstonyk!

Nyakér 'a'fim,

'aaviir.

“Madany 'atsmuuytutsony nyiimakwévtantom athétk athitya!”
a'étk;
xuumayony wanyiirdvetk vuunéony.
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They said it,
and they came out, and so,
they went along, they say.

They went along.

“Some people seem to be going this way,”
(someone) said,

he told them about it,

and when they heard him,

somehow they all came.

They went into the house,

and they looked all around,

they did whatever it was, all over the place,
they were doing it,

(but) there was no-one there.

They chased after them, and so,

they went from house to house,

(but) the (people) who had been there
were long gone.

They went back.

“They’re long gone.

There is no-one there at all,”
they it said again,

they told him about it.

The old man heard them and said,
“I said it would happen like that!

I sensed it!

I thought about it!

I said so a long time ago,

and I finished.

“You have been completely useless at looking (into the situation)!”
he said;
he went on scolding his son.
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“'Anydats nyi'andamapatk 'a'fim,
nyaayudu 'aytuk va'uunéos,
kavaarom,
nya'étk 'a'itya
a'étk,
suunéony,
nyaaniimak.

'”

Nyaa mattuutsqgidavok nyiixtiuu a'étk,
“Pa'iipaats katanok —

'axwéts katanak!

Vuunéo ta'axan!

“ 'Uuyobovalyem nyiikwéevom!
Vuunéonyk,

vuunéonyk,

uutspAmak vanyaawétsom,
uuy6ovak!” a'fim.

“Taxalyuukwaatsk vuunéony,
nyiiriish a'étk!

Viithawkat,” nyaa'étk,
mattuukandavok aalimxayom,

nyiivdam avdam a'étk,
vuunéom.

'Aaytu —
Xantas'ilyts a'étoma.

Ny&anyts,
nyaayuu,

lizardts vatatskom,
'aytu,

kwathikany.
Nyd&anyonyts.

Makyily uuvéak,
suuvéanyk,
viithiik,
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“I have powers too,

I see (certain) things, but

there wasn’t anything happening,
I tell you!”

(the son) said,

and they went on (arguing),

and they got through it.

They were talking noisily to each other:
“People came —

the enemy came!

They really were here!

“We didn’t see them at all!

They stayed here,

and they stayed here,

and (only when) they came out and left
did (anybody) see them!” they said.

“People went searching for them,

but they were gone!

That’s what happened,” they said,

and they were discussing it carelessly among themselves,
when suddenly,

he got there, they say,

(while) they were there.

Something —
it was Gila Monster, they say.

Those (things),

well,

they’re big lizards,

I’ve seen them,

the ones that are there.
That’s what he was.

He was there somewhere,
there he was,
and he came this way,
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avaatk xdyom,

vaa'étk:

mattuutsqaavak,

nyiixauu a'étk vuunéom nyaa'av.

“Kaawits kamathépk muunéokom?” a'fim.

RO RORORON

Ava'lim,
ava'étk,
uukandavtsom,
a'avets

avany.

“Amma'iim ma'iim,
nyiimakwévats tdnak ma'itya!
Nyaathdum!

“'Anyép nyama'iim,
nyamaatsxwaar ma'im:

¢ 'Atsmattxalykwaayk,

kaawits makyily avak,

‘aakéoy lyaviik,

kwaskyii atséwpam'ashk athdatya,’
ma'im.

“Maatsxwéar muu'itsk ammuundéony!

“Nyiimakwévts tdnok mathdum!
Mathtus ma'étk ma'itsom,
vanyaathawom.

Kaawits axwiivom avmavarok ammuunéok ma'itya!”
nyaa'étk.

“'Anyé&ats nyi'attaviirak 'aytiuxa,”
nyaa'étk.

Nyiittaviirak,

vuuthiinyk,

vuuthiinyk,

vuuthfinyk.
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and by the time he got here,

it was like this:

they were talking among themselves,

and he heard the noise they were making.

“What are you up to?” he said.

Yt Fedkd Sk

He said that,

he said that,

he told them about it,
and they heard him,
that one.

“You say whatever you want to,

(but) you’re no good (yourselves)!
So be it!

“You talk about me,

and you laugh at me:

‘He hunts for things for himself,
he sits somewhere,

he’s like an old lady,

making pottery as usual,’

you say.

“You are laughing (at me)!

“You really are no good!

You say you will do something (about the enemy), but
there they are.

And you are too weak to do anything about it!”
he said.

“I’ll chase them and see (what happens),”
he said.

He chased them,

he brought them this way,
and he brought them this way,
and he brought them this way.
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Nyamaéaam,

'akér alynyaanayémok,
a'im,

athim:

'amdayi ndamoak athtiunyk,
natséntak.

Uuv'aak siinathii,
siiwétstak.

A'ét,

viinathiik;
tataviirak,
viiwaanyk,
viiwaanyk,
viiwdanyk.

'Amétt alythiktok —
vaathépam 'ayduny,
'amattk av'aak,
nyaaydunyonyts —
avathétom,
nyamayo6ov alya'émoak;
nyiishtamathéav.

Siiwétstom,

viiyadanyk,

viiyaany,

nyiinyuutsakxavak,

nyéaanyts nyiitsatapéoytok a'étoma.

Xantas'ilyanyts.

Nyiinyaatsatapéoytom,
nyaanyts,
nyiinyaatsatapéoyom,
nyaapooyk,

'amatt uuptuvtak a'étoma.
liwdam.
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Finally,

a long time passed,

and so,

it happened:

they passed by overhead,
and they came down.

They went walking in that direction,
and they went along.

And so,

they came this way;

(Gila Monster) chased them,
he went,

and he went,

and he went.

He lay down on the ground —

I’ve seen them like that,

they walk on the ground,

those things —

he did that,

and they couldn’t see him;

they didn’t know (that he was there).

They went along,

and he went after them,

he went after them,

and he caught up with them,

and he is the one who killed them, they say.

Gila Monster (did it).

He killed them,

he is the one,

he killed them,

and when they died,

they went into the earth, they say.
By themselves.
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'Améattom uuptiuvtom,
nyuupiuvam,
'amattonyts ava'é a'im.

Muuxéoyk atspaktak.

Muuxd6oyk atspaktok,
'axwaak 'its a'étk,

nyaanyts,

xamiilytusk athtuk a'étoma.

Nyéanya,
it's a disease that they left,
a'étoma.

Athtum athuuk a'étoma.

Nydaava,

nyaanya,

xamalyus palytéerats a'étoma.
Nyaaytu,

measles a'{im a'itya.

Nydany palytéerats a'étoma.
A'fim,

nyaany,

nydanyaxan avathaum.
Nyaany,

nyiinamékom athuuk a'étoma.

Namakom,

nyaayuuk,

nyaatakavék,

viiydak nyaavdam,
mattkandavok uuvaam.
“'Atatap6oyom nyiikwévak!”

“Athtum,

iiwaam,

'matt uupiuvak;
mattaandartok athitya!”
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They went into the earth,
they went in,
and the earth went like this.

Steam came out.

Steam came out,

and it rose up like smoke,

and that (smoke),

and that was the measles, they say.

As for that,
it’s a disease that they left,
they say.

It happened, they say.

As for this,

that (disease),

it’s the measles, they say.
Well,

they call it measles, they say.

That’s the measles, they say.
So,

as for that,

that’s how it came about.
That (disease),

they left it behind, they say.

They left it behind,

and he saw (this),

and he went back,

he went along and got there,

and he went about telling them (what he had done).
“I killed them off! ” (he said).

“And so,

all by themselves,

they went into the earth;
they buried themselves!”
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A'étk,

kanaavtom,

nyaa'avak siithikanyk.
“Nyamaam.
'Axé6ttontim.

“'Ats'iimak,
'ara'6oyk 'athium,
'uuvaaxa.

“ 'Axalakuyk!
'Anykwa'itsony!
Nyamdam,

'axwéts apiytom 'athtim!”
nyaa'étk,
nyamathutsk.
Ara'éoy tsavoowk,
'atsiimak a'avak,
kaawits awiim,
mattamaarsk a'avak,
awiim,

aatsxwaaar a'étk,
suunéo va'ar.

Suundoxayly,
kaawits a'fim:

“Ma'uutslaytsonyts!
Mattmatspéek!
Ma'x6ttk manyvédyk ammuuvaalyma'émtok mathttya!

“Muuvaa alynyaama'émak!

Mathtum,

nyaamuuvaak,

ammathétk ammathétk viimanathiik,

nyaaytu 'axétt mathtum makaa'damots vanyaamanathiim.

“'Anyaa makyipam,
nyaayuuts,
'a'aw araats avathik,
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He said it,

he told them about it,

and (the old man) listened.
“That’s all.

It (will) be all right again.

“We (will) dance,
and enjoy ourselves, and so,
we will be here.

“Let’s rejoice!

We’ve done it!

Finally,

the enemy is dead!”

he said,

and that’s what they did.
They put on a fiesta,
there was dancing everywhere,
they did whatever,

they (gambled and) won,
and so,

they were laughing,
there they were.

There they were, and all of a sudden
he said something:

“How bad you are!
You go too far with it!
You don’t live in a good way!

“You don’t!

And so,

here you are,

you come along doing whatever you do,
you come along never doing anything good.

“Some day,
well,
there (will) be a blazing fire,
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viithiik,
viithiik,
nyiinyaamattom nyiikwévom!

“ "Uupdoytii va'thawk 'athitya!”
a'étk.

Mattkatsuunavak vuundotstom.
Vaa'itst a'éxayom,

pa'iipdanyts xalypamok.
“Kaawits a'épk 'aaly'iim.”

“'A'étk,
'atsalynyiithtutstok a'itya.
Kaawémok athtwum,”
a'étk.

Vuundok,
viithdwxayom,
shamats tsuumpap nyiinyaayaam.

Ashdamxayaly,
avathtiu kwa'atsk!
Kanyaa'intim,

matx4 siithiik athiuk,
uuytu lyaviik.

Siithiitk,

kwardam takyévtak siithfitk,
siithfim,

nyuuyo6ov.

“Nyaathau kwa'atsk!
Makyik uuthautsxalya!”
a'étk,
aafim.

Nyaavom dam a'étk,
vuunéonyk,

vuunéoxayaly,

nyamavdaa kwa'atstok avathotk,
nyaaytu kwardanyanyts.
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it (will) come,
and come,
it (will) sweep over us and that (will) be the end!

“We will probably die!”
he said.

They were all talking about it.
He said this, and immediately,
the people didn’t believe it.
“I think he’s just saying it.”

“I say

that he’s just making things up.
It will never happen,”

they said.

Here they were,
here they were, and suddenly,
four nights had passed.

They saw something in the distance, and suddenly
it was happening, just as he had said it would!
Somehow,

a wind was coming,

(that’s) what it looked like.

It was coming from the distance,

and a blazing fire was coming with it,
it was coming from the distance,

and they saw it.

“It’s happening, just as he said it would!
We have to do something!”

they said,

and they did what they could.

It was about to pass by,

and here they were,

here they were, and suddenly,

it got there, just as he had said it would,
that flaming thing (did).
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Athotk,
siithfitk,
mataxam kuuéevaok.

Siithiik,
nyaamaéttk.

Nyéavats,

kwara'dk alykwatandktan xuumayvats,
nyaavats a'étk,

“Ka'wémoak 'apiyum!

'Anydats,

'ats'ashuumdany nyiindamapatom,
nyaaytsom 'avatk 'atham.

“'Atspamxa!”
a'étk.

A'étk,

'atsayér nydany mattatséwtak,
xamaalyk nyiipaq a'étk.

Ayérak 'amay axdavok aaly'étosaa,
kwapémonyts avdamtom athtm.

Kamuly takavék a'im,
pa'iipdany athuntixalyk a'im —
a'étanyk,

alyaskyfitk,

alyaskyfitk siiyaat.

Vathats,

xuumar nyaavats nyaayuuk;
“Nyéanyts viithiik,” a'{im vuunéom,
nyaa'avak.

“'Astuukydany!”

a'ét.

“Moo,
'astuukydanyt!” a'éxayom,
sanya'ak kwa'néqganyts as'ilyt.
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It happened,
it came from the distance,
and it was mixed with wind.

It came from the distance,
and it swept over them.

This one,

this son of the old man who was their leader,
this one said,

“We might die!

As for me,

my dreams are powerful too,

I have been given (power).

“I will get out!”
he said.

He said it,

and he made himself into a bird,

and he was pure white.

He thought he could fly high enough in the sky, but
the fire reached him.

He tried to go back (to the way he used to be),
he wanted to be human again —

he wanted to,

(but) he remained the same,

he went along still the same.

This one,

this little boy saw it;

“That thing is coming!” he said,
and they heard him.

“Let’s get out of here!”
he said.

“Okay,
let’s get out of here!,” he said, and immediately,
the younger woman refused.
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Nyaas'ilyom,

avats,

“Méaanyts kama'étk?
'Astuukyéanyu!

“Avats viithiiny!
Nyaamattom,

'nupdoy 'a'étk 'athétkitya!”
a'étk vuunéom.

Nyaa'avok,

sanya'dkanyts a'im,

“ 'Ax6ttk,” nyaa'iim,
kwa'katsonyts,

nyaaly'ak.

“Méaanyts,

kathiik!” nyaa'itsom a'éxayom;
“Kavaarak,

kaawits 'aydak va'ayémum va'avatxa,”
a'étk,

nyiikwévtak siivim nyaaytuk.

Nyaaxiipanak.
“Nya'awétsu!”

Nyaa'étk,

iishaaly nyaataxpalyk,
nyiitsavakyévak,
nyiistuukyaanyk.

Alynanéktak viiwétstak,
a'étoma.

Alynandktak viiwétsanyk,
viiwétstom,

vathéts viivany,
nyaamatt-tom,
nyuupéoyii kanyaa'im.

Nyifimtok.
Nyéany aaviir a'étk awétony,
nyiimtom.
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She refused,

and he said,

“What are you saying?
Let’s run away!

“It’s coming!

It’s going to sweep over (everything),
and we are going to die!”

he went on saying.

When she heard him,

the woman said,

“All right,” she said,

the older one (did),

and she took (the boy) with her.

“You,

come on!” they said, and immediately,
“No.

I suppose I could go, but I will stay here,”
(the younger woman) said,

and she saw that it was no use (arguing with her).

(The fire) was getting closer.
“Let’s go!”

She said it,

and she pulled (the boy) by the hand,
and they ran,

they ran away.

They ran just ahead of (the flames),
they say.

They were just ahead of (the flames),
and they went,

and this (younger woman) stayed here,
and (the fire) swept over (everything),
and it probably killed her somehow.

That was the end of her.
It finished her off, and so,
that was the end of her.
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Vathats,
siiwétsonyk,
alyuutspamtak.
Viinathiitk,
viinathf{itk,
viinath{itk,
mattaaly'aktak,
viinathiim,
viinathiim.

Xayom,
'atsayér nydanyts —
xanymashdv a'im ashétoma.

Nyaaytu shuuvii kwalyviis,
xamaalytan paq a'étum.

A'fim,

ava'itstom 'a'av,
'aytuny;

nyaany avathdium.

Ayérak,
yaash a'étk,
siiydam.

Xuumér 'iikyinyanyts law a'im,
nyaaytuk

a'im,

“Kaytuk!

Avény 'anakwiits athtum,
'ashuupdawtasaa,

kamily takavéksly kaa'iim athaunyk,
nyiikwévak.

Nyamaéaam,

saathtium,

silydanyk alykwévtoxa.”

Avathtaum.
Xanymashavats avuuvaak a'itstom,
nyaanymaamtiya.
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As for these (other two),
they kept going,

and they escaped.

They came,

and they came,

and they came;

they stayed together,
and they came,

and they came.

Suddenly,
there was a bird —
it’s called an ibis, they say.

It was something like (the color of) porridge,
it might have been pure white.

So,

I've heard them say that.
I've seen it;

that’s what it was.

It flew,
it soared through the air,
(as) it went along.

The little boy turned his head,

he saw him,

and he said,

“Look!

That’s my uncle,

I recognize him, but

he is trying to go back (to his original form) somehow,
(but) it’s no use.

That’s all,

that is how he is,

and he will go along like that until he comes to his end.”

It happened like that.
He was an ibis, they say,
that’s all.
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Athtum,

siiydak athopoka,

a'ét.

Xuumar 'iikyiinyanyts kandavtok viiwdatom
a'advom.

Viinathfitk,
viinathfitk,
viinathf{itk,

makyi nyaanathfik,
nyaany xiipanii,
kanyaa'émok a'fim.

“Ka'wémk viinyawdak nyakamémuum?
Muuwdarts alya'émtapatxa.”

Tapétiim,

nyaa'avak.

“Kaawits nyatséwom,
nyiimuuvaatapatxa,”
a'étk.

Kwalytéshq atséwk
'uu'itsa.
Aa.

Nyéany avawiim:
aaiimak,

'atsayér awétk,
kaawéxayom,
nyamayaalya'émok a'étk.

Namaktak.

“Kwanymé 'awintixa,”
nyaa'ét.

JOROROR
wNk
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So,

he went along like that,

they say.

The little boy told her about it as he went along,
and she listened.

They came,

and they came,

and they came,

they came to someplace,

perhaps they were getting near it,
and at some (point) he said it.

“How can I take you there?
They won’t want you either.”

(They wouldn’t want her) either,
and he understood (this fact).
“T'll turn you into something,
and that’s how you’ll be too,”
he said.

desdesle deotesle foodeote
R R e T

He made her into a meadowlark,
that’s what I was saying.
Yes.

That’s what he did:

he did as he pleased;

he (tried) birds,

he did it somehow, and immediately
he didn’t like (what he made), they say.

And he quit.

“I'll do another one,”
he said.
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Kwanymé awétontixayom,
ayuutk viiv'awany;
“Nyiikwévtash.”

“Nyéanyts mathtiulyma'émoxa,”
a'étk,
vuunéony.

Viiwadamtak,
nyaata'aatayk,
kwalytéshq nyédanya.

A'étk,

nyiitséwtak vuundok,
namaktam,

'améatt nyuuvaak,

mattavék kaathémok athiim,
uuvaam,

aytautk av'aw.

“Nyéaavats 'ax6ttash.

Nyaava mathétxa.

‘Nydava Kwalytéshqats,’

a'itstom,

mathétk ammuuvaata,
ammuuvaam 'axétt-tom muuvaatxa.

“Nyaanymaam,
'anydats nyi'manok vi'yémtoxa.”

A'étk,
viiyémtok,

ayaatk avdamtok athauk a'étoma.

FOROROIROSOROS

Xuumaérvats vanyaayaak,
avaamtak a'étoma.
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He made another one, and immediately,
he stood here looking at it;
“It’s no good” (he said).

“That’s not what you will be,”
he said,
and he kept on (trying).

He went along,
he made more and more of them,
those meadowlarks.

So,

he kept turning her into (things),

and he quit,

and there she was in the dirt,

she was scratching in the dirt somehow, and so,
there she was,

and he stood looking at her there.

“This is good.

This is what you will be.

“This is Meadowlark,’

they will say,

and wherever you are,

wherever you are, you will get along fine.

“That’s all,
I will leave now.”

He said it,
and he went away,
he went along and got there, they say.

FOROORORONOROROROY

The boy went along,
and he got there, they say.
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Nyaavaamok,

shaméanoak,
mattnyaakandavom a'avok.
“Ee'é. )

“Kamathémok.

Makyi muuvaak,

maxo6tt ma'im mathdum,
nyaa'aaiimak va'athtu va'thikenyk.

“ 'Aptytoxa,
nya'étk,
'athtu va'thiktok 'athttya.”

A'étom,

a'avtak,
“Ma'iilyma'émak!

Mamaénoak!

Kaawéts alynyiimathdutsxa.”

A'étom,

nyaa'avak,

nyaamdan kwa'atsk siivatk,
siivanyk.

“'Anyaaxdapam 'uuptuvak 'awétsk,
vany'awétsk,

vanya'awétsk —

'axd sa'ilyts a'fim,

'axa mattkwatspéets siithikam.

“Nyéasi 'katanak,
nyiuuv'6ok,

nyaaylu 'a'{im ma'avxa,”
a'étka,

'aakéoyony.

Nyaa'étom,
“'Ax6ttk,” a'étk,
iishdaly mattnyaataxpalyk,
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When he got there,

he woke her up,

and he explained (his idea) and she listened.
“Okay,” (she said).

“You (will) do it somehow.
Wherever you are,

you (will) do all right,

(but) I would just as soon stay here.

“I am going to die,
I tell you,
that’s how I am.”

She said it,

and he heard it,

(and he said,) “Don’t say that!
Get up!

You will think of something.”

He said it,

and she heard him,

and she got up, just as he had said,
and there she was, over there.

