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Reader’s Note

The legends in this book were identified by Elders from all four Tłı̨chǫ 
communities through a project spearheaded by the Tłı̨chǫ Community 
Services Agency Education Department. The stories were originally told 
and recorded in Tłı̨chǫ. These stories and legends were then transcribed into 
English as seen in the Tłı̨chǫ History Resource. The English transcriptions 
were then translated back into written Tłı̨chǫ by participants in the 
Interpreter/Translator course held over the winter of 2017 as they practiced 
their translating skills. 

This is important to note because many of the nuances of storytelling can 
be lost when stories are translated even once. The body language, facial 
expressions and tones used by the original storyteller are of course lost in 
the written versions. It must also be noted that when stories told by Elders 
are translated into English, some of the meanings of specific words, terms 
or phrases cannot be translated directly due to the differences between the 
two languages. As a reader of these stories, please keep in mind that there 
are differences in dialect and also differing accounts of a legend/story. The 
stories read here may be the versions you have been told or they may be 
different versions. There may be a few differences in comparison to the 
stories you are familiar with. The stories in this book have been translated 
and transcribed by students practicing these important skills and they have 
done their best. However, there is no substitute for talking to the Elders of 
your community and listening to the wealth of knowledge they have ready to  
share with you. TALK TO YOUR ELDERS! Record them and practice your 
own Tłı̨chǫ writing skills by writing out what you hear from your recording.
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How to Use This Book

This book is intended to be used as a learning resource. Stories are presented 
side by side in both English and Tłı̨chǫ Yatı for easy comparison. An audio 
CD has also been provided so that beginning readers can hear how the 
Tłı̨chǫ words sound. Remember that practice makes perfect, whether you are 
learning to read or write in Tłı̨chǫ. 

More advanced readers, translators and transcribers should ask themselves 
the questions: 

	 How would I translate the Elders stories (oral from the CD) into English? 

	 What would my transcriptions look like if I took the Elder’s oral story  
and wrote it out in Tłı̨chǫ? 

	 Which old Tłı̨chǫ words did I have trouble understanding from the Elder’s 
story? Who can help me with the definition of these words? How do I 
spell them in Tłı̨chǫ? 

	 How would I translate the Elder’s oral story to a friend that doesn’t 
understand Tłı̨chǫ?
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Creation Story –  
When Muskrat Made the Earth

Dzǫ Dè Whehts

Told by Michel L. Rabesca, May 15, 2016
Dıı Mı̨hshè Louıs Rabesca wegodıı̀ hǫt’e, Tǫdoo Zaà 15, 2016



Creation Story – When Muskrat Made the Earth
Told by Michel L. Rabesca, May 15, 2016

Long, long ago it rained for 40 
days and 40 nights. The world was 
flooded by water and God told 
Noah to make a boat, so he did. 
He told Noah to put all types of 
animals, male and female, in the 
boat, so he did. The animals lined 
up two by two to get in the boat.

Noah didn’t know how the earth was going to be recreated so they all sat 
in the boat. But God knew the earth was to be recreated one day. He asked 
Noah to do the work. Noah was desperate to see earth.

He kept looking for land. There was no sign of land. He looked all over and 
only saw water, lots of water. Noah decided to let all different kinds of big 
and small water mammals into the big water. He hoped that the animals 
would find a piece of dirt or mud.

Animals that breathe couldn’t go very deep in the water. It was too difficult 
for them. Different animals tried, but nothing showed up, so he asked 
Muskrat (Dzǫ).

Noah said to Muskrat, “Can you try?” Muskrat didn’t want to break his word 
and let Noah down, so he went into the water. He was gone, gone, gone for a 
long time. Finally he barely surfaced up out of the water, gasping for air.

The muskrat has very small paws, very small. Both of his paws are very 
small and there was a small chunk of dirt in the palm of his paw, sitting in 
his paw. He came to the surface with that bit of dirt.
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T’akwe whaà, dı̨ènǫ dzęę̀ eyıts’ǫ 
dı̨ènǫ toò ts’ǫ̀ chǫ aet’ı̨̀. Dıı nèk’e 
datıı̀wı̀ t’à Nǫ̀htsı̨ Noah elà yèhdı 
eyıt’à hayı̨̀ı̨̀là. Tıch’aàdı̀ı hazǫǫ̀ 
hàɂaa, wezhı̀ı eyıts’ǫ wets’è elà 
yı̀ı gı̨ı̨wa yèhdı t’à Noah hayı̨̀ı̨̀là. 
Tıch’aàdı̀ı nàke ełeghǫhk’eè ełexè 
gıadèe t’à hanı̀ elà yı̀ı̀ gı̨ı̨de. 