“We will go into the west,

and as we go,

as we go —

it’s called the ocean,

there’s a great body of water over there.

“We will get there,

and stand there,

and I will say something for you to hear,”
she said,

the old lady (did).

Then,
“All right,” he said,
and they held hands,
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viiwétsonyk,

viiwétsk,

viiwétsk,

xaasa'ily nydany —
katan kwa'atstok a'étoma.

Nyaakaténom,
“Vathi muuvda alyma'émtoxa.”

Atham,

“'Anyda 'aaiim 'atakavék si'thikanyk,
nyamaam.

'Athétkom,

'apliyom 'axétt-toxa.

“ i S,
maany,
maxuumarxayk mathtm.

“Kaawits mathoéxa,
14'43

alim.

“'A'fim,

nyéavi nyuuthfiik 'a'fim,
'a'étkom 'awiim,

awiim,

miishaaly 'ataxpaly,
nyataxwéshk vanya'wéaaaaak,
xaasa'ily tély 'a'im,

nyaaydu 'amatt-ts siivam,
nydasi nyatapxa,”

a'ét.

“Nyédanyi muuvaatapatxa,”
a'ét.

'Aakoéoyvats a'étk vuunéom,
a'avat.
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and they went,

and they went,

and they went,

and that ocean —

they reached it, just as she had said, they say.

They reached it.
“You won’t stay here.”

So,

“I would just as soon go back over there,
that’s all.

The way I am,

it’s all right for me to die.

“But,
as for you,
you are still young.

“You will do something else,
I say.

“I say so,

and (that’s why) I have brought you here,
I say so,

and so,

I’ll take you by the hand,

and as I go along Ill fling you,

and in the middle of the ocean,

there is an island,

and I will set you down in over there,”
she said.

“You will stay there,”
she said.

The old lady went on saying this,
and he heard her.
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Awfim,

uuvaam,

nyaany,

'axa vathats athGum,
'akwiik {iip a'im;
'akwiik vanyuuvaam.

“Nyaaytunyts,

athtm,

nyuuv'awam,

uuqgask anawk nyaa'fim —
nydany mdaanyts mathéxa.
MathtGum.

“Mathtum.

Nyayuu,

nydaasi muuvaak,
siimuuvaanyk.
Avnyaathtum,

méaany mattmakwiishany
'amdy nyaaxav.

“Saathtium.

'A'dwtan nyiikwakwévanyts.
Nyaaytdu nyaaspérak,
saathtium,

araak,

alkyémp alkyémp a'iim vanyuuvaam.

“Nydany miany mathtum.
Muuvéak ma'itya.

« Avim’
nyashéxa.
Kwayaaxuumdr 'a'{im nyaashéxa.”

Nyéany ashém,
nyaany.
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So,

there he was,

and as for that,

because of that water,
clouds were gathering;
as it was getting cloudy.

“Well,

SO,

when it rains,

when it thunders loudly —
that will be you.

It is you.

“It is you.

Well,

you will stay over there,
you (will) stay there.

It (will) happen,

your shadow

(will) go up into the sky.

“It happens like that.

My own grandson is the one who comes to an end there.
It’s a powerful thing,

that’s what happens,

it blazes up,

it goes flash! flash!

“That (will) be you.
You will stay there.

“So,

I will name you.

I will name you Kwayaaxuumdr (The One Who Acts Like
a Child).”

That’s what she named him,
that (name).
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“Avnyaathtum,

mataxayk,

‘akwiik,

uuv'awk,

nyaathium —

uugask ava'iim,

vanyuuvaam,

Kwayaaxuumdrats ara'éyk uuvdam a'fyum.

“A'itstoxa.”

A'étk,

uukandavok vuunéok,
nyaanamak,

avawii kwa'atsk.
“Nyaanymaamtoxa” nyaa'iim.

Nyaataxwésh kwa'atsk,
makyi,
kaawits siivam.

'Amatt xaasa'ily toly avam,;
nydasi atapk,

alynyaatapk nyaakwiinok,
'aak6oyonyts viithfitk a'étoma.

Viiyémok,

nyava nyaavaamoak,
siithikanyk,
nyiiptytok a'étoma.

Nyiinyaaptyom,

avats avathiu kwa'atsk.
Suuvanyk,

saathotk.

Nydanyts uuqéask.

Uuravak a'avk;

athtium athtuk a'étoma.
Uu'itsanyts athtum.
AthGium athquk a'étoma.
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“When it happens,

it’s windy,

and it’s cloudy,

and it rains,

and then —

it thunders like this,

and when it does,

they might say Kwayaaxuumér is playing.

“They will say so.”

So,

she went about explaining it,
and she left him,

she did that, just as she had said.
“That will be all,” she said.

She flung him, just as she had said,
and somewhere,
there is something over there.

There is a place in the middle of the ocean;
she put him down over there,

she put him down and turned around,

and the old lady came this way, they say.

She went (home),

and when she got to her house,
she lay there,

and she died there, they say.

She died there,

and this is what happened, just as she said it would.
He stayed over there,

and that’s how he was.

He is the one that thunders.

One can hear him when there is lightning;
that’s him, they say.

That’s what they say.

That’s him, they say.



364 Stories from Quechan Oral Literature

A'étk,

nydava kandavtoma.
Kwa'itsanyts,
kandavok vaa'iim.

Nydavom aawdamtak.



So,
they tell about this.
The ones who say it,

they tell about it like this.

They go through this.
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Shakwatxot

Told by John Comet

'Aakooy,

'aak6éoyany amdly,
'Aakéoy Sanyuuxév a'éta.
Amuilya,

'aakéoy amilya

'Aakéoy Sanyuuxava.

A'im,

'Aakéoy Sanyuuxédvenyts nyuuvaak,
xaly'ip aydatk suuvéak a'ét.

'Axats siithikom,

xaly'ap ayaat.

'Ashént nyavayk suuvaak,
'Aakéoy Sanyuuxavany.

Xaly'ap aydak uuvat.
Suuvéany,
uuvaatkitya.

Viithii takavék avaat.

Nyaa'fim,
viithikom,
athotk athét.
Ayéak xaly'apt.

Avaak,
vanyuuvaam —
Takashé 'Aqwaas a'éta.

Takashé 'Aqwaéasats,
nydasi 'axd —
nyavaytapat suuvat.
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(There was) an old woman,

and the old woman’s name

was Old Lady Sanyuuxav, they say.
Her name,

the old woman’s name

was Old Lady Sanyuuxav.

So,

Old Lady Sanyuuxav was there,

and she was going to bathe, they say.
There was water over there,

and she went to bathe.

She was living alone,
Old Lady Sanyuuxév (was).

She went to bathe and there she was.
There she was, over there,
she stayed there, they say.

And she came back (home).

Then,

here she was,

and it happened (from time to time).
She went and bathed.

She got there,
and while she was there —
it was Yellow Gopher, they say.

It was Yellow Gopher,
over there (in) the water —
he was living there too.
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Suuvam,

alyayémk sanyuuvaak,
kaathémak athim:
uuvaavi,

kaathémak nyuuvaak,
maam,

attyvotkitya.
'Aakéoyony.

Atayvak vanyuuvaak.

Vanyuuvéak,

kér nyaayémk,
nyuuvaak,

amaam,

xuumdar ayuutkitya,
xuumdar xavik vathany.

Pa'iipay.
Siithaw,
xuumadar 'iikydarats a'ét.

Athawom,

saa'fim ashékitya.

Amuilya,

Paar'dak Paaraxaan a'im ashék.

Kwa'négony amuly Paar'daka,
kwakutsa Paaraxaan a'ét.

Siithawk,
matsuuts'itsats siithawot,
xuumaarany.

Matsats'iim,
akwév aly'émoak viithdwk.
“Kaawits tan kaathoémok viithdwk?”
a'ém a'étk,
'aak6éoyanyts.
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There he was,

and as she was about to leave,
something happened:

at (the place) where he was,
he was able to do it somehow,
and finally,

she got pregnant, they say.
The old woman.

Here she was, pregnant.

Here she was,

and a long time passed,

and there she was,

and finally,

she gave birth to children, they say,
(to) these two children.

They were alive.
There they were,
they were little boys, they say.

There they were,

and she named them like that, they say.
Their names,

she named them Paar'aak and Paaraxaan.

The younger one’s name was Paar'dak,
and the older one was Paaraxdan, they say.

There they were,
and they were crying,
the children (were).

They cried,

and they didn’t stop.

“What exactly are they up to?”
she managed to say,

the old woman (did).
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'Aakéoyonyts awiim,

awiim,

aa'én siivanyk,

akwév alya'ém.

Xuumadaar matsats'étk viithaw.
Akwév aly'ém.

“Kaawits tan kaathémoak viithdwkitya?”
a'ét.
'Aakéoyanyts siivat.

Siivam,
'aaytuts
xam'uuldl a'éta.
Xam'uulélats amiim,

“Xrrr Xrrr Xrrr xrrr xrrr,” a'im.

Nydanyts avdak viivdk amét.
“Xrrr xrrr,” a'im,
xuumaaranyts nyamiam matsats'iim ashnyitsq awitsta.

Xuumadar nyiinamiilok a'ét,
xam'uuldlats.

A'ét,

amaam,

'aakéoyanyts avathiim,

nyaaydu xamuuldlonyts sakyinyav viiyémt.

Nyaaytuk amaam,
xuumaaranyts,

uu'its nyaava,
wanymuuyétstokom viithawk,
vanyaayém,
nyaamtsats'inyamasht.

[13 !Uy!

Kaawits kaathémtanok viithawk?
Kaa'ém matsats'ét,

nyaa nyavaatan matsats'étk.
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The old woman did (what she could to comfort them),
she did (what she could to comfort them),

she sat there rocking them,

(but) they didn’t stop.

The children kept crying.

They didn’t stop.

“What exactly are they up to?”
she said.
The old woman was sitting there.

She was sitting there,

and a creature —

it was a cricket, they say.

A cricket was chirping,

he was going “xrrr xrrr xrrr xrrr xrrr.”

He came and chirped.
He went “xrrr xrrr,”
and finally the children stopped crying.

He comforted the children, they say,
the cricket (did).

So,

finally,

the old woman came along,

and the cricket ran away and left.

They had seen him,

the children (had),

and this sound that he made,
they liked it,

and when he left,

they cried again.

“What now!

What are they up to?

Whatever I do, they cry,

the moment I get here, they cry.
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“Matsats'ilya'émk viithdwxayom,
'atkavék,

nya'avaatan matsats'étk,”

a'ét.

“Kaawits tan kaathomok?”

a'ém a'ét,

'aak6oyony.

'Aakéoy amdak vanyaayém,
amaam,

1 . v
xam'uul6lonyts nyaavaak nyaa'inymashk,
“xrrr xrrr xrrr xrrr,” a'étom,
xuumaarats amaam uushmatk athtum.

Xam'uulélats nyavély avaak,
“xrrr xrrr,”
aték avak.

JORORON
Wk

Xuumaar uushmaam siithaw.

SiithAwam,

'aak6éoy nyaavaam,

'uulél vanyaayém,

nyaamaam,

xuumadéaronyts matsts'inymash,
“Aaaal

Aaaa!”

Suunéok,
kaawits tan kaathémok viithdwk ayétsk.

Viiyémxayom,

'aakéoy,

makyi amak,

nyamaam,

'uulélonyts avaatk,

nyaméam nyiinamiilok awét.

Nyamadaam,
“xrrr xrrr,” a'im,
xuumdar nyaméam uushmaétk.

JORORON
Wk
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“They weren’t crying, and then suddenly
I came back,

and when I got here they cried,”

she said;

“What exactly are they up to?”

she managed to say,

the old woman (did).

The old woman went out behind (the house),
and finally,

the cricket got there and did it again,

he went “xrrr xrrr xrrr xrrr,”

and the children finally went to sleep.

The cricket got to her house,
(he went) “xrrr xrrr,”
and he sat in the middle.

JORORON
Wk

The children lay there sleeping.

They lay there,

and the old woman got there,
and the cricket left,

and that’s all,

the children started crying again,
“Waaaah!

Waaaah!”

There they were,
they went on doing it for some reason.

As soon as she left,

the old woman,

(she was) somewhere behind (the house),
and finally,

the cricket got there,

and finally he calmed them down.

Finally,
he went “xrrr xrrr,”
and the children finally went to sleep.

JORORON
Wk
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A'im,

'aak6oy vanyaathiinyom,
xam'uul6lonyts iiwda nyiipéttom,
uuvakitya.

Alyavak,

“xrrr xrrr xrrr,” uuvékitya.

liwda nyiipéttom,
skyiny aly'émt dam,
alyvak,

“xrrr xrrr,” alyvam.

'Aakéoy nyaavaak,
masharayt!

“'Uy!

Méanyts ammathidtan muuvéaam,
xuumdar matsats'iim!” a'fika.
Nyaa'im —

iimény katsalyéshk a'éta.

Xam'uuldla.

Nydanyi aménk,
xam'uulélats '6rsh '6rsh '6rsh lyavéek.

Athtum,

uuvaak;

mapis uuvaam,
xam'uulél maytum,
iiméts vay awétk,
katsuulyésh alyaskyfik,
'aakoéoy.

Aytukom &m,

'aktutstsak,

ayuuta.

Xuumdéar nyamdam nyaakdutstsom,
xam'uul6l iiményts alyésh améaam.
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So,

(once) when the old woman was coming (home),
the cricket forgot,

and there he was, they say.

He was in there,

he was there (going) “xrrr xrrr xrr,” they say.

He forgot,

he didn’t run away (this time),

he was in there,

he was in there (going) “xrrr xrrr.”

The old woman got there,
and she was angry!

“What now!

You are the one who has been doing it,
(making) the children cry!” she said, they say.
She said it —

and she broke its legs, they say.

The cricket’s.

From then on,
crickets have gone hop-hop-hop like that.

And so,

there he was;

nowadays he is around,

you see a cricket,

and its legs are mangled,
they are still broken,
(because of) the old woman.

She watched, and finally,

they grew older,

and she watched them.

The children were finally growing up,
and the cricket’s legs had been broken.
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Xuumaéar matsts'inysamashk viithdwany,
'aakéoyonyts namak viiyém.

Xuuméar kwan6éqany kwasuuthiinyts tsaanyiik a'éta.
A'fis kwakutsonyts kavaarash,
kwa'néganyts kwas'iithiik.

Nyaaméanok ayéak.

Xuumadaarany aatéerok akwilyk 'éta.
Akwilyk viithawk,

nyamaam,

uushoxk!

Atspamok,

viiydak dam.

'Atsanyér kaathd,

xanaavlyép kaawits tatpéoy nyaakamiim,
avi —

ashptur a'éta —

nydaavily stawiinak vuunéom,
nyiixant.

Avé sawénapatkom,

nydany nyaayoovak,
uushmétk avathawat.

'Aakéoy nyaavaak,

“ 'Uy!

Kaawits nyuuvaakom,

aafim,

xanaavalyép kaawits ashtium,
nyiistwiinak vuunéokitya!”

‘et,

'Aakéoyanyts ashtium,
tsaxwéshxwésh alyaapax.

A'im,

xuumaéaronyts matsats'iik a'ét.
“Aaaa!

Aaaa!”
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The children were crying again,
and the old woman left them and went away.

The younger child’s powers were too much for her, they say.
Although the older one did not (have any),
the younger one had powers.

She got up and went.

She had wrapped the children in their cradles, they say.
They lay here wrapped in their cradles —

and finally,

(the younger one) took off (the wrapping)!

He came out,

and he went along.

(There were) little flying creatures of some kind,
he killed butterflies of some kind and brought them (home).
and here —

it’s called ashptur (a hoop over the cradle) —
he went about hanging them up here,

and they were pretty.

He hung them up (on his brother’s cradle) too,
and they watched them,

and they slept.

When the old woman got there,

“What now!

Something has been here,

they have done as they pleased,

they’ve gathered butterflies and things,
and they’ve gone about hanging them up!”
she said.

The old woman gathered (the butterflies),
and she flung them down.

And so,

the children cried, they say.
“Waaaah!

Waaaah!”
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'Aakéoy,
“Kaawits tants uuvaatk awiim vuunéom athum?”
a'ét.

Uuvaany,

'aakéoy vanyaayém,

a'im,

viiyaak,

'aaytiunya xanaavlyép awétk,
kaawits 'atskatso,

xamér nyiistawiin ava'étk,
nyaany ay6ovak viithawk,
amdam uushmét.

Ashtotk vuundok athtauk 'eta.

Vuunoéonyk,
amdaam,
'aktutsk.

Nya'ktutsk viithAw amdaam,
“'Ay!

'Aayuu,

'axtats siithawot.

'Axtats siithawk,

kamath6tk mathduk 'fisaa —
mawétk mashtutsk,

sda

matsuuvdamxats athau lya'émas” a'étk 'fi.
Nyuukandavatak,

a'fik 'eta.

'Axtéts alythawk,

'axaly athawk siithaw,

sda

nyaaytu kamashtaratsats,
'ax4 maxékaly tama'értantom,
muuvaamxats athtu lya'ém.”

Athtum,
siithawat.
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The old woman,
“What exactly is here doing (this)?”
she said.

He stayed (where he was),

and the old woman left,

and so,

he went along,

he (worked on) the butterflies and things,
he pounded them lightly with something,
and he just hung them up like that,

and (the children) lay there watching them,
and finally they went to sleep.

He went on gathering them, they say.

(This) went on, until
finally,
they grew up.

They grew up and here they were, and finally,
“Hey!

Well,

there are cattails over there.

There are cattails over there,

and you might do it somehow —

you (might) do (something) and gather them,
but

you might not succeed,” she said.

She told him about it,

she said it, they say.

“There are cattails in there,

they are in the water there,

but

(there are) angry creatures,

the water is full of them,

and you won’t be able to get to there.”

And so,
there they were.
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“Aa,

1 Z ' 2 9 144
awétsk 'ay6ovxa,” a'ét;
siithawaot.

Siithdwnyak,
viiwétsk
'axtany ayéov 'i.

Vanyaawétsk,

'axtd nyuuv'é6o kwa'ats.
'Axaly uuv'6okam,
katanok ay6ovom,;
'axd kamathaavotom,
tstu,

vathé lyaviim.

'Axtanyts alyuuv'6ok vatha lyaviik.
Avuuv'6o kwa'ats a'ét.
'Axtany nyuuv'éo kwa'ats.

“Ka'athutsxa.
'Ashttu ka'athtu,
ka'athémxa,”

a'im,

nyiithawk,

ayo6ovak siithawata.

Nydaanya shaavark,
nydanya,
xtanya.

Nydany aashvaarak 'im:

“Minyixaata,

damkwayaa damkwaytuulya,
minyixaata,

damkwayda damkwaytduulya a'fit.”

'Axtényts suuv'éom ayuduk,
'eta.
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“Okay,
we’ll go and see,” he said;
there they were.

There they were,
and they went along
to look at the cattails.

They went along,

and the cattails were standing there, just as she had said.
They were standing in the water,

and (the boys) got there and saw them;

the water was very difficult,

it poured down,

like this.

The cattails were standing there like this.
They were standing there, just as she had said, they say.
Cattails were standing there, just as she had said.

“We’ll do it somehow.

We might gather them,

we’ll do it somehow,”

he said,

and they stood there,

they stood there looking, they say.

That (song) is sung,
that one,
(about) the cattails.

They sing about that:

“You cattails,

(I am) the one who would like to go and see you,
You cattails,

(I am) the one who would like to go and see you.”

He saw the cattails growing over there,
(the song) says.
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'Tm,

ayobova.

Ay6ovak 'im,

nydany aashvaarak 'fik 'et,
nyaava.

Nyuuv'6ok nyaaydov.

“Nyuuv'éom;
maanyts mayaak maytuxa,” 'fik 'et,
nyaanatsénak,
avany,
nyakutsnya.

“Mdaany mayaak mayuu,

» 14

et.

“Aa,
‘athéxa,”
'fik 'et.

Kwa'kitsonyts
siiydak nyiixavak 'eta.
'Axanyi.

Nyaaxavak,

viiydak avdamak,

ayuunyk;

« vL'Iy!”

'Aaytiu kamshtarats,

'aavéts uuvatk,

kaawits uuvé tsanpéet.

Makyik ayaak,

'axtadny aauukyittxats athdulya'ém.

Siiv'awk aytuk athtunyk,
nyaakwévom,
takavék atspak a'ét.

Takavék atspék,

nyaathiik nyaav'aak,

ashuats uukandavat.

Ashtits,

“Matsuuvadamxa alyathémota,” a'iik 'et.
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So,

they saw them.

They saw them, and so,

this is what they sang about, they say,
these (cattails).

They saw them standing there.

“They are standing there;

you will go and see,” he said, they say,
and he called him his older brother,
this one,

the older one.

“You go and see,” he said.

“Okay,
I'll do it,”
he said, they say.

The older one
went along and went in there, they say.
Into the water.

He went in there,

he went along and got there,

and he looked;

“What now!”

(There were) angry creatures,

a snake was there,

and something (else) was there, and it was small.
Wherever he went,

he could not cut the cattails.

He stood there looking,
(but) it was no use,
and he came back out, they say.

He came back out,

and he came walking along,

and he told his younger brother about it.
His younger brother (said),

“You weren’t able to do it,” he said, they say.
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“'Aydak,

'anyaats 'a'kitsk 'iindam,

vanyaa'avaam,

savats nyaavdam nyaa'aydukom,

mashtarats matt-tsdamoaly 'axtdny aakakyaavtanak,
'atkavék.

'Uuwéxats athtulya'ém.

'Ashuutéxa alya'ém.”

“Shuutéxa muuthémxa alyathémash,” 'ét.

“Aa-aa,
'athtunypatk 'aytuxa.”

Nyaa'iim,

siivanyk,
kwa'néqonyts.
Kwas'iithfitk,
mattnamiilok avak,
'axanyi axav awéta.

'Ax4 nyaaxavak,

siiydam,

saathuuk,

'atsaaytiu kamashtaratsots.
'Atsaakakyaav kwa'ats avathdwom,
nyaaydunya.

Aytuk suuvaany,
mattnamiil,

'aaytu,

'aaytu shaly'dy ashtium,
vaawiim:

nyuuwiits.

Avats ayuauk,
mashtaratsats —

éee! —

matt talapalaap.

Avaam,
'axtany ashtauk 'eta.
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“I went,

(because) I am the one who is older and more important,
and while I was there,

I saw those (creatures) get there,

all those angry (creatures) were surrounding the cattails,
and I came back.

I couldn’t do it.

I couldn’t get them.”

“You won’t be able to get them either,” he said.

“Well,
I'll see if I can do it.”

He said it,

and there he was,

the younger (brother).

He had powers,

and he used his powers,
and he went into the water.

He went into the water,

and he went along,

and they did that,

the angry creatures.

They were surrounding (the cattails), just as he had said,
(those) creatures (were).

He was watching them,

and he used his powers,

well,

well he gathered sand and things,
and he did this:

he poured it on them.

That (younger brother) was watching,
and the angry (creatures) —

geel —

they flattened themselves out.

He got there,
and he got the cattails, they say.



386 Stories from Quechan Oral Literature

Ashtiium;

'ashént tsapéev,

'axta kwavatayany,
kwatspéevonyany ashtot.

Nyaashtium,

nyuutspak,

nyaanyi,

kwaktsanyts

'axtd kwavatdyony athdwat.

A'im,
nydanyom manyuduvak viinth{ik 'eta.

“'Anydats 'a'akitstom,
kwavatayaly 'awéxa.”

“Kavaar!

'Anyéats 'aydak 'ashtétom,
kwavatayany.

M4éanyts kwa'an6qaly mawétxa,”
a'ét.

Nyéaly manytuv vinthiik 'eta.

Vinayém.

'Aakéoyanyts aytuk siivat.
“Manytuv kaathtu,
manyuduv vinathiik,”
nyakora ayuut siivat.

Nyaathfik,

nyaakatanak.

liwdanyts 'aldayt

kwa'kttsonyts kwavatdyony athawaot.

Nyéavi,

iiwdanyts 'aldayk nyuuvéak,
kwa'néganyts.

Viiyaakitya.

liwda nyaa'aldayom,

'avii akulyk viiyaat.
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He got them;

one was small,

and (he got) the big one,
and he got the small one.

When he got them,
they were protruding (from his hands),
and at that (point),
the older (brother)
took the big cattail.

So,
they came (home) fighting about that, they say.

“I am the oldest,
(so) I will use the big one.”

“No!

I am the one who went and got it,

the big one.

You can use the small one,”

he said.

They came (home) fighting about that, they say.

They went along.

The old woman sat and watched them.

“They might be fighting,

they are coming (home) fighting,”

and for a long time she sat and watched them.

They were coming (home),

and they got there.

(The younger brother) felt bad

(because) the older one had taken the big one.

At this (point),

he was feeling bad,

the younger one (was).

He went along, they say.

He felt bad,

and he went climbing on the rocks.
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Vanyaayaak,

nyaasi,

'aviits suuvaa vaa'étk,
uuvam,

nydany maxak axavotak,
'aviinyts arik a'ikata.

Arik a'im,

xuumar kwa'néganya,
aanamoam,

apuyk.

Apty siithik 'eta.

Apuy siithikem,
shtaméev,

kaathémk viithawoatk,
xamnyéwots awét.

Viithdwam,
siithik.

Nydanya shaavéarantik.

Ee,
shaavarsaa,
'iiwda nyapétt-ta.

“Mayédaxda mayaaxaa,
'amayéaaxaa, ydaxaam,
nydaykdum asidlytum,”

a'éta.

limdatt-ts astulyk 'im;
aviinyts tanam,
iimaattonyts astulyk 'im,
a'éta.

1

Siivany,
'aakéoyonyts aytuk siivanyk,
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He went along,

and over there,

there was a rock like this,

there it was,

and (the younger brother) went in under it,
and the rock fell, they say.

It fell,

(on) the younger child,

it landed on him,

and he died.

He lay there dead, they say.

He lay there dead,

and they couldn’t find him,
whatever they did;

his footprints (misled them).

(The footprints) were here,
and he lay over there.

That (song) is sung.

Ah,
it is sung, but
I've forgotten it.

“You will go, you will go
you will go, will go
it might be daytime, he might be crushed,”

(the song) says.

It is going to crush his body;

the rock falls on him,

and it is going to crush his body,
it says.

She sat there,
the old woman sat there watching,
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“Fe'é,

'ayaak 'athawxa.

Siithiksaa,

iiwdany ta'ldaystom siithik.
Athoétos,

'axéttxa,”

nyaa'étk,

viiyaak.

'Aakéoyanyts mattnamiil nyuunéok,
uukavék 'ét,
xuumara.

Uukavék,

viithawk,

uutaraayk awitsk 'ét,
'axtanya.

Uutara'ayk.

“Mattkaayk!”

“'Ax6ttk,” nya'étk,

amaam,

vaashkwéem,

'akttsonyts kwa'nq athawk.

Kwa'négonyts kwavatdyony athaw 'ét.

Wilawiil uutara'ayk vuunéo,
maxak takwalaashaw,
vathély aatskyétt,

vathé lyavéet.

Nyam uuktapoanyts,
vathi tsuumpéapk viithaw viithAwetom.

Nyiithdwom;
“'Awim,

'atsétsk 'a'dvnyak,
mattkwiishaaytant,
uunawa.”
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“Well,

I will go and get him.

He is lying there,

he is lying there because (something) is making him feel bad.
He is, but

he will be fine,”

she said,

and she went along.

The old woman went about using her powers,
and she brought him back, they say,
the child.

She brought him back,

and there they were;

and they worked things out, they say,
about the cattails.

They worked things out.

“Trade with each other!” (she said).

“All right,” they said,

and finally,

he hated to do it,

(but) the older one took the small (cattail).

The younger one took the big (cattail), they say.

They went about preparing flutes,
they cleaned out the insides,

and they cut them in several places,
(so that they were) like this.

The holes that they made,
there were four of them, here and here.

There they were;

“So,

(when) we play them and listen,
it is wonderful,

the sound.”
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Siithdwat.

Athtum,

'‘amatt vathik,
'anyaak uunéok,
pa'iipaats siithawk.

Aashalydm Kwanawats,
amdlya.

Kwara'akats,
Aashalyam Kwanaw.

Siivam,

nyaaly vatstsaats siithdwapat.
Xavik siithAwapatk,

'ashént 'andq,

'ashént 'akutstan.

SiithAwam.
Nydanyi wilawiil atsétsom,
a'av a'étk avatsétsk a'éta.

Atsaam viithdwom,

mashx4y nyaanyts 'ashént,

kwa'ndq,

nyaanyts kwas'iithii nydany lyaviitapat,

maxay kwandq kwasiithiiny nydany lyaviinypat,
kwas'iithiitkom.

Wilawiil uutséts kwandwony
nydasi avdam,
'a'avok siithdawk 'eta.

Siithaawaota.

Maxé&anyanyts,

wilawiil atsét siithawaot.
Siithawk.

“'Anyaa kaathutsom,
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There they were.

So,

in this place here,

they were in the east,
people were over there.

Aashalydm Kwanaw,
(that was) his name.
He was an old man,
Aashalydm Kwanaw.

There he was,

and his daughters were there too.
There were two of them over there,
one was younger,

and one was older.

There they were.
When (the boys) played their flutes there,
they played so that (the girls) would hear them, they say.

They were playing,

and one of those girls,

that younger one,

she was just like that powerful one,

she was just like that powerful younger boy,
they (both) had power.

The sound of them playing their flutes
reached (the girls) over there,

and they sat there listening to it, they say.
They sat there, they say.

Those boys,
they sat there playing their flutes, they say.

They sat there.
“Some day,
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matt'aytiuxa,”
a'im,

siithaawk 'eta,
mashtxdanyanyts.

Nyaa'im,
kwara'dkonyts daralyemk,
maxda avany daralyem.

“Nyéar,” a'itsom,

mashtxdanyanyts.

“Matt'amayaatkom,

aauutsétsonyts mattkwiishdaytanom 'a'dvot.”

Siithawk 'éta.

Nyam maxda nyaalyaviinypat.
“'Anyda kaathiits,

'awétsk 'ay6ovxa.”

Siithaw.

*kk

Awétom,
“ 'Atskuunaavxa,”
a'fim viithawat.

Nyam atsétstsak,
atsétk avathawot.

“Xaly'aw 'akydawu 'awétsxa,” 'et,
xaly'aw akydaw awéts.
'Uutiish awiim.

Atséw vuunook awét,
xaly'aw awétk,
akyaam.
Viithawanyk,
'atsakyétk.

Kamétk
asoot awét.
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we will see each other,”
they said,

and they sat there, they say,
those girls (did).

Then,
the old man didn’t want them,
he didn’t want the boys.

“They want us,” they said,

the girls (did).

“We like each other,

and their playing is wonderful to hear,” (they said).

There they were, they say.

The boys did the same (thing).

“Some day,

we will do (what it takes) to see them,” they said.
There they were.

*kk

So,
“We will talk to them,”
they were saying.

So they played (their flutes),
there they were, playing (their flutes).

“Let’s go shoot cottontails,” they said,
and they went to shoot cottontails.
They used bows.

They went about making them,
and they did cottontails,

they shot them.

Here they were,

and they shot (things).

They brought them (home)
and ate them.
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Awétk suunoéot.

Sanyuunéom aam,
'aakéoyanyts nyaakandavkom,
“Nyaayuuts,

'ashpda manyxatt-ts avathawk,”
a'fikota.

“ 'Ashpda manyxatt-ts avathdwsaa,

'avii 'amlits,

'avii alyuuméeny apéetan,

nydany 'amdy tan alyathdwk viithdwat.

“Kamathém mashuutéxa alyathémtak.
Avathawat.

“ 'Ashént nyiilyk,
'ashént xamaéalyot.

“Avathawot.

“Kamawétk kamathé6tk mathaukas,
kamathémtoxalyaa,”
nyaa'iik 'et.

Nyaa'av vuunéony.

“Nyéaa kaathttsom,

'awétsk 'ay6ovxa.

'Ashpéa 'anyxatt-ts avathawk,”
a'éta.

A'fik 'et.

*d ok hkk kkk
Nydava siithdwnyok.

“'Awétsk 'ayéovxa,” 'étk,
awéts.
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They went about doing this.

There they were,

and the old woman told them,
“(There are) creatures,

your pet eagles are there,”
she said, they say.

“Your pet eagles are there, but

it’s a very high mountain,

the height of the mountain is just too much,

and those (eagles) are in that really high (place).

“There is no way you will be able to get them.
There they are.

“One is black,
and one is white.

“There they are.

“Whatever you might do,
I hope you will be able do it somehow,”
she said, they say.

They were listening to her.
“Some day,

we will go and see them.
Our pet eagles are there,”
they said.

They said it, they say.

ookl et ek
There they were.

“We’ll go and see them,” they said,
and they went.
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Nyaawétsk katén.
Suuv'6ok ay6ov.
Saathtiukss,

'avii 'alyméeny —
éeee,

'amdy tan axavot!

Nyéasi kwapar nyiipfiltan,
nydaasi nyavay.

'Avii kyelakyéltan,

nydasi athaw,

avathdwom 'ét.

Vinthiiktan.

Nakavék vinthiik 'eta.
'Avii savany a'fi kwa'atsom,
matt-tsapéek,

uuv'éowtak athomoak.

'Atkavék nyiikatantok 'ayéov,” nya'étk,
vinthiik a'éta.
Viinthfik.

Nyaakaténtak,

katsuunavak.

“Aa,

'akaténak 'ay6ovtasia,

'avak,

'avii 'alyuuméeny apéek 'etk,

'uuvak saa,

'anyda kaathfts aly'awétsontik 'athitsk 'a'dvxa,”
a'ét.

“Aa,

nyuukandapk.

Mawii matsuuvdamxats athdu lya'émok.
'Aviiny 'aluuméeny mattapéet.

“Nyaayau kwamshtaratsanyts aafimt,
'avuuyaa tama'érak athim,
avathawata.
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They went and got there.

They stood there and looked.

They were like that, but

the height of the mountain —

gee,

(the eagles) went into a really high (place)!

Over there, at the farthest (high point),
they lived over there.

(There was) a cave in the rock,

and they were over there,

there they were, they say.

(The boys) came (home).

They came back (home), they say.

That mountain was just as she had said it was,
it was overwhelming,

and they stopped.

“We’ll come back and look,” they said,
and they came (home), they say.
They came (home).

When they got there,

they told her about it.

“Yes,

we got there and looked, but

there it was,

the mountain was terribly high,
there it was, but

some day we will go and try again,”
they said.

“Yes,

I told you so.

You wouldn’t be able to do it.
The mountain is terribly high.

“There are angry creatures all over the place,
they fill up the entrance, and so,
there they are.
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“Vaathtu,” a'ét.

Siithawk,

siithaw.

Kaawits awétkitya.
'Atsqwéaq vanyaawétskitya.
A'étos awét.

'Atsuukyéts tsémaly'émotak.
Tapuytak,
asoot.

Nyaathawk,

amdaam,

siiwétskitya.

Maam,

nyiiwéts.
“'Ay6ovxa,” nyaa'ét,

siiwéts.

Nyaawétsk,

nyaasi,

'avii kwalymeenyi katén,
suuv'6ok 'eta.

“Méaany,

kwa'kits,”

nyaa'inymashkom,

“'Antsén,” a'im,

“Maanyts maxiiptik maydak maytuxa,”
a'et.

“Aa-a.
Matt-tsapéet.
'Aytiusaa,
'ath6txa,” a'et.

“'Anydats nyaav'awk 'av'awom,
mayaak maytutxa.”
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“This is how it is,” she said.

There they were,

there they were.

They did something, they say.
They went after deer, they say.
They might have done it.

They didn’t miss a shot.
They killed them,
and they ate them.

There they were,

and finally,

they went after (the eagles), they say.
Finally,

they went after them.

“We will see,” they said,

and they went after them.

They went after them,

and way over there,

they reached the high mountain,
and they stood there, they say.

“You,

(you are) are the elder (brother),”
he said it again,

“QOlder brother,” he said,

“You’ll go first and see,”

he said.

“Okay.

It will be difficult.

I see (that), but

I will do it,” (the older one) said.

“I (will) stand (here),
and you will go and see,” (the younger one said).
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Nyédam kwakitsonyts viiyaak 'eta.
'Aviiny akulyk,
'avii kwalyaméenya.

Akulyk vanyaayaanyk,

viiydanyk viiydanyk viiydanyk viiydanyk viiydanyk,
'améeeeetan atspamk awitya,

nyaany.

Avathaw kwa'ats,
'ashpaany;
'avii kyelakyél kwaaxwiir alythdwk avathdwkas.

Aytukas,

avathtiu kwa'ats:

'aavéts athotk,

kaawits athotk,

a'avom,;

'avuuyaanyts apétt,

nyiixitsk a'étom,

kaathémak alyuuxdvxats athdu lya'ém.

« vﬁy'

Ka'wém 'ashuutéxoats athtiulya'émot kwa'ats'snkaa?”
aaly'étk,

ayuuk siiv'aw 'eta.

Nyaaytu kamshtaratsonyts apétt,
'ashpdany amak alyathaw.

Siiv'awnyak,

viithiik 'eta.

Takavék atsén.
Tsuuvdamxa alyathém.

Ayuut.

Siiv'aw nyiitkwiinak atsénak,

viithiinyk viithiinyk viithiinyk viithiinyk,
'amatt alytsén.
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So the older one went, they say.
He climbed the mountain,
the high mountain.

He went climbing up,

he went and went and went and went and went,
and he came out very high up,

that one.

There they were, just as she had said,
the eagles;
they might have been in a corner of a cave in the mountain.

He looked,

and it was, just as she had said:

there were snakes,

and there were (other) creatures,

and he sensed them;

the entrance was blocked,

(the creatures) were lined up there,
and there was no way he could get in.

“What now!

There is no way I could ever get them, just as she said, right?”
he thought,

and he stood there looking, they say.

The angry creatures were blocking (the entrance),
and the eagles were behind them.

He stood there,

and (then) he came (home), they say.
He came back down.

He wasn’t able to do it.

(His brother) watched him.

He stood and turned around and came down,
he came and came and came and came,

he came down to the ground.
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Avats shuuthaaw siiv'awat,
kwa'néganyts.

Nyaavaak a'im,

“Nyiikwévak awétk.

Tsuuvdamxats athtu lya'ém kwa'atsk.
'Aavé kaawits avathuuk,” a'ét.
Nyamtsapéttk,

matt-tsapéetan nyaakwa'atstom,
'aytut si'av'awat.

“A'ét,

'atkavék vi'thiik 'athésh,” 'iik 'et,
Uukanaav,

kwanéqgoanya.

“Ke'é.
'Athtiunypatk 'a'dvxa.”

“Kaawits axwiivok athtulysk avathaws athéts,
'aavé viikwathaw avats,” a'ét.

“'Anydaats 'ayaak,

'awéxa,” a'lik 'eta.

“Aa,

ammath6xa.

'Ashts,

viimaydanyok ammathdxa,” a'ét.

“Aa,

'athtium,

mayuiuxa, ” nyaa'étk,
vanyaaydaanypatk 'eta.

Vanyaayaak,
vanyaaydak,
vanyaaydak,
méeeenyi atspam awét.
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This one stood there waiting for him,
the younger (brother).

He got there and said,

“It’s no use.

I couldn’t do it, just as she said.

There were snakes and things,” he said.

“They were blocking the way,

and they really were too much, just as she said,
and I stood there looking.

“SO,

I have come back,” he said, they say.
He told him about it,

(he told) the younger (brother).

“Okay.
(Now) it is my turn to try.

“They are probably not strong enough (to defeat me),
those snakes that are there,” he said.

“I (will) go,

and I will do it,” he said, they say.

“Yes,

you will do it.

Little brother,

you will go and do it,” he said.

“Yes,

I (will) do it,

you will see,” he said,

and (now) it was his turn to go, they say.

He went along,

and he went along,

and he went along,

and he came out in a very high (place).
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Nyaatspam,

avathtuk 'et:

'aaytiu mashtarats nyamatspétt siithaw,
siithawam,

ayuuk siiv'awat.

Aytuk siiv'dwnyak,

avathtum,

vaawée 'et;

'amatt ashly'dy ashtaum,

vaawiim:

'aaytiu kamshtarats 'améayk uuwfits.

Nyaaytu kamshtarats vaa'ée 'étk,
lapalaapk,
'améttoly athawkitya.

A'ét,
nyamayém,
aaxkyéevotka.

Nyaaxkyéevak,

amaam,

'ashpédany ashttiuk 'eta.
Xuuvik.

Kwaxmaalya,
kwanyfilya nyaashtdum.
Viithiik,

tsaatsénk.

Atsénoak viinthiiny,
'amatti alytsén.

Nyaatsénk amédam,

kwakitsonyts siiv'awom.

Nyaakamiim,

kwakutsonyts kwaxmdalyony awii 'etk,
nyaamanytiuvam'ashk vinthfitkitya.
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When he came out,

it was like that, they say:

the angry creatures were blocking the way,
there they were,

and he stood there watching them.