Noah dànı̀ dè nagòhłı̨ anade ha yek’èezǫ-le t’à hazǫǫ̀ elà yı̀ı geèhkw’e. 
Hanı̀kò Nǫ̀htsı̨ ı̨łè dzęę̀ k’e dè nagǫ̀hłı̨ anade ha yek’èezǫ. Noah dè 
weghàlaı̨da yèhdı. Noah sıı̀ dè eɂı̨̀ ha nı̨wǫ. 

Ats’ǫǫ̀ dè ha k’eet’ı̨̀. Dè wıızı̀ı honàıdıı̀-le. Hazǫǫ̀ ts’ǫ̀ k’eet’ı̨̀, ekı̀ı tı zǫ, tı łǫ 
wègaat’ı̨. Noah tıch’aàdı̀ı hàɂa tèe nàdèe, nechàa, nechà-lea tıcho yı̀ı tegeède 
agǫ̀ǫ̀là. Edahxǫ ɂehtł’è gogı̨̀ı̨̀hɂǫ lı̀ nıwǫ gha.

Tıch’aàdı̀ı egejı̀ı sı̀ı tagǫhwhà ts’ǫ̀ ade ha dı̀ı̀. Gıgha wòhoedıı̀-le. Tıch’aàdı̀ı 
hàɂaa edegeèdzà hanı̀kò ası̀ı naàgı̨ı̨ɂǫǫ̀-le ts’ǫɂǫ̀ Dzǫ daı̨hke.

Noah Dzǫ ts’ǫ̀ hadı “wenı̨̀ı̨dzà-ha dı̀ı̀-le nı?” Dzǫ deyatıı̀ nàyezhı̀ ha nı̨wǫ-
le xè Noah ı̨̀le wèehsı̨ ha-le nı̨wǫ t’à tetła. Whaà ts’ǫ̀ wewhı̀le, weı̀le, weı̀le. 
Whaà hoòwo tł’àxǫǫ̀ tekàı̨za, ı̨kaa t’à naèjı whı̀le. 

Dzǫ wekè sıı̀ nechà-lea ne, ı̨̀łaa ts’ǫ̀ welatł’a nechà nıı̀le hanı̀kò ɂehtł’è 
nechà-lea welatł’a wheɂǫ nǫǫ̀, yıxè tehǫèhtła ı̨lè. 

Dzǫ Dè Whehts
Dıı Mı̨hshè Louıs Rabesca wegodıı̀ hǫt’e, Tǫdoo Zaà 15, 2016 
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Noah was very happy. He put the dirt to float on the water.

That is why nowadays, when we see a pond in the spring time, we can see 
huge pushups on the pond. Even though he has small, tiny paws, Muskrat 
can make those pushups (his house). This is because long, long ago he dove 
down and found the earth for Noah. That is how Muskrat lives on earth.

Muskrat brought out the dirt and floated it on the water. It floated and it got 
bigger and bigger and bigger. Then Noah let the animals that could fly out of 
the boat, now that he knew there was land. They continued for days.

He kept doing this until he came to Ptarmigan. He said “Can you try?” So 
Ptarmigan flew out. It was gone for quite a while and finally Ptarmigan came 
back. It had a small stick between its beak. Ptarmigan knew there was land 
and Noah also knew there was land.

Today, in spite of being small, Ptarmigan still has to fly all the way to the 
barrenlands to eat willows, even frozen willows. That is how they survive. 
It is very far, but they go there and feed. They live on the barrenlands, 
travelling a long distance in the summer and travelling back in the winter. 
We think they are small, but they travel far. They have worked for us on this 
land.

So the land got bigger and bigger 
because of what Muskrat did, until 
it became the earth that we live on 
today.

This is the story of how Muskrat 
created the earth and I’m thankful 
for telling you the story.

The End
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Noah sıı̀ wınà. Ɂehtł’è tı ka daeleè ayı̨̀ı̨̀là.

Eyıt’à dıı dzęę k’e łık’è hanı̀-le dè edaèhk’ǫ nı̨dè tıa k’e dzǫ kę̀ę̀ nechàa dıı̀ 
ts’eɂı̨̀. Welà nechà-lea hò Dzǫ edekę̀ę̀ gohtsı̨ dı̀ı̀-le. Dakwe whaà Dzǫ tetła 
ts’ıhɂǫ̀ Noah gha ɂehtł’è gǫ̀hɂǫ. Hanı̀ ts’ı̨hɂǫ Dzǫ dıı nèk’e nàdè.

Dzǫ ɂehtł’è tekàachı̀ t’à tıka daele ayı̨̀ı̨̀là. Daele t’à denahk’e nechà ajà. 
Eyıt’à Noah tıch’aàdı̀ı yat’a k’edè ha dı̀ı̀-le sı̀ı elà ts’ǫǫ̀ hàgeède agǫ̀ǫ̀là dè 
gǫ̨̀hłı yek’èezǫ adzàa t’a. Sı̀ghaàtłǫ dzęę̀ ts’ǫ̀ haget’ı̨.