He stood there watching them, and then,
he did that,

he went like this, they say;

he picked up sand,

and he went like this:

he poured it on top of the angry creatures.

The angry creatures went like this,
they flattened out,
and they lay on the ground, they say.

So,
he went through,
he went across.

He went across,

and finally,

he got the eagles, they say.
A pair of them.

(He got) the white one,

and he got the black one,
He came,

and he brought them down.

He came down (with them),
they came down to the ground.

He came down, and finally,

the older (brother) stood there.

(The younger brother) brought them,

and the older (brother) wanted to have the white one,
and once again they came (home) fighting.
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“Méaanyts,
ma'anéqts athim.
Kwanyiilyany mawéxa,” a'ét.

'Andq,

“Xamdaly avanyts

taaxan lyaviits athétom,
nydaany,

'anyaats 'awétony.”

'Akdts,

“ 'Anyaats 'a'’katstak,
kwaxmdaly avéany 'athaw,” a'ét.

“Kavéar.

'Anydats 'ayaak 'ashtotk awim,
xamaaly 'awéxa,” a'étk,
nyamaam,

manytuv avuuthiik 'eta.

Vinthiitk amaam,

kwatsnytuv awinyom;

“Vathany 'athaw,” 'ét.

“Vathany 'athaw,” a'étapatk,
kwaxmdalyany manytuvak vinthiik 'eta.

Vinth{im.

'Aakéoyanyts
kwas'iithiit.

'Akor aytuk siithik 'eta.
Manyuduvk suuthfit.

Ayuuk siithikitya.
“Aa-aa,

nyaayuuts.

Manytduv vuuthfit.
Kaathtu vuuthiikitya,”
a'étk,

ayuuk siithik.
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“You,
you are the younger (brother).
You will have the black one,” he said.

The younger one (said),

“That white one

seems to be the best one,

that one,

and I will have it.”

The older one (said),

“I am older,

I am taking that white one,” he said.

“No,

I am the one who went and got them, and so,
I will have the white one,” he said,

and finally,

they came (home) fighting about it, they say.

They came (home),

the fighting (brothers) did;

“I am taking this one,” (one of them) said,

“I am taking it,” (the other one) said in his turn,

and they came (home) fighting over the white one, they say.

They came (home).

The old woman

had power.

She had already seen them, they say.
They brought them (home) fighting.

She lay there watching them, they say.
“Well,

it is something.

They are bringing them (home) fighting.
They are bringing them (home) somehow,”
she said,

and she lay there watching.
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Siithikany,

nyamaam,

'amatt nyaavéevk athii,
amaam,

'aakdoyts uuv'éw a'érak 'eta.

Uuv'éw a'ér,
maamk,
uuv'ow.
Tsau.

Nyaméaam,
'ashpéanyts apéoyk 'eta,
xatstiuram.

'Ashpéa nyaap6oyam,
ashtdum,

uuxdly 'éta.

Nyaaytu,

nyaaydu uuxuly 'étsaa,
nyaayuuts avathik,
'aavée lyaviik,
'anaqélak avathikxa.

Nyéany nyavits,
avam,

nydaaly aapéxota.
Uuxtlyava alyaapéaxt.

“'Anydaap 'ashpdanyts ap6oya!”
Alyaapéaxk,

nyaawiim,

nyuutiish 'iipdny tsdam ashtium,

alyaapaxk awiik 'eta.

Nyaaw{im,
matsats'iim vinthiiketa.

Matsats'iim vinthiik.
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She lay there, and then,

finally,

they came to the halfway point,

and finally,

the old woman used her powers to make it rain, they say.

She used her powers to make it rain,
and that’s all,

it rained.

It poured.

That’s all,
the eagles died, they say,
from the cold.

The eagles died,

and they gathered them up,

and they dug (a hole), they say.
Well,

they intended to dig something, but
there were creatures there,

they were like mice,

they would have been very tiny.

That was their house,

there it was,

and (the boys) put (the eagles) inside.
They put them in the hole.

“Our eagles are dead!” (they said).

They put them in there,

and then,

they gathered up all their bows and arrows,

and they put them in there too, they say.

Then,
they came (home) crying, they say.

They came (home) crying.
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Vinthiik katén.
'Aakéoyanyts aytuk siithik,
uuxtly avaly alyaapax aalyuupdéoy.

JORORON
wk

Xuumaaranyts matsats'iim,
vathi katanak;
“Kamathiu mamiim?” a'ét.

“Aa-4,
'anytsxaatt 'ashtium,
va'thiinyk.

“Amaam,

uuv'6owk,

vathdm dam apdéoyom,
uuxtlyava aly'aapax.
'Antamaak vi'nathiik,

vathéany 'iiwdany 'aldayom,
matsats'étk vinathiik 'athésh,”
a'fik 'eta.

Nyaméam,
'aak6oyonyts 'avalya kuuv'6owany sharéqt.

Nydaanyts awétk,
avuuv'éow sharéqom,
akwévotk.

Siithaw,

amaam,

amaam,

'ashpdanyts siithdwnyak,
amaam tatuukwdaatsk 'eta.

Uuxdly athaw.

A'ét,
nydanyam shaavarontiyum.
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They came (home) and got there.
The old lady lay there watching them from the distance,
as they put them into that hole and covered them.

JORORON
wk

The children were crying,
and they got here;
“Why are you crying?” she said.

“Yes,
we got our pets,
and we were coming (home).

“Finally,

it started to rain,

and because of that they died,

and we put them in this hole.

We left them behind and came (home),
and we feel bad about this,

and we came (home) crying,”

they said, they say.

Finally,
the old woman, in her house, took control of the rain.

She is the one who did it,
she took control of the rain,
and it stopped.

There they were,

and finally,

finally,

the eagles were over there,

and finally they regained consciousness, they say.

They were in the hole.

So,
(this song) is sung about that.
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Maam,
amaanoak,
siithawk 'eta.

Avathawk,
a'éta.
Shaavaravats:

“linyaaxaats,
aman wengee,
man wengee,
iiman wengee,
iimén wengee,
man wengeem.”

Amanok,
viithaw 'eta.

Nyaa'fim,

shaavar amaka,
shaavar amak athik,
nyaanyts:

“Inyaaxaats,
amén wengee,
pam kwiithaav,
aman wengém.”

Atspamsak viithaw,
awitsxa.

“Pam kwiithaavts,
aman wengee,
man wingii,
aman wingii,
aman wingii,
aman wingii,
iiman wengéem,”

'

a'ét.
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Finally,
they recovered,
and there they were, they say.

There they were,
they say.
This is the song:

“Their pets,
they got up,
they got up,
they got up,
they got up,
they got up.”

They recovered,
and here they were, they say.

Then,

the song after that,

the song that takes place after that,
this is it:

“Their pets,

they got up,

they got there and there they were,
they got up.”

They came out and here they were,
and they were going to do it.

“They came out and there they were,
they got up,

they got up,

they got up,

they got up,

they got up,

they got up,”

(the song) says.
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Uutspamok viithawk 'et.
Mat'ar athaw.

Nyaathawk,

Xxuumaara nyiipa nyaany,
ashtiium,

xalyuugqitsk avathdwk 'eta.
Naak.

Tipanya,
ashtduvash,
iisdalyi.

*kk

Tipa tsuu'dlya,
ashtdum,
iishaaly,
atsdam,
nyaany.

Mariikdan nyumpées 'ashént alythawk,
mayumoak,

vaawiim,

iipany tsa'dly.

Nydaalyaviik;

avathawk a'éta.

A'étk,
siithdwm,
aashvaarak 'eta.

Tipanya,
'iipa tsa'tlya.

Nyaathtium am;
nyaamam uutspam siithdwoatka.
Athtum,
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They went out and here they were, they say.
They were outside.

There they were,

and as for the children’s arrows,

(the eagles) gathered them up,

and they clutched them (with their talons), they say.
And they sat down.

The arrows,
they gathered them up,
in their talons.

*kk

The arrows that (the boys) had carried,
they gathered them up,

in their talons,

and they put them down,

those (arrows).

There’s a certain American coin,
you’ve seen it,

they go like this,

they clutch arrows (in their talons).
It was like that;

there they were, they say.

So,
there they were,
and they sing about it, they say.

About the arrows.
about the arrows that they carried.

It happened,
finally they went out and there they were.
And so,
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nyaméam ashtot.
“Pboy aly'ém!

Pé6oy aly'ém!”

Maam amaank athawk,
ashtot.

Ashttium,

sanyaathtiuk améam.

liwdanyts 'ax6ttom siithdawotka.
Athaw.

Nyaavom,

viithawk,

amam,

mashtxaa nyavaly nyaasik nayém,;
ay6ov a'fim avathawitya.

A'étk,

siithawot.

Wilawiil uutséts nydany a'dvapat siithdwtk
a'im,

“'Ayéovak,

katdnam 'ay6ovxa,”

a'inypatk siithawk,

mashtxdanyanyts.

A'im,

ny4aasi,

“Ka'thémak 'ay6ovxa,” a'im,
siithdawat.

“Aa,

mathtium,

mayuduxa.

Paa 'ats'atslayts aathtuva.
Pa'iipda siimawétsk
ma'avoxa.

Maytuk siimawétsxa,”
a'ét,

'aak6oyonya.
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finally the boys got them.

“They’re not dead!

They’re not dead!”

Finally (the eagles) recovered and there they were,
and (the boys) gathered them up.

They gathered them up,

that (is what) happened.
They were happy, over there.
There they were.

At this (point),

here they were,

and finally,

they went over there to the girls’ house;
they wanted to see them, they say.

So,

there they were.

The girls were there wanting to hear the flute-playing,
and they said,

“We’ll see them,

they will get here and we will see them,”

they were saying it in turn,

those girls (were).

So,

over there,

“We will see them somehow,” they said,
and there they were.

“Yes,

you (will) do it,

you will see them.

They certainly are bad people.

You will go to those people

and experience it.

You will go and see (for yourselves),”
she said,

the old woman (did).
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“Mhm’ ”
siiwéts.

Nyaa'im,
siithAwoam,
nyuutiishany,
antamdakalyem,
uutiish tsatlyet,
nyaanymaam,
siithdwatkom.
Nyaatsa'ily siiwéts.

1

Viiwéts,

'anyaak nathémak viiwétsk,
aafimak xaly'aw akyét.
Kaawits akyétk siiwéts.

Siiwéts.

Siiwéts siiwéts siiwéts siiwéts siiwéts,
siiwétsaly nyaaxiipaan.
Siiwéts.

Tsakavér apéoytk,
kaawits uunyagq,
siiwéts.

Sanyaawétsk,
alykatanok 'eta,
ava nyaasi.
Viiwéts,
nyakuuyaamsi.

1

Mashtxéa nyavasi katdnom.

Athdim,

Paar'dak Paarxaan uu'its,

aafim kwanyuur tii tfi tii tfi tii tii 'ét,
a'im,

'ava alyuupuuv,
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“Mhm,” they said,
and they went.

Then,

there they were,

and as for their bows,

they didn’t leave them behind,

they carried the bows in their hands,
and finally,

there they were.

They were carrying them along.

They went along,

they went along heading east,

and they shot cottontails as they pleased.
They went along shooting things.

They went along.

They went and went and went and went and went along,
they went along and got closer.
They went along.

They were laughing fit to die,
they were making fun of something,
as they went along.

They went along,

and they got there, they say,

(they got to) a house way over there.
They went along

to their destination.

They got to the girls’ house, over there.

So,

the ones called Paar'dak and Paarxaan,
their colors just shimmered like a rainbow,
and so,

they went into the house,
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sanyaathdaw,
'ava tsdamoly anyuur;
tii tii tii.

« vﬁy!”

Mashxdayots avéak aytuk,
“'Uy!

Kaawits kanyaathémontik!
'Avany tsdamak anyudurak,
tfi tii tii tfi tii 'ét!”

Nyaa— kwara'dkats,

“Aa-a,

pa'iipda nyaanyts athawtm,”
a'ét.

“Paar'aak Paarxaan katansak athuwum.
Kay6ovak
pa'iipdanya.”

SiithAwam,

kér aly'ém,
qwalayéwoats a'im,
uutspam awitsa.

Uutspadmos améam,

a'im,

mattxa'daw namak.

Avaam,

'avanyts anyéorak xalyavfit.

Pa'iipdanyts uuyéov avuundot.
Vinthiik a'ét,
uutspéak.

Viithaw,
nyaaqwalaydawk,
vinthfit.

Nakavék vindii.
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and there they were,
and the whole house was colorful;
it shimmered like a rainbow.

“What now!”

One girl came and looked,
“What now!

Something is happening again!
The whole house is colorful

and shimmering like a rainbow!”

The old man said,

“Well,

it must be those people,”
he said.

“Paar'dak and Paarxdan must have gotten there.
Take a look
at those people.”

There they were,

not far away,

and (when) it was morning,
they went (back) out.

They went out, but,

they say,

they left their spirits behind.

(The people) got there,

and the house seemed to have horizontal stripes.

The people were watching them.
(The boys) wanted to come (home),
(and so) they came out.

There they were,

and when it was morning,
they came (home).

They came back (home).
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Vinthf{ik vinth{ik vinthiik vinthiik vinthf{ik.
'Amatt aalyuuvéev vinthfit,

vinathfim,

'anydaxav awét.

Siiwétsk,
xaly'awony akyéam,
apaavak,

asootsk,

kaathémoak vinthiit.

Maam,
nyaaxavak viiyémt.

Nyaanthiik,
“Nyéavi 'uushméxa,” nya'ét.

Taraak,

vuunook,

vaawim,

'uutsény péem,
nyiithaw siithaw 'eta.
Atskuunaav siithawot.

Siithdwnyak,

avik apdam,

avik apdam 'étapatk,
siithdawat.
Nyaméaam,
uushmaétk.
Tiinydamtakitya.

Nyuushmdaam,

siithawm,

amdaam,

nyakér apoy.

Nyakér viithdawotom,
awitya,

xuumaaranyts nyaathium.
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They came and came and came and came and came.
They came to the halfway point,

and as they came,

the sun was going down.

They went along,

they shot a cottontail,

and they roasted it,

and they ate it,

and somehow they came along.

Finally,
the sun went down.

As they came,
“We'll sleep here,” they said.

They lit a fire,

and here they were,

they did it like this,

they moved the coals around,
and there they were, they say.
They were talking about things.

There they were, and then,

(one of them) lay down here,

and (the other one) lay down here, they say,
and there they were.

Finally,

they slept.

It was dark, they say.

They slept,

there they were,

and finally,

they were already unconscious.
They had been there before,
they had been,

when they were children.
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Nyaaytuts —
maamathiits avaak 'eta.

Maamathiits avaak;
uushmaam athaw,
nyuuthdw 'amdyvi andktak,
amétk vuundot.

Amétk vuunéony,
nyakoér a'im;
amuly ashék 'éta,
maamathiinyanyts.
Xuumdarony.

“Aaa daa,” nyaa'iim,
“Paar'aak!
Paarxaan!

Paar'aak!
Paarxaan!”

a'iik 'eta.

A'fim,

kwa'kitsats amanak,
a"évas athik,
“Aay!

Kamank,

'ashttsa!

Kaawits kaathtium!
'Athawotom,
'atsayérots avaa!
'Améy andk,

'amuly nyiishétk vuunéota!”
a'lik 'eta.

“Kaawits kaathém a'étk,
'athawom,” a'ét.
“'Amuly ashétk vuunéot!
Kamank ka'av!”

Uu'its.
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A creature —
an owl got there, they say.

An owl got there;

they were sleeping,

and it sat above (the place) where they were,
and it went on crying.

It went on crying,

for a long time;

it called their names, they say,
that owl (did).

The children’s (names).

“Aaah, aaah,” it said,
“Paar'aak!

Paarxaan!

Paar'aak!
Paarxaan!”

it said, they say.

Then,

the older one got up,

and although he heard him, (the younger brother) lay there.
“Hey!

Get up,

younger brother!

Something is happening!
While we were here,

a bird got here!

It’s sitting up high,

and it’s calling us by name!”
he said, they say.

“Something is going to happen,
(while) we are (here),” he said.
“It’s calling our names!

Get up and listen!”

(That’s) what he said.
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'Amay alyavits,

nydany amétk vuundot.
Paar'aak!

Paarxaan!

Aaaa!

Aaaa!

Paar'aak!

Paarxaan!

“Eey,” a'étk,

amank 'eta.

Kwa'négony nyaamank,

a'éva.

“Nyama'its a'étom

pa'iipda ta'axan 'atskdamk damsh.
A'fim nyaa'iiva,” a'iik a'eta.

“Pa'iipaa ta'axan 'atskdamok aam,
nyam'its.

Nyaaytuts nyuuvaak,

'iipays a'étom ma'avat.”

Nydaaly ava'étk avatk,
kanyaa'iim,

“Xxx! xxx! xxx!” a'fik 'eta.
Alyashmaéak 'eta.

Kwa'kttsony iiwaanyts 'aldayom,
ashmaa lya'ém,

nyaanymaam,

a'avtos,

viithik 'eta.

Viithiknyak,

viithikom 4am,
'anyéayk viithiim dam,
amaan.

Amaan.

Nyaaytuts ava'étk vuunéom;
“Ava'étk 'im 'itsk 'étam,”

ik 'eta.
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It sat up high,

and it was crying those (names).
“Paar'aak!

Paarxaan!

Aaah!

Aaah!

Paar'aak!

Paarxaan!”

“Hey!” he said,

and he got up, they say.

The younger one got up,

and he listened.

“(That’s what) they say

(when) an important person passes by.
They say that,” he said, they say.

“An important person passes by,

and they say that.

When a creature gets there,

you hear them say that it is alive.”

That’s what he was saying,

he said something,

and he made (the snoring sound) “Xxx! xxx! xxx!” they say.
He had gone back to sleep, they say.

The older one felt bad,

he didn’t sleep,

and that’s all,

he might have been listening,
(as) he lay here, they say.

He lay here,

and he lay here, and finally,
morning was coming, and finally,
they got up.

They got up.

The creature was (still) saying that;
“They’re always saying that,”

he said, they say.



430 Stories from Quechan Oral Literature

Nydavi,

nydavik viinayém viiwéts —
'atsémta.

Nyéavik viinayém siiwétsxa nyaa'im,
nydaavik viiwéts nyama'iiny.

Tiiméa xuutsé a'im uuv'6om,
axérk 'eta.

Tiimaa xuutsé uuv'éom,;
axérak.

'Uunyévats viithikom,

vathik tashattk;

axérakts,

aatkyéerak 'ét.

Vanyaawétsk a'its,
nyaava 'iiwaa nyiipéttk,
viiyaa.

Kanaav.

Nyaawiim,
vatha axérak av'awak,
nydaasi nyaawétsk.

“Makyi 'anydats kaawits nya'thém,
pa'iipda kwanyméts vathiik,
tiimaa xuutsé 'uuxiirony aydum.
Matxdyom damk,
vatha lyaviik,
waayp waayp waayp.

“'Aay!
pa'iipdats uuv'éosh!’
vatha a'im vaa'ilim,
ayltuxa.

Pa'iipaats —

'anydats va'athtiu aly'ém kwa'atsk nyiithémotom,
vathats vuuv'éom,
aylu uuv'éom,” a'fik 'eta.
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At this (point),

at this (point) they left and went this way —
no, I made a mistake.

At this (point) they were about to leave,

at this (point) they were about to go this way.

(Things) called tiimda xuutsé were standing there,
they had tied them up, they say.

Tiiméa xuutsé were standing there;

they had tied them up.

The road was here,

and they stood them up here;

they had tied them up,

(while) they were lying on their backs, they say.

They were going to go this way,
I forget this (part),

(but) they went.

They tell about it.

Then,
(the boys) stood there tying them up,
and (then) they went over there.

“Wherever we may be,

someone else (will) come along,

and he (will) see the tiimaa xuutsé we have tied up.
When the wind passes by,

(the tiimaa xuutsé) go like this,

sway, sway, sway.

‘Hey!

There are people standing here!’

this is what he (will) say,

(when) he sees them.

A person —

if nothing happens to us, just as they said,

these (things) will stand here,

they will stand here watching,” he said, they say.
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A'fim,

awiim,

tatshaattom suuv'éom,
siiwétskitya.

Siiwéts.

Nyaa'étk,
avnathiik 'eta.

Viithiim.
Takshé 'Aqwéas uu'its nydanyts,
nyaxuutsamdaram a'itya.

Nyaxuutsaméar awétkom,

nyda nyakodora nyiitapéoy a'étk,
'amatt axwély,

tsamiim,

viiwaak,

'atsawiim,

'amatt axwélyk viiwaak viiwaak a'ét.
Uuxakyiim,

viithik 'eta.

Viinthiikom,

siiwétsk,

sanyaawéts sanyaawéts sanyaawéts sanyaawéts sanyaawéts,
awim,

'anyaa nyamayuush,

sanyaawéts.

'Améatt uuxwélyts avathikom,
katdnom —
arik a'fik 'eta.

Arik,

nyamaam,
uulyandalyk 'eta.
Aalyéq,
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So,

they did it,

they set (the tiimaa xuutsé) upright and there they were,
and (the boys) went along, they say.

They went along.

FOROBORORONORORONON

Then,
they came along, they say.

They came along.
That one they call Yellow Gopher,
they were his children, they say.

They were his children, and so,

for a long time he had wanted to kill them;

he dug a hole in the ground,

and he put (something) down,

he went on,

he was doing things,

he went on and on digging in the ground, they say.
He laid a long object across (the hole),

and there it was, they say.

The boys came along,

they went along,

they went and went and went and went along,
and so,

it got to be afternoon,

as they went along.

The hole he had dug was there,
and they got there —
and it caved in, they say.

It caved in,

and that’s all,

it made them fall in, they say.
They fell down,
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alynaalya'ém.

Alysiithaw.

Alysiithaw,

tsuupamxats athotk siithawotk —
uupoboyalom siithawasaa,
avathétk:

apo6oyats athétom.

Xantas'ilyts avaak 'eta.
Avéaak awim.
Kaly'aaxwaay ta'alyv,
tskwshampat atav awim,
atav awét.

tatpéoyk 'eta.

Nydasi.

Nyaattpoboy,

Xantas'ilyonyts,

avany nyiixwéttonyts damk athétom,
vathany vaawé alytathtiun,

avany vaawé alytathtiun,

a'éta.

Xantas'ily vathi athaw;

'axwéttom,

mayuduxa.

Xantas'ily vatdyk uuvaaxaya.
'Anyaak vathi uuvaak uuvaakitya.
Nyaany mayum alyaskyfit.
'Atskaandva vathéts:

vathi avats 'axwétt,
nyiixwéttonyts.

Nyaathtum,
kanaavat.

Xatalwéts aytuk,
aa'ar alyaavaly a'étk,
viiyaak;

Kwanaw alyayémot.
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they fell into it.

There they were, in there.

There they were, in there,

they were able to get out, over there —
it hadn’t killed them, but

it happened:

they died (anyway).

Gila Monster came along, they say.
He came along.

He was carrying his war club,

he hit them right on the head,

he hit them,

and he killed them, they say.

Over there.

When he killed them,

Gila Monster,

their blood flowed,

and he dipped this (part) into it like this,
and he dipped that (part) into it like this,
they say.

(The marks) are right here on Gila Monster;
they are red,

you will see it.

That big Gila Monster is still around.
He is around here in the east, they say.
You can still see him.

This is the story:

he is red right here,

and it is (the boys’) blood.

So,
they tell about it.

Coyote saw it,

and he dangled his tail in it,
and he went along;

he went to Kwanaw’s (place).
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“Mobo,

nyaats 'tapuyk,
amaamash.”

'Aayu,

Paar'dak Paarxaan a'ét.

“Nyaaxwdy vathats tapuayas,” a'étk 'eta.

Pa'iipdanyts xaltakéoyk,
“Aa-aa,” a'ét.
Aatsxwaaar a'ét,
uupdoynya.

Pa'iipda nyiixauu a'ét.
Xaltakoéoy.

Nyam mashxdy kwa'néqanyts
'akor ayuuk siithikas 'et,
uupooya.

Ayuuk siithikt.

Nyiinyaatpéoyk awim,

Aashalydam Kwanaw nyavaly nydasi awémkom,
xuumdarany alyulyk 'eta.

Apéava awéta.

Paar'dak Paarxdan apaava.

Pa'iipda tsdamaly apak
uumaavum.
Apaava.

Xuumdéayveny amaam,
nyatsashdak 'ashéntok damp.
Yaaxuupoéots athét.
Tsakwsha av'otsk,

iishaaly 'ét.

Awim,
pa'iipdanyts xaltakéoyatk a'im,
nyuunook,
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“Okay,

I've killed them,

that’s all,” (Yellow Gopher said).
Well,

he meant Paar'aak and Paarxaan.

“Perhaps my war club killed them,” he said, they say.

The people rejoiced,

“Yes,” they said.

They laughed,

about the death (of the boys).
People were all talking at once.
They were rejoicing.

The younger girl

might have seen it already,
the death (of the boys).

She lay there watching them.

He killed them, and so,

he went over there to Aashalydam Kwanaw’s house,
and he cooked the children, they say.

He roasted them.

He roasted Paar’dak and Paarxian.

All the people came
to eat.
He roasted them.

He ate his sons,

and there was one bone left over.
It was a rib.

Their heads were there,

and their hands, they say.

So,
the people rejoiced, and so,
there they were,
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ara'éoyk,
aaiim,
aatsxwaar a'étk vuunoot.

Tsakwsha kwara'éra
nyaayuu as'an 'ét.

As'an,

nyamkatsuu'ér avaawét.

Suundot.

lishaalyany,
'atsnyamuumaav aweét,
iishaalyony.
Nyaawitsk,

kutsaar athtuk awits:
nyamuumaav awét.

Yaaxuupdo vath4,
kaawitsom kaawémk,
aatsuutashk 'ét.

Awim,

'atsaatsxwaar,
kamaxanats uuyoov.
“()o,

mattkwiishdaytan,” a'ét.

Pa'iipdanyts uuyéovat.
“'"Uux,” aaly'étk awits.

Athdm,

mashxay,

kwa'néqanyts,

kora,

sa'dwv suuvaakitya.

Nyéasi maxdyoly kwanéqgaly avdamk.

Nyaaxavik uushmaam nyiimanak,
atiyv siivanyk,

‘akor,

xuumarats xamii siivat.
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they played games,
they did as they pleased,
and they were laughing.

Those round heads

were something to kick around, they say.
They kicked them around,

they played kickball with them like this.

There they were.

As for the hands,

they used them to eat with,

the hands.

When they used them,

they used them as if they were spoons:
they ate with them.

These ribs,
they did something with them,
they played shinny, they say.

So,

they were laughing about it,

and (the people) who enjoyed it were watching.
“Oh’

it’s really wonderful,” they said.

The people were watching.
“It serves them right,” they thought.

So,

the young woman,

the younger one,

already,

she had had her baby, they say.

It had arrived (courtesy of) the younger boy over there.

It started when they slept together,

she became pregnant and there she was,
and after a while,

a child was born and there he was.
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Nyaavak,

amaam,

nyaké aply —

nyakoéraly aytuk siivat.
Xuumdaranyts xamfii a'ii nyaavak.

Nyam nyakény lyavii,
nyakwas'uuthiinyts tsaanyiitontim,
siivat.

Nyakér nyaytuk,
nyashuupawk siivat.

Xuumdranyts viiydak a'éta.
Kwasiithiiyapat,
atspéevas athot.

Viiydak avdam.

Nyaké iishaalyda,
tsakwshanya nyaawétk,
katsuu'6r athim vuunéom,
ayuuk siiv'aw a'étom,
maxanak.

Aatsxwdar a'étom,
ayuu alyav'awk,
ayuuk siiv'awtk.
liwéaly amét siiv'awat.

Takavék,
viithiik avaat.

Xuumar avats suuvaam,
'anyda kaathttsom,
kwara'ak,

Aashalydam Kwanéawats,
“Xuumar avany,
mathaw,

malyulytsxa,

'anyda kaathttsom,”
a'fik 'eta,

xuumaérak tsapéevany.
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There he was,

and that’s all,

his father was dead —

and he already had seen it happen.
The child was born and there he was.

He was like his father,
he had too much power,
there he was.

He had already seen it,
he knew about it.

The child went along, they say.
He had power too,
even though he was small.

He went along and got there.

(They were using) his father’s hands,

and they were using his head,

they were playing kickball,

and he stood there watching them, they say,
and they enjoyed it.

They laughed,

and he stood in (the group of people) watching,
he stood over there watching.

He stood over there, crying in his heart.

He went back,
he came (home) and got there.

This child was there,

and one day,

an old man,

Aashalydam Kwanaw (said),
“This child,

you will take him,

and boil him,

some day,”

he said, they say,

(referring to) the little child.
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“Mawitsxa,”
a'iik 'eta.

“Xottk,” a'im;

pa'iipdanyts matt-tsany6ts siithawat.
Saawitsxa.

'Anyda kaathitsom awits.

'Anyda tsakandam,

saawiim.

Ara'60yatk awim,

'anyda atspak viithdi,

nydanyom saawétsk,

pa'iipda uupbéoy nydany awétk —
nyatsashdak athtits,

atspaats ath6tom,

artuu'6oyvi awét.

Mattamdarak vuunéot.

“Mobo,

mamaarak,” a'ét.
“Mobo,

mamaaratsk,” awét,
“Mobo,

mamaarak,” a'ét.
Vanyaawét,
a’atsxwér,
“Aaaal”

Pa'iipdanyts,

“Uupbdoyeony ux,” aaly'étk,
vaawétk;

vuunéok athét.

Nyam xuumaéaranyts avaak;
maxanok nyuuvéatk,

ayuut.

Nyaké tsakwshanyaa,
iimény a'étk,

ayuaut.
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“You will do it,”
he said, they say.

“All right,” they said;
the people agreed.
They would do that.
And one day they did it.

They decided on a day,

and they did that.

They played games,

and the sun came up,

and at that (point) they went along,
and they used those dead people —
it was their bones,

they had come out, and so,

they used them in games.

They were having a competition.

“Okay,

you’ve won,” he said.
“Okay,

you’ve won,” and so,
“Okay,

you’ve won,” he said.
They did this,

and they laughed:
“Aaah!”

The people (thought),

“Dying serves them right,” they thought,
and they did this;

here they were.

The child got there;
they were enjoying it,
and he saw them.

His father’s head,

and his legs, they say,
he saw (these things).
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“Mobo!

Moéo!

Nyam ma'avatstoxa!” aaly'étk,
iiwdaly a'étk suuvaat.

Sanyuuvéaam,

maam,

“Mobo,

nyamaam,

xuumar avany nyamaamtom,
'an6éqam,

malyulytoxa,” a'ét.

Suunéot.

Pa'iipdats avdam kanats:
“Mobo,

maam.

Kataraak!

X4 katapinyk!” a'fik 'eta.

“Xottk,”

a'éta.

Taraak awim,

tashkyén tsavawots awim,
'ax4 tapiny.

Nyamtaraatan vuunoéok,
kGur xuumar alytdpk —
alyaly.

Nyam xuumdranyts kwas'iithiitiyum.
Nyamaaminy a'étom dam,

'axany xantapdatsk avak athtuk 'eta.
Makyik alél aly'em.

Xuumar avak,

nyamaaminy a'étkom dam,

nyakény kwas'uuthfii lyaviitapatk a'im,
nyamaaminy uu'itsak,

amaam.
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“Okay!

Okay!

You will feel (the consequences)!” he thought,
he was saying it in his heart.

There he was,

and finally,

“Okay,

that’s all,

it’s all over for that child,

he is small,

and you will boil him,” they said.
There they were.

Someone got there and gave orders:
“Now,

that’s all.

Light a fire!

Heat (some) water!” he said, they say.

“All right,”

they said.

They started a fire, and so,

they put a pot down, and so,

they heated water.

They really made (the fire) burn,

and in a little while they threw the child in —
they were going to boil him.

The child had power.

He was going to pass through it,

and he turned the water icy cold, they say.
It never did boil.

The child sat there,

he had passed through it,

he was like his father in (having great) power,
and he passed through it,

that’s all.
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Xany taxtsdur,
paq a'ét.
Avats araak,
kyérrrr awéts.

Ayaak,

vaawiim,

kaathtiunyak a'im,
‘apily a'im,

kwaxatstur viivaxayota.

A'ét,
'a'fi nydam avi atsét.
Taréaat.

Nyaatardam,
xuumaranyts siivanyk,
“Nyamdam,
'awiim 'a'dveoxa,” a'ét.
Siivat.
Xuumaérats améaam.

Kwas'iithii tsapéet vanyaavak.

“'Aydak avi 'ashathémp,

pa'iipda tsuumpdp avkwathdwva nydanyom,
'atskuundavxa,” nyaa'ét.

Siivanyk,

siiyaak 'eta.

Vathik shathémp siiyaat.

Takavék shathémp siiyaat.

Pa'iipaats viivam,
avaamok,

awéta.

Matxé Valyvaly 'éta.

Matx4 Valyvaly 'ét,
siivam,
nakwiik:
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He made the water cold,

it was freezing cold.

That (fire) was blazing,

they made it burst into flames.

He went along,

he went like this,

he did it somehow,

it was supposed to get hot,

but the coldness was still there.

So,
they put more in more wood.
And they lit it.

When they lit it,

the child sat there,

“Finally,

I will try to do it,” he said.

He sat there.

The child (should have been) done for.

(But) he had great power.

“I (will) go along and head that way,

right through the four people who are there,
and I will tell him about it,” he said.

He sat there, and then,

he went along, they say.

He headed this way and went along.

(Then) he went back and headed that way.

A person was there,

and (the child) got there,

he did.

(The person) was called Shifting Wind.

He was called Shifting Wind,
and there he was,
and (the boy) called him his mother’s brother:
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“'Anakwii,” a'ét.
“'Atskuundav a'im 'athésh.”
“Mdbo.”

“'Anyaap vanyawitsk vuundotas,
amaam.

Pa'iipda tsdamoly,

nyamdam tsdam tan uundot,
muutara'iy maaviir 'a'im,
‘athésh,”

a'fik 'eta.

“Piipaa tsdam matapdoya!” a'eta.

A'étom,
iishdaly athdwk athésh a'étom,
Matxa Valyvalyts “ 'Axéttk,” a'iik 'eta.

“Nyaama'im,

'anyaats,

Matx4 Valyvaly,

'anydats xiipuk 'avdam,
valyavalyavalyavalyavalyavalyavalyavalyavalyavaly 'a'ét,
pa'iipdanyts xaltakboyxa,”

a'fik 'eta.

“Nyaaxaltak6oyom,

Matxa Kaamalyii a'itsom,
manakwiits athtuk,

vathik athik,” a'fik 'eta.
“'Anyéaly kayémok kayauk andut.
Matxa Kaamalyii a'ét.”

“Aa,

xoOttk,” 'ét,

nyaayaak avdamk,

nyaatayuuts.

“'Anakwii,” a'ét.

“Nyaayuu,

miishaaly 'athdw vii'thiik 'athésh.

” 1
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“Uncle,” he said.
“I want to talk to you.”
“Okay' b

“This is what they did to me, but

it’s over with.

All the people,

finally all of them are (here),

and I want you get them taken care of,
I do,”

he said, they say.

“Kill everybody!” he said.

Then,
he shook his hand, they say,
and Shifting Wind said, “All right,” they say.

“As you say,

I (am the one),

Shifting Wind,

I will get there first,

and I'll go gust-gust-gust-gust-gust-gust-gust-gust-gust-gust,
and the people will rejoice,”

he said, they say.

“While they are rejoicing,

(the one) they call Storm Wind,

he is your mother’s brother,

and he is right here,” he said, they say.
“Go east and see him next.

He is called Storm Wind.”

“Yes,

all right,” said (the boy),

and he went and got there,

and he called him his relative.
“Uncle,” he said.

“Well,

“I have come to shake your hand.
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Pa'iipdats vaath6tk vuunéom,
'awiim,

tsdamoly 'ashaafim 'a'im 'athésh,”
a'fik 'eta.

Xuumaéronyts a'im.

“Xott,”
Matx4 Kaamalyfits.
“Xottk.”

“Matxa Valyvalyts xiiptk avdam,
'anydats kiur avaam,

'an6qam 'aspfiiir a'étxa,”

a'fik 'eta.

Matxanya.

Matx4 Kaamalyiinyts.

Spfiir a'im,

nyaamatxay 'im,

Aashalydam Kwanawats xalakuy,
'ava 'amdy akulyk,

“'Anydats shamaats 'axottk,
nyaayuu,

'atsaqwérak uuvaam,”

a'étk awim.

Vaa'iim,

mataxayk,
valyavalyavély a'im,
vaa'iim;

“Ma'avam,”

a'fik 'eta.

A'fim,

“Ma'avxa,” a'fik 'eta.
Xalakuy.

“Nyaa'fim,
Matxa Kwaspéranyts viithik,
nyamkwaxamok 'im.
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People are doing this,

and so,

I want to wipe them all out,”
he said, they say.

The child said it.

“All right,”
Storm Wind (said).
“All right.”

“Shifting Wind will get there first,
and I will get there later,

and blow a little harder,”

he said, they say.

The wind (did).

Storm Wind (did).

He (blew) a little harder,

and when he blew,

Aashalydam Kwanaw rejoiced,

he climbed up on top of his house (and said),
“I am lucky,

well,

I can make speeches from here,”

he said.

He said this,

and the wind blew,

it went gust-gust-gust,

like this;

“You might hear it,”

he said, they say.

And so,

“You will hear,” he said, they say.
And he rejoiced.

“Then,
Strongest Wind is here,
he is the third one,” he said;
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Matx4 Kwaspértanonyts avathik.
Nyédanya maydéaxa.”
Nyaatskuunaav anét.

“Mobo,”

a'étk,

nyaayaa,

Matx4 Kwaspértan nyaavaam.
Nakwii.

Nyaatskuunaav.

“'Anyéats av'a'étk 'athésh.

Pa'iipaa tsdam vaatho6tk athdm,
'anyaats tsdam 'ashaaiim 'a'im 'athésh,”
a'étom;

“'Ax6ttk,” a'éta.

“ 'Anyaats,

Matxd Kwaspéronyts nya'vdam,
nyaaydu tsdam 'améattom 'atsttitsxa,’
a'fik 'eta.

Aafimat.

“ 'Amatxayk 'aspérot,

'aaytu 'akatsalyésh,”

aafim.

U

« ‘AWéxa, ”
a'fik 'eta.

“Nyaawiim,

manakwiits avathikantik,

avik athik,

'Aw Aréats,” a'iik 'eta.
“Nyaanymdaam,

avaam,

nydany tsdam tansly aaviiram,”
a'fik 'eta.

Avayéak,

'Aw Aréaly avadamtan.
Taytutsom.

“'Axott.”
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“Strongest Wind is there.
You will go to him (next).”
He told him about it next.

“Okay,”

he said,

and he went along,

and he got to Strongest Wind.
His mother’s brother.

He told him about it.

“I have something in mind.

All these people did this, and so
I want to wipe them all out,”

he said;

“All right,” said (Strongest Wind).

‘CI’

Strongest Wind, will get there,

and I will knock everything to the ground,”
he said, they say.

And he did as he pleased.

“I will blow hard,

I will break things,” (he said),

and he did as he pleased.

“I will do it,”
he said, they say.

“Then,

there is another of your mother’s brothers,
he is there,

he is Blazing Fire,” he said, they say.
“Finally,

he will get there,

and he is going to finish everything,”

he said, they say.

He went along,

and he got to Blazing Fire.
He called him his relative.
“All right,” (said Blazing Fire).
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“Nyaa Matx4a Kwaspérony nyaavaam,
nyaayudu tsdam katsalyéshk aaviir 'im.
'Anydaats nyaamak 'ayém,

tsdam tan shhhhhk 'awiim,

nyaanyép a'its,

iipdany,”

a'fik 'eta.

“'Awéxa,” a'fik 'eta.

“X6tt-ta,” nya'étk,
“'Avaak,

— $ssSssss! —
'atkavék.”
Nyaavaanyoam,
kwara'dkts nyava 'amay alyav'aw,
nyaatsagwérak athét.
“Shamaats 'a'axottk,”
a'étk,

nyaayudu 'étony vaa'étk.
“Mataxayk,

kany'évaly 'a'étom,
ma'avotstoxa.

“Pa'iipaa ta'axan,
nyaaydu tsuugwéranyts vaa'iim nyaa'iiva,” a'ét.
'Ava 'amdy alyav'awk av'awk 'eta.

Xuumdar nyuuvaak uuvaat.
Nyaaytu x4 tuupinyam aaminytak,
xanyts xatstur paq 'étk awét,

aldl alya'ém.

Nyam pa'iipaats nyuuvaak,
nyamkwalyly alyapask,
a'dvaly —

'axats xatsturak nyiikwév.
Xatsaur viivaxay.
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“When Strongest Wind gets here,
he is going to break everything.

I (will) go after him,

I (will) go whoosh over everything,
and they (will) be all gone,

those men,”

he said, they say.

“I will do it,” he said, they say.

“All right,” he said,

“I will get there,

— whoosh! —

and I will come back.”
When he got there,

the old man was up on the roof,
making a speech.