Noah elà ts’ǫǫ̀ hàgeedè agohɂı̨, agohɂı̨, k’àba weghǫ nèhoı̨wo. “Wenı̨̀ı̨hdzà 
ha dıı-le nı̀?” Noah yèhdı. K’àba hàt’o. Whaà ts’ǫ̀ wewhı̀le eyıtł’axǫǫ̀, nǫdea 
k’àba nǫ̀ǫt’o. Dechı̨ nechà-lea wèehdà hàı̨ɂaa dewà t’à yııtǫ̀. Eyıt’à K’àba 
eyıts’ǫ Noah dè gǫ̀hłı̨ gık’èezǫ.

Dııdzęę̀ ts’ǫ̀ k’àba nechà-lea hò ı̨łaà hozı̀ı nèk’e k’òò ghǫ shètı̨, k’òò whelıı 
hò yeghǫ shètı̨ gha ekǫ ts’ǫ̀ naet’a. Hanı̀ t’a edaxàgeeda. Hozı̀ı nèk’e ts’ǫ̀ 
nıwà hanı̀kò sèzhe gha ekǫ ts’ǫ̀ nageedè. Hozı̀ı nèk’e nàgedè, łık’è nı̨dè nıwà 
k’egedè, xok’è nı̨dè atsı̨ ek’èt’à nageedè. Negechà-lea gıts’ı̨ı̨hwhǫ hò nıwà 
k’ehogehde. Dıı nèk’e gogha eghàlagıı̀dà. 

Dzǫ ayı̀ı dǫ̀ǫ̀làa ts’ǫhɂǫ̀ dè 
denahk’e nechà adzà, dıı dzęę̀ ndè 
wek’e nàts’edèe whelı̨.

Dıı godı sı̀ı dzǫ dàanı̀ dè whehtsı̨ 
wegodıı̀ hǫt’e, Ması̀ eyı̀ı godı t’à 
naxı xè gòhdo.

Hòt’a 

5
Tłı̨chǫ Whaèhdǫǫ̀ Godıı̀ Ełexè Whela – Enı̨htł’è Įłè



Grebe (Nǫ̀htà) and the Tea Dance

Nǫ̀htà Eyıts’ǫ Tadǫwheɂaa T’à Dagowo

Told by Nick Black, 1998
Told by Nıck Black, 1998
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Grebe (Nǫ̀htà) and the Tea Dance
Told by Nick Black, 1998

A long time ago, the people and animals met to change places. All the 
different people and animals from all different places came together. They 
were all gathered together except for Grebe (Nǫ̀htà). He was missing 
because he was far far away.

Of all the animals and people, he was the one who was farthest away. They 
waited for Nǫ̀htà for a long time, but he never arrived, so they said, “We will 
do our feasting and dancing and celebrating, and if he comes, then it’s going 
to be ok.” That is when they had their first dance.

Illustration by Jennifer Zoe
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Akwe whaà kò tıts’aàdı̀ı eyıts’ǫ dǫne ełedanagedè ı̨lè. Tıts’aàdı̀ı hazǫǫ̀ 
eyıts’ǫ̀ dǫ ełègehdè ha gedı. Tıts’aàdı̀ı hazǫǫ̀ eyıts’ǫ dǫne nı̨̀ı̨de, Nǫ̀htà zǫ 
wègoòht’ı̨̀-le. Nǫ̀htà nıwàa t’à nıwà nàdè.

Nǫ̀htà da whaà nagıaɂı̨̀ hanı̀kò wègoòht’ı̨̀-le, gots’ǫ̀ nı̀ı̀tła-le. Nǫdea tıts’aàdı̀ı 
eyıts’ǫ dǫne ełets’ǫ̀ hagedı, “Nàsı̨ hołèe, dagowo xè dzędeè edets’eetsı̨ ha, jǫ 
nı̀ı̀tła nı̨dè wexè dzędeè hołè ha.”

Nǫ̀htà Eyıts’ǫ Tadǫwheɂaa T’à Dagowo
Told by Nıck Black, 1998 

Illustration by Jennifer Zoe
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They danced and danced all through the day and night. Finally, the dance 
was almost over because they were tired out. That is when Nǫ̀htà arrived. 
They told him they waited a long time for him, but started to celebrate 
without him. 

“Sing us one of your songs for the dances.” He said, yes, and he started to 
sing the song he had made. He made them wish the dance would never end, 
but somehow it ended.

As Nǫ̀htà sang his song he started to dance. He was very tired and sleepy 
after travelling so far. When everyone started to dance to his song he yawned 
and fell asleep behind them. While he was sleeping they all danced on his 
feet with his song. That’s the reason Nǫ̀htà has flat webbed feet today. 