“I am lucky,”

he said,

he said things like this.
“The wind is blowing,

so whatever I say to you,
you will hear it.

“(I am) a respected leader,
and what I have to say is this,” he said.
He was standing up on top of the house, they say.

The child was there.

He passed through the heated water,

and he did (something to make) the water get freezing cold,
(so) it didn’t boil.

A person was there,

and he touched what was supposed to be boiling (water),
he wanted to feel it —

and the water was impossibly cold.

It was still cold.
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Vuunéoxayom,

Matx4 Valyvalyts avéatk,
awitya.

Avéak 'eta.

Avaak,
valyvalyvalyvalyvalyvalyvalyvaly.

Nyuundéony,

nyaaminyam,

Matxa Kaamalyiits avaantik.
Nyaavdantik,

'an6gam spfir 'ét,

'amatt 116p 'ét.

Nyaaminy amiam,

Matxd Kwaspértan nyaavaamtak,
amdaam,

saawiik 'eta.

L

Uutsalyésh.

'Aaytiu taskyén xda tuupiny athdwot —
welawél a'és,
ta'dam.

Nyaawét,

amaam,

Matxd Kwaspértan nydany nyaavaam,
nyaaytu tsdamoly nyaata'aaldayt.

Nyamaam,

'Aw Araats nyam nyaathfik,
amaam.

Amaam,

amékaly,

'Aw Aréanya.

Nyaathiik,
amaam,
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There he was, and suddenly
Shifting Wind got there,

he did.

He got there, they say.

He got there,
(going) gust-gust-gust-gust-gust-gust-gust-gust.

There he was,

and he passed through,

and Storm Wind got there in turn.
When he got there,

he (blew) a little harder,

and there was a sandstorm.

When he had passed through,
Strongest Wind got there,
and that’s all,

he did that, they say.

*kk

He broke things.

He picked up the pot of heated water —
it rolled, but
he turned it upside down.

Then,

finally,

Strongest Wind got there,
and he destroyed everything.

Finally,

Blazing Fire came along,
that’s all.

Finally,

after (Strongest Wind),
(came) Blazing Fire.

He came along,
and that’s all,
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'Aw Araatan shhhhhh 'im a'ém,
pa'iipda kwuupoboyany.

Pa'iipaats tsdamoly aaminyk 'ém,
“Waaaa!” awét,
nyamaam.

Kwara'akats amam.
Ap6m,
apuy.

Avats tsdam,
apom.

Nyaaptyom,
nasfits 'ashént siivak 'eta.
Nasfiya.

“Nasiits,” a'im,

nyaany.

Nasii athaw.

Vaawé 'étk.

'Ava vathi tsavawkom,

nyaaytu kwaskyii 'amatt 'amdy ta'am awét.

'Amdy nyaat'am.

'Améyony tathits uuv'6owk,
xatsturak paq a'im,

'amayony asily,

pauuum,

nasfits maxak avak viivak 'eta.

Apuy aly'ém.

Nyaavam dam,
'Aw Kwardany nyaaminyom.

Nyamaam.
Vathany uutdq athawk 'ét.
Apuyalyem.
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Blazing Fire went whoosh,
and (he was) the one who killed people.

He passed by all the people,
and they went “Aaaah!”
and that was all.

The old man was done for.
He burned,
and he died.

All these (people),
they burned.

When they died,
his mother’s older sister was the only one left, they say.
His mother’s older sister.

“Aunt,” he said,

to that (young woman).

He picked up his mother’s older sister.

He went like this.

He made a house here,

he put a dish or something upside down on the ground.

He turned it upside down on top of her.

Hail fell from the sky,

it was freezing cold,

it dropped from the sky,

straight down,

and his mother’s older sister sat under the dish, they say.

She didn’t die.

She sat there,
and Blazing Fire passed through.

That was all.
He opened this (covering) and rescued her, they say.
She wasn’t dead.
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Xatsturam,
'amdyony tathits 'amayk uuv'6owatom,
apuy aly'ém viivat.

Viivam,

nyaathdwkom &am.
Nyaashman.

“Mobo,

'anyaats,

pa'iipda tsdam 'ar'ém!

'Anasii,

maanyts mashénttan,
wanyakavdar 'avash,” a'iik 'eta.

Xuumadaranyts.
“Méany mashént waanyakavaarok nyaathaw.

“'Awétsxa 'athik.
Kavéek 'anathém 'awétsxa.
Nyaaytu nyuukuundavoxa,” a'fik 'eta.

Nyaathawk vinthiik 'eta.

Nyaathédwk vinth{im,
xatspaats uuvak 'eta.
Xatspdaats uuvam,
nyaany,

Xatalwéts nyaalyanalyk,
apuy aly'émk,

'ashéntok damk,

uuvak uuvak siivak,
Xatalwényts.

uAa,
'alyshttsaa!
'Alyshdtséal”
a'iik 'eta.

is,

xuumarats amdam masharayt.
Nyaké aptiya.

Navii avik uupéoy.
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It was cold,
hail fell from the sky,
and here she was, not dead.

Here she was,

and he rescued her.

He woke her up.

“Okay,

as for me,

I curse all people!

Aunt,

you are the only one,

I care about you,” he said, they say.

The child (said it).
“You are the only one I care about.

“We will do it.
We will head to the south and do it.
I have something to tell you,” he said, they say.

He took her (by the hand) and they came along, they say.

He took her (by the hand) and they came along,
and there was a spring, they say.

There was a spring,

and that (spring),

Coyote had fallen into it,

and he didn’t die,

he was alone in there,

he sat and sat and sat there,

Coyote (did).

“Oh,

little brother!
Little brother!”
he said, they say.

But,

the child was angry.

His father was dead.

His father’s older brother had been killed there.
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Mé&am masharéyt.

“Kaa'ém,

méaany 'anamak 'aly'its amaam.”
Masharayt 'étum.

Xatalwényts atspadkom,

ayaa uusily uutsxavik,
alyaapéxk 'eta.

Nyaapéaxk,

siiwétsk 'eta.

Nasiiny aaly'ak siiwéts.
liw4aly amét,

nyéasik siiyaat.

“Mobo,

'Anasii,

maam.

Nyaaytu,

'awii av'ayémk'ash.
Maany miimaatt xdak 'awiim,
nyiitsbowxa,”

a'fik 'eta.
“Nyiitsbowam,
nyaayliu muuvaatxa,”
a'fik 'eta.

Nyaa'iim,

nydasuuvaak,

mattnamiilk,

iishaaly awét,

suuvaam,

nyaayuu xashkyéevok awéta.

Kwashkyéevak uu'its nydany nyiitséowk,
tawelawélk atépk viiwdak awim,
nyaaytiu amatk,
“Wowowo” a'ét,

nyaava xavaatt.

Kaawits amatk uuvaak 'eta,
kwashkyéevaok avats.
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He was angry.

“Somehow,

we have decided to leave you behind,” he said.

He was angry, they say.

Coyote came out,

and (the boy) went and ripped him into two pieces,
and he threw them down, they say.

He threw them,

and he went along, they say.

He had his mother’s older sister with him and they went along.
He was weeping in his heart,

and he went along, over there.

“Okay,

Aunt,

that’s all.

Well,

I am going to go ahead and do something.
I will do (something to make) your body different,
I will turn you into (something else),”

he said, they say.

“I will turn you into (something else),

and you will be (that) thing,”

he said, they say.

Then,

there he was,

he used his powers,

he did this with his hand,

there he was,

and he did (something to make her) a dove or something.

He turned her into what’s called a dove,

he swung her and threw her, sending her this way, and so,
she ate things,

she went “Woéwowo,”
and she scratched (in the ground) for something.
She was eating something, they say,

that dove.
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Uuvaam,

ayuuk siiv'aw,

“'Ankaa,

'ansii nyaaytu nyiitsbow saa,
nyamaydaalyemash.
'A'wintixa,” a'iik 'eta.

Awintixa nyaa'étk,
avany vaawée nyaa'ét.

Siiv'awkom,

nyaawintik,

tawelawélok atap.

Kwalytéshq 'axwétt atsbowk 'eta.
Vathd lyaviik,

'axwétt kox vatha lyaviik.

“Nydaanyts kwiishdayv,” a'éta.
Ayérak,

'aaytu 'amdy andk,
'axwétt-tan kox.

Nyamaaée,
kaawits amatk,
kaathém awét.

“'Anasii,

améam 'axott.

Nyédany mathotk,

nyaaytuk muuvdatxa,” a'ét.
“Kwalytéshq xwétt nydany mathéxa,” a'ét.

Nyaa'iim,
nyiinamdk a'éta.

Nyaanamékam,
ayérok a'étk uuvaam,
'amdy avak.
Kwiishdaytank uuvat.
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There she was,

and he stood there watching her.
“How about it,

I turned my aunt into something, but
I don’t like it.

I will do it again,” he said, they say.

He said he would do it again,
and that’s what he did.

He stood there,

and he did it again,

he swung her and threw her.

He made a red wren, they say.
She was like this,

she was red and perfect, like this.

“That is wonderful,” he said.

She flew,

and she perched on top of something,
and she was really red and perfect.

She moved around,
she ate something,
she did whatever it was.

“Aunt,

finally it is all right.

That is what you are,

and whenever I see you, you will be (that way),” he said.
“You will be that red wren,” he said.

He said it,
and he left her there, they say.

When he left her,
she flew around,
and she perched up high.
She was really wonderful.
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Nyaanamak,

siiydak a'éta.

Xuumar,

“Amaam,

'ansii nydasi 'anamak.”
Kwalytéshq 'axwétt atséow,
nyiitsa'adttk namak.

Nyaamék,

nyaayaam,

kaathdum.

Nyaké nydany —
nyiituup6oy nyédanyi avdamk,
ayuuk 'eta,

nyiituupéoya.

Nyéanyi avdamoak,
ayuuk siiv'aw.
Amétk siiv'awot.

Siiv'awnyak,
siiyaatk,
aaminyk siiyaat.

Vanyaayaak,

'aaytu 'akandavem ma'amok,
tiiméaa xuutsé uuxiironyts,
suuv'6ok 'eta.

A'im,

nyéany,

kér alyavdm nyaayduk awét.
Tiiméa xuutsényts suuv'é6ok a'éta.

Paar'dak Paarxdan uuxiiranyts.
Axiirtsom,

“Xalyvim,

'anyaats nyaapooy,

avats suuv'éom,

‘Pa'iipaats alynyavay,
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When he left her,

he went along, they say.

The child (said),

“Finally,

I have left my aunt over there.”

He had made a red wren

and pushed her (away) and left her.

After that,

he went along,

and it happened.

His father —

he got to (the place) where (his father) had been killed,
and he looked, they say,

at (the place) where (his father) had been killed.

He got there,
and he stood there looking.
He stood there weeping.

He stood there, and then,
he went along,
he went passing through.

As he went along,

those things you heard me telling about,
the tiiméa xuutsé that had been tied up,
they were standing there, they say.

So,

as for them,

they were already there when (the boy) saw them.
The tiiméa xuutsé were standing there, they say.

They were (the ones) Paar'dak and Paarxdan had tied up.
They had tied them up, saying

“It is possible,

that when we die,

these will stand over there, and

‘People live inside them,
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piipaats suuv'éosh,’
nyiinya'éxa.”

Awitya.

Nyaathtiu kwa'ats,
suuv'6ok athtum,

matxayk awdaayp.

Xuumadranyts ayauk siiv'awat.
Nyéanyi shaavartontik:

“Yaawaaypawaaaypaaaa,
kawaaypawaaaypaaaa,
kawaaypawaaaypaaaa,”

a'éta.
Shaavéra.

Nyaaytuts waaayp awdaaayp awaaayp 'fikota.
Nyé&any aashvaarak 'eta.

Nydanyi viithfik 'eta.
Viithiik,

vanyaathfik,

avaak,

savam,

tiimaa xuutséts athotk;
uuv'éot.

“Aa,” a'ét.

“Tiimaa xuutséts 'im athtum,
'aytiush,” a'étk 'eta.

“'Ashuupbowash.
Tiiméa xuutséts athim.”

Nydany aashvaara:

“Timaangdy xuusfii,
timaangay Kwapaaangk.”
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people are standing here,’
(is what) they will say about us.”

They did it.

It happened, just as he had said,
they were standing there, and so,
they were swaying in the wind.

The child stood there watching them.
(Another song) is sung there:

“Sway sway,
sway sway,
sway sway,”

(the song) says.
It’s a song.

Those things were swaying back and forth.
That’s what he sang about, they say.

He came along there, they say.

He came along,

he came along,

and he got there,

and over there,

there were the tiimaa xuutsé;

they were standing there.

“Yes,” he said.

“They are what are called tiiméa xuutsé,
I see them,” he said, they say.

“I know them.
They are tiiméa xuutsé.”

This is what he sang:

“Tiimaa xuutsé,
Tiimaa Cocopa.”
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Aytuny,
avathii a'ét.

Tiimaa xuutséts suuv'ots athotk.
Nyéava aashvaarat.

Nyaashvéaarom,
nyaanamdk,
nyaany,

tiimaa xuutsény,
uutanyék a'éta.
Xuuvikaly.

Xuumdr nyii'ényts athémtan.
A'avat.

'Uuqblats iiwéey amaktsom dam,
'uugdl a'éta,

ii'ény.

Xuumér nyaké apy,
nyamaam.

Naviiony apdoy,

amaam.

liwdany 'aldayom,

tiimaa xuutsény uutanyékom,
ii'ény alytathtiunk 'eta.

Tathtun,

ii'éva tsdam apom,
nyuupayk amaam.
Qwalashawota.

A'im,

apém,

nyuupayk amaam.
'Ora'érats.
Qwalashaw,

ii'ée nyiirish amaam.
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He saw them,
and he came along, they say.

The tiiméa xuutsé were standing over there.
This is what he sang about.

He sang it,

and he quit,

and as for those (things),
the tiimaa xuutsé,

he cremated them, they say.
Both of them.

It might have been the child’s hair.
He noticed it.

It was so long, it went below his hips,
it was so long, they say,

the hair.

The child’s father was dead,

that’s all.

His father’s older brother had been killed too,
that’s all.

He felt bad,

and when he had cremated the tiimaa xuutsé,
he dipped his hair into the fire, they say.

He dipped it in,

and all of his hair burned,
and it was completely gone.
He was bald, they say.

So,

it burned,

and it was all gone.

(His head) was round like a ball.
He was bald,

there was nothing left of his hair.
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Siiv'awat,
nyaany aashvaarok a'éta.

Tsakwsha kwa'ola'6lony kandavak.

“Kiituiinya iinya,
kiitamuur amuur,”

a'fik 'eta.

Tsakwsha nyaméaam,
'ola'dl a'im,

molal a'im,

molal a'im,

molal a'im,

athtuk a'im,
aashvaar.

Nyaa'fim,

nyaany,

viithikt amaam,

tsakwshanyts 'ola'élats siithfit.
Amétk viithfiit.

Viithii,
amaam.

Nyaathiik,
'aak6oy nyuuthik nyiivaak,
tsakwshdany 'ola'6l viithiik.

'Atsayér nyakwaaiimts avi nyavay,
viithfi.

Takuk a'ét.

'Axmé kwayéts a'étk,

kaawits 'any6oyom nyavayk maydm.
Nydany aashvaarak viithfita.

Nydam athiik aytauk,

aashvéarak viithiit.
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He stood there,
and this is what he sang, they say.

He was talking about his round head.

“Kiituiinya iinya,
kiitamuur amuur,”

he said, they say.

It was his head, that’s all,
it was round,

and wobbling,

and wobbling,

and wobbling,

it was, they say,

and he sang about it.

Then,

as for that,

he lay here,

and his round head came from the distance.
It came along weeping.

It came along,
that’s all.

It came along,
and it got to the old woman’s bed,
the round head came along.

All manner of birds lived there,

(as) he came along.

(One) was called a burrowing owl.

(One) was called a sparrow hawk,

and something ugly lived there, as you have seen.
(The boy) came along singing about that.

He saw them as he came along,

and he came along singing about them.
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Viithiinyk,

viithiinyk,

viithiinyk,

'aak6oyony,

avaata.

'Aakéoy nyavanyi avaat.
'Aakéoy Sanyuuxdv nyavanya.

Xuumadar apéoyt amaam,
'aak6oyanyts 'ashéntak athim,
viivat.

Vathik amaam,

pa'iipda 'any6oyany nyavany tama'or,
kéngk a'ét a'ém.

Wilawiil atsét,

kaa'ém kaawits nyiimatk,

aatsxwaaar a'im,

nyavanya.

'Aakéoyanyts avathik kuu'éeytk viithik.

Xatalwéts kwaaxwiiraly wilawiil 'atsatsét.
Aatsxwaar a'étk,
'avany tama'érok uuvak 'eta.

Namaéawkitya.
Alyavaam awitya,
Xuumarats.

Viiyaany,
nyaavaam,
nyaaydum,
tam'értanava ayuut.

Vanyaavak,

'avd 'améayvi mattaaxwilyk avathik 'eta,
xuumaarats.

Kwas'iithfits,

'ava 'amayk mattaaxwily.
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He came along,

he came along,

and he came along,

and as for the old woman,

he got there.

He got to the old woman’s house.
Old Lady Sanyuuxav’s house.

Her children had died,
and the old woman was alone
here she was.

He passed by here,

and there were unsavory people filling her house,
it might have been completely full.

They were playing flutes,

and they were dancing somehow,

and they were laughing,

at her house.

The old woman just lay there, poor thing.

Coyote was in a corner playing the flute.
They were laughing,
and they filled up the house, they say.

He called her his father’s mother.

He went to her,
the child (did).

He went along,

and when he got there,

he looked,

and he saw that (the house) was full.

There he was,

and he hid himself at the top of the house, they say,
the child (did).

He was a powerful (person),

and he hid himself at the top of the house.
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Tiinydam aatsxwdar wilawfil atsétk,
kaawém awét.

Siithik.

Xuumaérenyts amiim siithik,
iithonasanyts tds andly.
Xatalwé vathi tuask,
Xatalwéts apak.

“ 'Eey!

Kaawits 'améayk ats!

'Amay thonalysats,” a'fik 'eta.
“'Amaynyi.”

“Talyp6 katspamak kaytuk,” a'im,
Talypo6ts avésh atspam.

Nyiirish.

Makyik kwii alya'ém,

nyiirish.

“Qwalashaw kauxaaktux 'éta,”
a'fik 'eta.

Nyiirish.

“ 'Ee” aaly'ét,
tama'ort siithawam.

Xuumadr 'amdy athik siithik,
nyaayuu,

ava kwandw a'im viithikva.
Nyaany,

xwiip a'fik 'eta.

1

Xwiip,
'avadny anam a'ét.
A'im,

'aak6éoyany,
namawany,
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At night they laughed and played flutes,
they did whatever it was.

He lay there.

The child lay there weeping,
and his tears dripped and fell.
They dripped onto Coyote here,
and Coyote came to a stop.

“Hey!

Something is dripping from up there!

It’s little tears from the sky!” he said, they say.
“From the sky.”

“Roadrunner, go out and look,” he said,
and Roadrunner ran out.

There was nothing there.
It wasn’t cloudy at all,
there was nothing there.
“It’s perfectly clear,”

he said, they say.

There was nothing there.

“Oh,” he thought,
and they filled the house.

The child was lying up at the top,

well,

he must have been lying on the center beam.
As for that (beam),

he jerked it, they say.

He jerked it,
and the house collapsed, they say.

So,
as for the old woman,
his father’s mother,
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xwiip 'ét —
athaw,
uutspam.

Talypéts alyava nyamapuinyaq a'im,
nydavats a'av,
vathi aaqwégqgaly.

Aaqwagq.
Nyaaytu tsdam.

JORORON
wk

Talypénya.

'Ashéets siivanyk,
nyamapunyaq atspam,
'atsamaa,

tsakwshavany uumpinyag.
'Axwéttk.

xhk

Kor xalagaw athotk,
'an6qom awfita.

Ardav atsémtant,
uumpinyq atsémtok'ash.
“Aqwaqam?” a'éta.
Nyakér xalagaw athét,
'Ashéenya.

“Aa,” a'ét.

“'Anyaats av'a'étapat.

'An6gom vathi awii atsém,” a'ét.
Talyp6 nyakoér aaqwéq,

vathi 'axwétt awiim,

nyaavak.

'Atskaanéav,
Talypénya kwaxwittova.

Al'its,
'Ashée nyaauumpinyq,
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he jerked her (by the arm),
he took her,
and they went out.

Roadrunner was rushing around in there;
he felt it,
and he wanted to rip it apart here.

He ripped it apart.
Everything.

JORORON
wk

That Roadrunner (did).

Buzzard was there, and then,
he went rushing out,

and he ate things,

and he pinched his head.

It (turned) red.

xkk

He was already bald,

and he just did a little (damage).

It barely hurt him,

where he had almost pinched (his head) off.
“Is it ripped apart?” he said.

He was already bald,

Buzzard (was).

“Yes,” he said.

“I would say so.

He almost did a little (damage) here,” he said.
Roadrunner had already ripped him open,

he did (something to make) it red here,

(here) it is.

(That’s) the story
of Roadrunner’s red (mark).

So,
when he pinched Buzzard,
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xalaqaw a'ét.
Xalaqaw,
uustly.

JORORON
wk

Xatalwéts kaathdmuim,
maxak nydasily atspAm awitya.

Tanam siivany,
axwilyk atspam,
Xatalwényonyts.

Nydanyi amanoak,
xuumaaranyts siiydak a'éta.
Siiyaat.

Nyamaéaam,
iiwdanyts 'aldayotsom.
'Aakoéoyany athdwk siiwéts.

Siiwéts amdam.

Xamagqthashq siivak a'éta.
Xamagqthashq nyavaytsom,
nyamayémtom;

“ 'Eey!

Nyaaytu 'ashuuviik va'uunéom,
maméxa!”

a'fik 'eta.

“Kavaar,”

a'fik 'eta.

“'Ats'amaaw 'a'fi aly'émok vi'ayémk va'thtau,” a'fik 'eta.

Nyédanya amak,
xatakulyts siithawk.
“'Atsatsuupfittk,
'atatpéoy,” a'étk,

amaam,

kwatiinydam nyiitsamiim,
tiinydam tik a'étom.
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(Buzzard) was bald, they say.
He was bald —
and it tore (the skin of his bald head).

JORORON
wk

Coyote must have been (under the rubble) somehow,
and he got out from under it, over there.

It was pressing down on him,
and he dug (his way) out,
Coyote (did).

Starting there,
the child went on, they say.
He went on.

Finally,
he was feeling bad.
He took the old woman with him and they went on.

They went on.

Water Beetle was there, they say.
Water Beetle lived there,

and (the boy) went that way;
“Hey!

I am making gravy

for you to eat!”

(Water Beetle) said.

“No,”

(the boy) said, they say.

“I haven’t come here to eat,” he said, they say.

After that,

there were mountain lions.
“Let’s trap him,

and kill him,” they said,
and finally,

darkness fell,

and it was pitch dark.
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Nydava:
xatkily alythdawk avathawtk,
xuumaara tapiya.

“Fe,

kaawits maxwiivom.

Mawétsk mathGum,

maxataklya.

nyiimakwév ammathtuk mathtum,” a'étk;
siiyaat,

iiwdaly 'ét.

Kwatiinydam tsamfiim,
athaw 'étom,

amdakoaly vaa'ée a'étom,
amak alytsénok viiyém a'éta.
Kwas'iithfitk,

amék alytsén.

Viiyém,

nydaasi nyaav'awk,
'aakéoyoany,
nyamaam,

'amatt ashék,
nyéasi uukathém.
“Nyéasi muuvaatk,
amaam,
samuuvaatxa,”
a'étk,
nyaatayudutsk.

Nyaa'iim,

'Aakéoy Sanyuuxaveny athdw vanyuuvéaak,
xaasa'ily atoly atdpom athiuk 'eta.

'Aviits xaasa'ily atély avak,

siivaxa.

'Uuytulya'émts,

sda

'atskandav a'ét siivatom.
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This (was it):
the mountain lions waited there,
to kill the child.

“Oh,

you are not strong enough.
Whatever you do,

you mountain lions,

you (are going to) fail,” he said;
he went along,

saying it in his heart.

Darkness fell,

and there there they were, they say,

and (the boy) went behind it like this,

he went down behind it and went away, they say.
He had powers,

and he went down behind it.

He went along,

and he stood over there,
and as for the old woman,
that’s all,

he named a place,

and he directed her to it.
“You (shall) stay over there,
that’s all,

you shall stay there,”

he said,

and he called her his relative.

Then,

he took Old Lady Sanyuuxav,

and he put her down in the middle of the ocean, they say.
There was an island in the middle of the ocean,

and (that is where) she would be.

It’s (something) I have never seen,
but
they talk about it.
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'Aakéoy nydasily aatsuundoyk 'eta.
Xaasa'ily atdly.
'Aakéoy Sanyuuxava.

Nyaatsuunéoyk,

xuumarany.

Nydasi av'awk,

nyaakandavok a'im,
nyamaam,

Kwaydaxuumadrats athtiuk 'eta,
amaam.

Xuumar axtélats.
Kwayédaxuumadr a'éta.

Vaathtium:
vanyaavak,
nyaavats 'amayk shathémpk 'éta.
Kuunaava.

“'Amay 'ashathémpak van'uuvaak,”
saathium.

'Akwiik uuv'é6wk nyaathiim dam.
Uuqgas,

kyérrrr a'éta!

Nyuutiish vaawii awiim,

uuqésk a'fik 'eta.

Maam,
Kwaydaxuumarats.

Kwaydaxuumadrats awiim,
nyaa'iiva 'ét,

nyaa nyuuqask kyérrrrr a'im!

Nyaméaam.
Okay.

Nyamaam.
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He abandoned the old woman over there, they say.
In the middle of the ocean.
Old Lady Sanyuuxév.

He abandoned her,

the child (did).

He stood over there,

and he told about it,

and finally,

he became The One Who Acts Like a Child, they say,
finally.

The orphan.

He is called The One Who Acts Like a Child.

It happened like this:

here he was,

and he went up into the sky, they say.
(That’s) the story.

“I will go up into the sky and stay there,” he said,
and that (is what) he did.

Clouds and rain came.

It thundered,

it went crack!

He did this with his bow,

and it thundered, they say.

That’s all,
it’s The One Who Acts Like a Child.

The One Who Acts Like a Child is doing it,
they say this,

when thunder goes crack!

That’s all.
Okay.

That’s all.
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Tom Kelly told the story of "Aavém Kwasdm to Abe Halpern twice: the first
time on September 20, 1978, and the second time on October 2, 1978. The
second version is presented here.

Notes and synopsis

This story begins with a race between ‘Aavém Kwasdm and Qal’iitdaq. During
the course of the race, ‘Aavém Kwasdm sees and falls in love with a woman.
(A discussion which takes place after the story is concluded suggests that
the woman is actually the wife of Qal’iitdag.) She agrees to marry ‘Aavém
Kwasdm, and they end up with two children.

Eventually Coyote hears of their marriage. (There is a suggestion in the
post-story discussion that Coyote might actually be the vengeful Qal7itdag.)
He beats ‘Aavém Kwasdm unconscious and takes the woman to the home of
his uncle, Xéo Masée. Introducing her as his sister-in-law, he tells his uncle,

“Here I am, and I want this person so much that I am going to kill her.” Xdo
Masée knows a curse, and when Coyote uses the curse, the woman dies.

‘Aavém Kwasdam, distraught, decides to follow his wife into death. Cutting
his hair — a sign of mourning — and leaving his two children behind, he
goes off in a canoe. He sees the apparition of his wife, tries to embrace it,
and drowns.

His body is carried along the river. Eventually two young buzzards
find it rotting in a fish trap and take it home, intending to roast it. After
four days of roasting, the body is recognizable as that of ‘Aavém Kwasdm.
The father of the two young buzzards instructs his younger daughter to
fix the body up, presumably for cremation. She does so, making four trips
underwater and enlisting the help of Beaver to restore hair to the corpse.
She then returns home.

At this point, the telling of the story is interrupted. When the narrative
continues, it focuses on “Aavém Kwasam’s children. After the death of their
father, the two children are raised by their paternal grandmother. She
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makes small hunting bows for them and teaches them about the dangers
they will face in the wider world. In spite of her warnings, the boys fall
prey to Old Lady Flesh-Ripper. Flesh-Ripper carries them off in a sack on
her back, intending to kill them. They manage to start a fire in the sack,
and they escape while Flesh-Ripper burns to death. The boys then turn
themselves into unfeathered arrows and go up into the four levels of heaven.

The person whom the boys encounter in the four levels of heaven is
not their father but Old Lady Flesh-Ripper herself. Once again she tries to
kill them — this time by secreting sharp objects in their food — and once
again they escape. She herself swallows the sharp objects and dies. The
boys return home to their grandmother.

Soon they set off again, one of them reluctantly and with difficulty, the
other urging him on. They struggle through strong winds, blazing fire, and
impenetrable rocks, and when finally they reach their destination in the
east, they find two young women there. They marry, and the couples settle
in a “colorful house” in the east. From these circumstances, the narrator
explains, arises the song ‘Axtd ‘Amdyaly Aaée ('Raise the Flute’).

The second half of Tom Kelly’s story of ‘Aavém Kwasim has much in
common with the stories of Kwayiiu in Chapter 4 and also with the stories
of Old Lady Sanyuuxdv in Chapter 5. It leaves the reader with an entirely
appropriate sense that many of the stories of Quechan oral literature are
interconnected.
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'Aavém Kwasam

Told by Tom Kelly

'Aavém Kwasam
Qal'iitdagem
asa'an matt-tsavakyévam a'im.

Viithdwm,

pa'iipdats mattaaéevok.
'Atsiimak,

shaavar uuxdymas a'ét,
nyaanyi.

'Atsiimak vuunéom,
Xatalwéts alyuuvaak,
tsdam shuupawk uuvaak.

'Aavém Kwasamts,

Xamashé Vatdyony asa'dnak,
avats —

'atapily a'éta —

avats 'amatt alyathik awim,

'atapily nydany nyiipaxapat.

Nydany nyiisa'anak athim.

Viinathfik,

tsavakyévak viinathiim,

uutdp 'ashénti uuttawk,

'Aavém Kwasamots uuttawk viinathiim.

Uutép 'ashéntom uuttaw,
avuuthiitsom,

uuttawk viiydm a'im,
pa'iipda —

sanya'akts sanyuuvaak —
“Xa 'aydaw vanyaa'ayaak.”
Xatsapaats aydum,
alyavaam.
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'Aavém Kwasam
and Qal’iitdaq
were going to have a kickball race.

There they were,

and people got together.

They danced,

even though they didn’t know (many) songs, they say,
at that (time).

They went on dancing,
and Coyote was among them,
and he knew everything.

'Aavém Kwasam

kicked the Big Star forward;

and these things —

they’re called cattails —

they were sticking out of the ground, and so,
he, in his turn, lost (the ball) in the cattails.

That’s where he kicked it.

They came,

they came running,

and he was one length ahead,

'Aavém Kwasam was ahead as they came.

He was one length ahead,

and they brought it along,

and he went ahead intending to pass by here,
and a person —

there was a woman over there —

“I'm going to go get water,” (she said).

There was a spring over there,

and she got there.
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'Aavém Kwasam viitdpk awim,
talyaly a'im,

pagatt nyaathdwk —

aavxay iikwé a'ét —

avily tsathttunom.

“Kuuthiik!

'Uutép 'ashént,
nyamaartsiyam!”
Kuuthiik!”

“Kavaar!
Méanyts kathfik,
kathawk!”

« Aa, »
a'étk,
nyaayéak athaw.

“Mobo,
nyatstyk.”

“Mobo,
xott.”

Xatalwéts nyaa'dvok —
kor a'dv —

avany aaqwittk vuunéony,
alythik,

apuyk viithik,
xweyamanak viithik.
Nyaavaak —

Xatalwéts uumayk viiwém,
uunyiik a'im,

avany antsénak a'f.

Viiwém.

'Ava kamém.



'Aavém Kwasam threw it,
and it went plop,

and she caught it —

there’s a part of her dress —
she pushed it in there.

“Bring it back!

My one-length lead,

they might win it away from me!
Bring it back!” (he said).

“No!
You come
and get it!”

“All right,”
he said,
and he went and got it.

“Okay,
I'll marry you,” (he said).

“Okay,
all right,” (she said).

Coyote heard it —

later he heard about it —
and he beat him up,

and he lay there,

he lay here dying,

he lay here unconscious.

They got there —
Coyote invited her and they went,
and he called her his sister-in-law,

and he called her husband his older brother.

He took her there.

They got to the house.
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Nyéanyi uuvaash,
nyaanyts.
Vanyuuvéak,

Xb60 Masée a'étka.
X60 Masée a'étk,
'axwittk uuvam.

Nyéany,

iiwam mattkanaav:
“'Anaviiya,”

a'im.

“Fe,

'avétta,

kaawits kamathtum?”

“Aa-4,

'athtum va'thtum va'thum.”

“'Avak 'athtum,

pa'iipdany 'dartanak 'uuvak 'athdsh.
'Ataptlly 'a'im 'a'ilya.”

“'Axott.”

“Sanya'dka.”

“'Axott.”

Nyaa'iim,

viinathiiik athim,

'avam katan.

Nyamawitsk nyaaytu awii vuunéok,
tawdam,

shuuvii a'fim,

kaaw{im.

Avény shuuvii,

'axa alytsdam,

'axanyts al6l vaa'é a'im,
nyamashtium alytsdam:
“Aa,

kaur 'aaviirom,
mamaétsk mathitsxa.”
a'ét.
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There he was,

that (person).

There he was,

and he was called X6o0 Masée.
He was called X60 Masée,
and he was red.

That (person),

he told about himself:

“My father’s older brother,”

he said.

“Well,

my younger brother’s child,

what are you up to?”

“Well,

this is how I am and this is what I've done.”

“(Here) I am,

and I want this person very much.
I want to kill her.”

“All right.”

“The woman.”

“All right.”

Then,

they came,

they got to the house.

She was doing things there,
grinding (grain),

she was going to make porridge,
and she was doing whatever it was.

She made that porridge,

she put in water,

and the water bubbled like this,

and she gathered (the ingredients) and put them in;
“Yes,

soon I will finish,

and you’ll eat,”

she said.
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“Aa,

x6tt,” a'im,

“Alfis,

'amuuvilyk 'uundam,

'amuutsaviilyk 'uundam av'athétom 'athtum.”
“Maaiim.”

“'Awétk vi'athawk," a'itya.
A'étom,
“'Axott.”

A'étk a'im,
uuptuvak viiwétsk.

Avawétsk;
“Nyaayuu,

‘4w ardak kayuauk!”
a'étom;

vaa'ée aytunyk,
kavaar.

Viiwétsk viiwétsk,
ava'intik,

xamok,
nyamkwatsuumpapom,
“'Aw ardanya,
kaytuny!

Malawxa!”

'A'awonyts ardak,
apomoak viivam.

.

[13 4
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'Ax6tt.”

A'ét.

“Nyaanyamdam,
nyaanya.
Nyaanyaméam,

' A ' A
ashént 'ashuupawk,
'awétom,
nydanyamaam.”



"Aavém Kwasim 499

“Yes,

all right,” he said,

“But

I'm in a great hurry,

(that is,) we are in a great hurry,” (he said).
“Do as you please,” (she said).

“I am doing it,” she said.
She said it;
“All right,” (he said).

He said it, and so,
they went in and went along.

They went along;

“Well,

look at the fire blazing!”

he said;

she just glanced at it like this (without really looking),
and nothing happened.

They went on and on,
and he said it again,
three (times),

and on the fourth (time),
“That blazing fire,

look at it!

You must turn your head
The fire blazed up,

it went on burning.

'”

“Oh’
All right.”

She said it.
“That’s all,

that one.

That’s all,

I (only) know one,
and so,

that’s all.”
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Nyaa'étom,

“Avats nyaapuyk.”

Sany'dakonyts tawédany av'awany;
“ 'liwaats aravxa,” a'étka'a.

Aa'dampot.
Aptyt.

Nyaaptiyom,

nyiinyaakwévom,

'iip4a avats vanyuuvaak,

ii'ényts '6ook a'im dam,
nyamaakyitt viiwdanyk viiwdany,
nyiikwévom nyam.

Nyuupayk,

vanyuuvéaak.
Nyaxuutsamdar xavikom,
uutsdam vuuvaak awét.
'Aakéoyts nyiivantik atham.

Aa,
Xatalwé nyuuvdaantika.

liwdam viiyém,

makyé ayémtok,

avaat.

Makyé ayémoak uuvdak,
nyaany awim,

1128

a'fi nyaany.

Aa,

alykyéttkitya.

Awii vuunéok vuunéok,
'axaalydak atséw,
uutara'ayk aavfir.

Viiyém a'im.



When he said it,

“She will die,” (he said).

The woman was standing there grinding grain;
“My heart hurts,” she said.

She fell face down.
And she died.

She died,

that was the end of her,

and that man was there,

and his hair was long, down to here,
and he kept cutting it, on and on, until
there wasn’t any left.

JOROROR
Wk

It was all gone,

and here he was.

There were two children,

and he was in charge of them.
There was an old woman there too.

Yes,
Coyote was there too.

(The man) went off by himself,

he went off somewhere,

and he got there.

He went off somewhere and there he was,
and he used that,

that wood.

Yes,

he cut down (a tree), they say.
He went on and on doing it,
he made a canoe,

he fixed it up and finished.

He wanted to go away.
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Nyamkamayk,
viiyémk apiy a'im.

Nyamkandav aly'émk uuvaanyk,
viiydam;

shatuupdawk viithawk athdm,
nyaatuuqwiirak viiwéts.

“Kavaarak,” a'étka.
“Avkuunoéotsk.

Kaawits 'aydam,
'athtium,
'anymaatuuqwiir aly'ém.
Kuundéotk.”

“Ma'axtutt muundéotom am.”

“Ee'é,
'awitsapat 'a'étka.
'Athttsapat 'av'awk 'aaly'éet,” a'ét.

Matsats'étk vuuv'6om,
nyaayuauk,

“Fe'é,

kanéem,

vathany 'atstutk,” a'étk a'im,
awiima.

Xalyamuutsdak awim,
“Ammawét vanyaathtm,” a'étom;
“Aa,

'axottk,”

a'ét.

Uuv'6otom awim,
tstiut nya'étk,
viiyém.

Xuumadarats nyuuv'6ok,
matsats'étk uuv'6ok.



(He wanted) to go into exile,
he wanted to go away and die.

He didn’t tell anyone,

he (just) went along;

they knew (what he was up to), and so,
they went along following him.

“No,” he said.

“Stay there.

I’'m going after something,
and so,

don’t follow me.

Stay (there).

“You (two) are doing fine.”

“Yes,
we want to do it too.
We think we’ll do it too,” they said.

They stood there crying,

and when he saw them,

“All right,

step back.

I’'m going to launch this,” he said, and so,
he did it.

He put it in the water, and so,

“Whatever you do, it will happen,” he said;
“Yes,

all right,”

they said.

They stood there, and so,
he launched it,
and he left.

The children stood there,
they stood there crying.
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Viiyaak,
viiyaak,
viiyaak,
viiyaak.

Vaa'éta:
“'Axuumdy kwa'néq 'anamak,”
a'ét.

“Nuumaka,
kwiiyama,

xuumdy kwiinéqa,”
a'étk.
“Ahaaa,”

a'étk,

amétk viiyaak.

Nydany ava'étk,
ava'étk,
viiydam.

Nyaavée kwapuyonyts,
viiyam.

“'Aavém Kwasaméey!”
a'étk,

iimaatt-ts atspaktak,
aathOmptom aytuk,
viiyaak.

Nyamkwatsuumpapom,
nyaaviirnyam,
“'Awém,

'athawxa,” 'aaly'étka,
nyaa'ét.

Nyaa'intim,
“Manyuuwits manyaaw,”
nyaa'ét a'im,

taxmakyfip,

awiik aaly'ét.



He went,

and he went,
and he went,
and he went.

This is what he said:
“I'm leaving my little son,”
he said.

“The one that’s left behind,
the one who goes,
my little son,”

he said.

“Ohhhh!”

he said,

and he went along weeping.

That’s what he was saying,
he was saying that,
as he went along.

His dead wife
passed by here.

“'Aavém Kwasam!”

she said,

and her body appeared,

and he watched it change course,
and he went after it.

On the fourth (time),
when he finished,

“I can do it,

I can get her,” he thought,
and he said so.

When he said it again,
“Go after your loved one,”
she said, and so,

he embraced her,

he thought that he did.
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Ashvaq a'étom;
xalypam.

Apuyk a'ét.

Aptyk,
viiyaanyk,
viiydanyk,
viiyadanyk,
viiyaany,

'axd — 'axa—
'aayiu —
'ataakwiily a'éta.
Xéaly avak;
'atayk siivak.

Siivam.

Nydaly axavak,
vanyaavak,
ashaxk siivak,
apuyk ashax.

Siivam,

'ashée xarak,

vatstsdats xavik avuunéok.

'Améttnya —

kavée 'anyaaxdapk vuunéok vuunéok vuunéom,
avawétsk,

nyaayuu,

'atsayér kwavatats,

shat'ura'aurony kwalyviiny xalykwaatsk,
kaawits apdavok amétsk,

kaawits ashax awét.

Avathikoam,

nyaava,

taxalykwéts av'aar vuunook.
Vanyaawéts.



"Aavém Kwasim 507

Suddenly there was peace;
he fell in the water.

He died, they say.

He died,

and (his body) went

and went

and went

and went, until

in the water — the water —
(there was) something —

it’s called a fish trap.

It was in the water;

there were a lot of them there.

There it was.

He had gone in there,
and there he was,

he was rotting in there,
he was dead and rotting.

There he was,

and (there was) a kind of buzzard,
and his two daughters were there.
This place —

they were hanging around someplace in the southeast,
they did that,

well,

those big birds,

they hunt for things like eggs,
they roast something and eat it,
they use whatever is rotten.

He lay there,

and as for this,

and they went hunting as usual.
They went after (things).
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Nyaaytuny aytiuxayom,
viivak,
ashaxk awim.

“Aa-3,

'ana'dy vathany a'éta!
Vathéany a'iim;

vathany 'apdavom amaétxa,”
a'étka,

nyaaydu kwéarany.

« 1(')0’

kavaar,
ashaxk 'alaay!”
“Kanagamolyemk,

ashax;

nyaaytu 'uumdaxats athtulyom.
Nyaaytu shtartur avany 'awiim,
avany,

'aqwésxa.”

A'avalyem.

“Kavdaar.

Nyéava 'awii 'a'im 'a'itya.”

a'ét.

Nyaaytu xan'uuthily a'étom,
'a'finy awiim,

nyaapitsk vuunéonyk vuunéony.
Nyaamdaam.

Nyd4ava apayk viinathiim,
“Aa,

ashaxk,”

nyiixtu shapéttk,
amékaly athiik awim.

« YOO,

ashaxk 'aldaytsom.”
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They were looking around, and suddenly,
here he was,
he was rotting.

“Well,

my father said it was this one!

He said it was this one;

I'll roast this one and he’ll eat it,”
she said,

the (sister) who wanted something.

“Oh,
no,
it’s rotten and bad!” (said her sister).

“Let’s not touch it,

it’s rotten,

it’s not the sort of thing we should eat.
We'll use these eggs and things,

these (things),

they’ll turn brown.”

(Her sister) didn’t listen.

“No.

This is what I'm going to use,”

she said.

Something called a pallet,

she made it of branches,

and she went on slapping (the remains of the body) onto it.
That’s all.

They came carrying this,

“Oh,

it’s rotten,” (said the older sister),
and she held her nose,

and she came along behind.

“Oh,

it’s rotten and bad,” she said.
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Viinathiik,
viinathiik,
viinathiik,
viinathiik,

'ava katan,

awim,

“Aa,

nydany 'a'épom dam.
Kapéaavot!”

apaav avuun6ok.

Shamats 'ashént,

'anyda xavikom,

uutaqt aytum,;
uuvatam,

ayuut.

Avawétk awétk,
kwatsuumpéapoanyom,
nyamkwaxamoékonyom,
shuupawk a'im.
“Nyéaanya.

Nyaany.”

“Kaawits uuvatom athtm!
Ka'av!” a'éta.

“'Aavém Kwasaméey!” a'ét.
Aqkséatsk a'im:

[13 VOO’”

a'ét.

A'av,

ayaak uukandavom;
“Aa,

kuutara'ayk!
Kuutara'ayk,

avany kuutaradyom,
'axéttxal

Vaathéxa.”



They came,

and came,

and came,

and came,

and they got home,

and so,

“Yes,

that’s what you heard me say.
Roast it!” (he said),

and she went about roasting.

One night (passed),

and on the second day,

she opened it up and looked at it;
there it was,

and she looked at it.

She did it,

and the fourth (time),

(or) the third (time),

she recognized him, they say.
“That’s him.

That’s him.”
“Something is there!

Listen!” she said.

“'Aavém Kwasam!” she said.
He said it slowly:

“oh’”

he said.

She listened,

and she went and told (her father) about it;
“Yes

fix it up!” (he said).

“Fix it up!

Fix that (body) up

(so that) it will be all right!

It will be like this.”
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A'étom,

nyamawitsk,
uutara'iyk suunéom,
amakony,
kwatsuumpap,
atspak.

Avathoétk:

x6tt-tom ayuuts,

ii'ényanyts kavaarak athotk.
Vanyaavak.

“Nyaaytu,

ii'é 'awiyt 'avak,”
vanyaa'fim,

kaawits 'axaly atsénak a'apk.

'Apén a'éta.

'Apénnya,

'aqwéshk viithikam,
kandavom:

“Ii'é 'atséwom atspda a'étka.
Kavaar.”

A'étom,

“Ka'ipontik,

kaxavak!

Avik aviithikentik nyaava.
'Apén vaathts a'étom,”
a'fik 'eta.

Avaam,
ii'é nyiitdpkom,
kavaartanti.

Aaxavik,
kwaxamok,
awifim,
kavaartony a'ét.
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He said it,

and she did it,

she went about fixing it up, over there,
and after (that),

on the fourth (time),

it came out.

This is how it was:

it looked all right, but
the hair was not (right).
There it was.

“Well,

I’'m going to do something with the hair,”

she said,

and she dove down into the water for something.

It’s called a beaver.

The beaver,

he was brown, lying there,

and she told him about it:

“I am trying to make his hair grow out.
It’s not right (the way it is).”

She said it, and

“Dive in again,

go in!

There is another one there.
Beavers are like this, they say,”
he said, they say.

She got there,
and when she had put the hair there,
once again it wasn’t right.

She did it twice,

and the third (time),

she did it,

and it still wasn’t right, they say.
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Nyamkwatsuumpédpom nyaaxavontim,
ii'é ta'axan nyiitsavaw.

'Apén nyiilyts avathik awim,
nyaanyts awiima.

li'ény uutaraiyom

nyfily,

aalywiishm,

'axétt-tanak atspék,

a'éta.

Nyaatspék,

viithfik,

'ava avaak;

“Nyaayuu,

'ats'amaaw,” a'fim;
nyaayuiu mathilyk,
“Vanythaly muutsdawva,
'amats 'athéxa.

Shuuvii 'amétsd.”

A'fim,

viivam.

Mashaxdy kwa'kits nyaathtuva.
“Kavaarak” a'ét.

“Mana'dyom kuutdarak,” a'ét.

“Mana'dy kayém,
nyaayuu kawéeyk,” a'ét.
Vaa'étk viiwaatk.

A'éta.
Nyéany a'étk,
xuumaaranyts

suunéok athim,
alynyuuthatsk vanyuunéok —



When she went in again for the fourth (time),
she arranged the hair properly.

A black beaver was there, and so,
he is the one that did it.

He fixed up the hair

(so that) it was black,

and he twisted it,

and it came out really well,

they say.

When it came out,

she came,

she came to the house,

“Well,

let’s eat something,” she said;

(her sister) was making thick-mush corn bread,
“This little thing you are making,

we’ll eat it.

Let’s eat it as porridge.”

And so,

here she was.

It was the older girl.
“No,” she said.

“Share it with your father,” she said.

“Go to your father,
and do something for him,” she said.
She went on saying this.

So they say.

JORORON
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Anyway,

the children (of 'Aavém Kwasam)
were around over there,

and they were thinking —
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uuptyts athétom a'étk a'fim,
alynyuuthdtsk vanyuundéok,
“ 'Anyaats,

makyém 'uuptiuvoxa?
'Aaly'iim,

'iiwdalyom 'aytdus,”
vanyaathot.

Nyaaytu,
'aakéoyanyts ava'ét.

Xuumaar 'atskuunéom,
uuntiish awéeytk,
iiwaanyi,

nyamaam,
nya'kautsam,

nyaaydu uukandav a'ét.

“Nyaaytu,

uusox,

nyaaydu 'aqwaaq,

pa'iipda nyiikwandam,

pa'iipda 'axan uutsséots.

'Axants —

pa'iipda 'axan uutsséots athtiuk a'im.

*kk

“Nyamawitsk awiim,
taptiyk kamétk,
kaawits awét.
Kaawits awét.

“'Aakéoy 'Amétt Shaxathiuk avi uuvaak uuvék,
ava'étk,

pa'iipaa athawk,

¢ 'Ashxthik 'a'avalya,

'ashxthik 'a'ét 'a'dvelya,’ a'étk,

a'etos,

athtum!

Uuvam!
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it was his death they were thinking about, and so,
they were thinking,

“As for us,

which way shall we go?

We (should) think about this,

and look into our hearts,” (they said),

and this is what they did.

Well,
the old woman had something in mind.

The children were around here and there,
and she made little bows for them,

by herself,

and finally,

when they were older,

she explained things to them, they say.

“Well,

the (meat) that will be eaten,

a deer or something,

a creature worthy of respect,

(that’s what) a proper person eats.

A proper (person) —

that’s what a proper person eats, they say.

*kk

“He does it like that,

he kills it and brings it,
he does something.

He does something.

“Old Lady Flesh-Ripper is around here,
and so,

she takes people,

‘I feel like ripping out his flesh,

I feel like ripping out his flesh,’ she says,
or she might say,

and she does it!

She’s around!
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“Nyiimashtaum,
nyiimakwévom!
Mashiithéevok athtm!”

“Aa,
ay6ov awéts,” a'ét,
viiwéts.

Athdm,

nyamathits.

Siithiik,

“Pa'iipaa 'ashxathuk 'a'dvalya!” a'ét.

JORORON
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Nyiishttum,
amakaly aapaxk,
nyiith6shk siithiim.

Kwa'kttsonyts,
“Xwoott!

'Ap6oyt a'im!” a'étkom,
mattkandavom a'ét.

A'étk,

awfim,

nyaayuuk.

'A'aw akydam,

axtattaly nyaatsavoowk,
karay karayts a'im,
uutiagsh,

uutspam.

'Aakéoy nyuuvaks,
axtatta,

vathé lyaviik.
Aptyk.

Apém.

Nyéanyi atsénak,
viinathiik kanaav,
a'ét.



“If she catches you,

that (will be) the end of you!

She is dangerous!” (she said).

“Yes,

if we see her we will leave,” they said,
and off they went.

And so,

that’s how it happened.

She came along,

“I feel ripping somebody’s flesh!” she said.

JORORON
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She caught them,
and she threw them behind her,

and she came along carrying them on her back.

The oldest one,

“Oh, my!

We’re going to die!” he said,

and they discussed it among themselves.

And so,

they did it,

when they saw (an opportunity).

They started a fire (with bow and arrow),
and they set it on her back,

and she went hopping around,

and they jumped (out),

and they escaped.

The old woman was there,
and her back

was like this.

She died.

She burnt up.

They came down,
they came and told about it,
they say.
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Nyaayauny kandavatsk:

“Vaathtum,”

a'ét.

Nyaany nyiikwandam ash{ittk uuvaatom,;
“Aa,

nyaany 'awitsk,” a'ét.

“Nydany 'ay6ovxa,” a'ét.

A'étk,

nyamathits.

“ 'lipa xash'étt matt'iitséw,
'amdy uutspamxa,”

a'ét.

Nyaaytu ay6ov a'ét.
Xalyuukwéts,

avi vuunéok a'ét.

'Améay uutspam,

athik aatsuumpépsly uutspam.

Pa'iipdanyts,

aa,

maawii kwapy,

aa,

matt-tsapéem ayoov.

Pa'iipaats vanyaavak,
uuvam,

katdnam.
Nyamathttsany4,
awits nyats vuunoot.

'Aldaytanam nyaa'avak,
“Ka'athtts av'athti'am?”
a'im.

Nyaa'étom,
nyiikwashtttsanyts,
avawétam,
a'étom,
“Fe-ee.”
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They told about the things (that had happened to them):
“It was like this,”

they said.

They listed the dangerous things (that they had done).
“Yes,

we did that,” they said.

“We saw that,” they said.

And so,

that’s what happened.

“We will turn ourselves into unfeathered arrows,
and go up into the sky,”

they said.

They intended to see things.

They intended to look for their father,

as they were there.

They went up in the sky,

they went up into the four levels (of heaven).

The people,

yeSJ

their dead relatives,

yeSJ

they saw so many of them.

Someone was there,

there she was,

(when the boys) got there.

The (thing) that had happened to them,

the very (person) who had done it was there.

When they realized how bad (the situation) was,
“What shall we do?”
they said.

Then,

the one who had caught them,
she did something,

and they said,

“All right.”
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“Nyantamdaatskolyemtom nyii'thdwk.”
Kaathtts avathdweam a'im.
“Muuvéak ma'im.”

“Ee-ee.”

A'étkom,
nyaayuu,
shuuvii awii vuunéok vuunoéok.

“Makyény awitsk,” a'étk.
“Nyatatap6oy a'im,” a'itstasaa,
uuxayk,

amaatk,

xiiptak awiikata.

Axtupt.

Nyaaytuk aytuk,
vaa'éta.

Axtupk axdup.
Malyagénya aakyittk.

Apuyk aatkyéerk,
nyaayuuk,
natsénak, a'éta.

Natsénoak,

viinathiik viinathiim,

'amdy athik aatsuumpéapom,
aatsavérak,

'avuumak uuv'éo.

Uuv'éom,
namawoanyts uuvam,
Xatalwényts nyuuvaak,

JORORON
Wk

alynyéxomk uuvadm dam.

Uuv'éok a'ét.
nyaanya,
nyaakatanantik,



“I'm not going to let you go,” (she said).

She intended them to stay where they were.

“You are going to stay there.”
“All right.”

And so,
well,
she went on and on making porridge.

“She’s going to do it to someone,” they said.
“She wants to kill us,” they said, but

they knew (what she was up to),

and they ate the porridge,

they ate first, they say.

They gulped it down.

She was watching and watching,
and (then) she went like this.
She gulped it and gulped it.

It cut her throat.

She was lying dead, on her back,
and when they saw this,

they came (back) down (to earth), they say.

They came (back) down (to earth),
they came and came,

from the four levels of heaven,

and they finished,

and they stood there behind the house.

They stood there,
and their father’s mother was there,
and Coyote was there,

JORORON
wk

and he was very restless.

They stood there, and so,
as for that,
when they got home again,
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“'Anyéanya,

'amdy 'anyéak,

'amdy 'anyéak 'anayém 'a'étk,
alynyi'athtiutsontik,”

a'ét.

Vuunéok athtim,
“Muuthéxats alyathém.
Nyiikwandam!”

“Aa,
'athtdtsom 'a'itya,”
a'ét.

Nyamathtsk.
Viiwétsk,

nyaayuu,
kwakftsanyts,
nyiikwévak,

uuthéxats athim awét.

“Nyaayuu,
nyiikwanam.
Matxa aspérak,”
a'ét.

“'A'aw araak,

nyiithik!”

a'étkom;

“Kaawits —

'aqwéaq mathdwom alyathik,” a'étk.
“ 'Aviits nyiithAwom,

muuyémxats athumk,” a'ét.
Kandavak vuunéok.

“Fe,

nyam'uuptuv aly'ém.”

As'ilyom,
a'avalyemk,
viiwétstak,
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“The east,

up high in the east,

we are going to go up high in the east,
we think,”

they said.

There they were, and so,
“(That) is something that you must not do.
It’s dangerous!” (she said).

“Yes,
we’ll do it,”
they said.

That’s how it happened.

They went,

well,

the older one,

he was no good at it,

(but) it was what he had to do and he did it.

“Well,
it is dangerous.

The wind is strong,”
he said.

“A fire is burning,

there it is!”

he said;

“(There is) something —

there is a deer in there for you to get,” (his brother) said.
“There are rocks there,

and you will have to go through them,” he said.

He went on telling him.

“Well,

we’re not going through there.”

He refused,
(but the younger brother) didn’t listen,
and they went on,
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avathtum,

viiwétsk,

aatsnyavarom,

avawétk,

'amatt tsathom tsathém awét,
tsuumpapam,
“Nyuukats'éeyk,”

tspayk tspayk a'ét,

uutspam.

A'étk,

nyaanya,

aashvéarok ava'ét.
'Aashvaarsak ava'étom,
nyaayuu,

“ 'Timé nydanyts ardvom,’
a'im.

)

A'im,
“« A A 9 L4
Xamanyéw nyaany,” a'ét.

Nyaaytu,
nyamuuyémanya,
walytsavdamtom,
nyaayuuk,

“Aa,

'anyxamnyéw,” a'étk,
nydanyam,
“Kamawém,

athduk tosaa
'axottxa,” a'ét.

“Ke'é,

maam,

kamawiim,
vinayémxa,” nyaa'ét.

Nyamnayémk,
viiwétsk.



they did it somehow,

they went on,

(the older brother) was exhausted,

but they did it somehow,

they pressed on and pressed on, and so,
in four (days),
“I'll show you how,” (he said),

and they held hands,

and they went out.

And so,

that song,

he sang it like that.
He sang it like that,
well,

“My feet hurt,”

he said.

And so,
“It’s those shoes,” he said.

Well,

that path,

he wasn’t up to it,

but when he saw it,

“Yes,

it’s my shoes,” he said,

and at that point,
“You must be able to do something,
that's how it is, but

it will be better,” he said.

“Well,

that’s all,

you’ll do something,
and we will go,” he said.

Thus they went away,
they went.
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Nyaaytuk:

'a'aw araa a'étk,

awét,

'x4 aspér a'étk.

Naxkyfik,

nyéanyi,

nyaayuu,

iimé nydany aravak, a'étk,
kanaavak,

nyaanyi av'awk:

“Aaliilaalalaa,
aaliilaalalaa,”

a'étk,

nyiiv'awk a'im,
xamanyéw,

xamanyéw uu'its nydanya,

“’Anyxamarty kaamawépotik aléeloteee,”

12

a'ét.
Vaa'étk.

“Vany'uuvaam,

'awéxa,”

a'étk,

nydany awiim aaviirak,
viinayémok a'ét.

Nyamadaam,

aaparv.

'Aviits lyaviik a'fikom,
nyamuupiuvam am.
'Aviiny matt-takyév vaa'fim,
suuvaam.

“Nyam'uupiuvxa,”
a'ét.
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They saw it:

a fire was burning, they say,

and then,

the water was powerful, they say.
They went across;

and there,

well,

those feet of his hurt, he said,
and he told about it,

as he stood there:

“Fire is burning, burning,
fire is burning, burning,”

he said,

he stood there, they say,

and as for his shoes,

those things that they call shoes,

)

“What have you done with my shoes,’
he said.
He said it like this.

“I am here,

and I will do it,”

he said,

and he finished doing it,
and they went on, they say.

That’s all,

it was the end.

The rocks were like this, they say,

and they went through them.

(Then) the rocks came together like this,
there they were.

“We’ll go through it,”
(the younger brother) said.
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lishaaly tsapayk,
amék nyiuutspam.

Ava'étk,

siiwétsk,

nyaaytu aatsxuukyaavk awim,
awim,

a'avak.

Anawom,

matxaly viithiim,

mashtxaats siithawk,

a'av.

A'étom,

nyaanyi,

alytsénak awim,
sanyts'dakonyts viithdAwom,
tsakyévak,

avats avany athawk,

avany athawk athtm.

Siithawk a'étk,

nyaayuu,

'Axt4 'Amdyoly Aaée a'étk aashvéarak,
nyéaanyi atspaktom.

Nyéanyi atspaktom.
Kwatsdanonyts tsanyot,
'Axtd 'Amayoly Aaéenya.

Vanyuu—

'avd kwanyor a'étom,
nyaasi,

uupiuvatom.

Nydanyi athdwk,

'Axt4 'Amdyoly Aaée nydanyi uuvak a'ét.
Nydanyi atspak athiuk,

a'im.



They held hands,
and they came out on the other side.

That’s what they did,

they went on,

they crossed over something,

and so,

(someone) heard them.

They made noise,

and it was carried by the wind,

and there were some young women over there,
and they heard it.

So,

at that (point),

they went down, and so,

the women were over there,

and they paired off:

that one took that (boy),

and (the other one) took that (boy).

There they were, they say;

well,

they sang a song called Raise the Flute;
that’s where it comes from.

That’s where it comes from.
The Quechan (people) perform it,
the (song) Raise the Flute.

Then—

it was a colorful house, they say,
over there in the distance,

and they went inside.

There they were,

and Raise the Flute was there, they say.
It came from there,

they say.
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Nydany aashvaarak viiyémkitya.
Kwatsdananyts,
a'étoma.

Ava'étom a'av.
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They go on singing that song, they say.
The Quechan (do),
they say.

I’'ve heard them say so.
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