So that is how people know about dances. It all started with Grebe’s 
(Nǫ̀htà’s) song and dance. 

The old timers used to sing that song at their dances and it sounded like this: 
“Hii ya ye nilii - ya ye nilii
Seke goli Seke golii gha.”

So, as time passed, people heard about dances through stories like this. 

The End

Translatıon by: V. Mackenzıe  
Edited by: M. Sıemens, May 10, 2017
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Toghàà nàsı̨ hołèe, dagowo eyıts’ǫ dzędeè gogehtsı̨. Nǫdèa enahǫ̀t’e. 
Tıts’aàdı̀ı eyıts’ǫ dǫne hazǫǫ̀ nègı̨ı̨tsǫ. Ekıyeè k’e Nǫ̀htà nı̀ı̀tła. 

“Dagowo zı̨ı̨̀ ı̨łè t’à gogha nejı̨,” gıı̀hdı. Nǫ̀htà, “Hęɂę” gòhdı. Gogha shı̨ 
xàı̨ɂǫ t’à dǫne hazǫǫ̀ dagoı̨̀hwho. Dǫne hazǫǫ̀ dagowo nahǫ̀ht’e ha gı̨ı̨wǫ-le. 
Nǫ̀htà gogha edezhı̨ı̨̀ ejı̨ xè daı̀tła hanı̀kǫ nıwà gots’ǫ nı̀ı̀tła t’à sıı̀ nènı̨̀ı̨tsǫ 
dąą dagowo gonı be nàyı̨ı̨hxà. 

Whetı̨ wetsǫ wezı̨ı̨̀ t’à toghàà wekè k’e dagoawo. Dııdzęę̀ ts’ǫ̀ Nǫ̀htà wekè 
ı̨t’ǫą lanı̀ wègaat’ı̨. 

Nǫ̀htà wezı̨ı̨̀ t’à tadǫwheɂaa t’à dagowo xèhǫǫ̀wo hǫt’e. Dııdzęę̀ ts’ǫ 
whaèhdǫǫ̀ Nǫ̀htà wezı̨ı̨̀ t’à dagogehwho hǫt’e. 

Hòt’a 

Translatıon by: V. Mackenzıe  
Edited by: M. Sıemens, May 10, 2017
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Peace Between the Tribes

Nakenahòdlı̨ı̨

Illustrations by B. Abraham  
Illustrations by B. Abraham

Collected and translated by Virginia Football
Collected and translated by Virginia Football
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Peace Between the Tribes
Collected and translated by Virginia Football 

Many years ago there lived two Indian chiefs, Edzo and Akaitcho. Akaitcho 
was the leader of the Chipewyans.

Edzo was chief of the Dogribs. Edzo thought that Akaitcho disliked him and 
this bothered him very much.
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Dakwe whaà kw’ahtıdeè nàke gòı̨lè. Edzo eyıts’ǫ Ekècho. 

Nakenahòdlı̨ı̨
Collected and translated by Virginia Football 

Ekècho Tetsǫǫ̀t’ı̨ı̨̀ gha k’àowo ı̨lè, eyıts’ǫ Edzo Tłı̨chǫ gha k’àowo ı̨lè. Edzo, 
Ekècho yenèlı̨ı̨̀-le nıwǫ eyıt’à sıı̀ wegha nezı̨ı̨̀-le. 
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Edzo decided it was time to see Akaitcho and find out why he felt as he did. 
So, he thought of a plan. While his brothers finished setting up camp, Edzo 
and his wife paddled their canoe to another island.

One day Edzo and his three brothers moved to an Island in Raspberry Lake. 
Edzo knew that Akaitcho’s camp was not far away.
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Edzo, Ekècho weehɂı̨̀ ha nıwǫ, dànı̀ghǫ gonèlı̨ı̨̀-le yegòɂa ha nıwǫ. Eyıt’à 
ayı̀ı dàle ha yenıwhehdı̀. Wechı ı̨łaà nı̨hbàa nàgehge-t’ıı̀ Edzo edets’èkeè xè 
dı eyıı̀-le ts’ǫ̀ geèɂe. 

Edzo eyıts’ǫ wechı taı Gots’ǫkàtı̀ k’e dı nechàa wheɂǫ ts’ǫ̀ tàgeèɂe. 
Tetsǫǫ̀t’ı̨ı̨̀ gını̨hbàa gǫǫwà-le nàgı̨ı̨hɂa yek’èezǫ.

17
Tłı̨chǫ Whaèhdǫǫ̀ Godıı̀ Ełexè Whela – Enı̨htł’è Įłè



On the island, Edzo built a hiding place for his wife.

Before leaving her he said, “If I am not back in three days you’ll know that 
I’ve been killed. If I don’t return, I want you to go back to your people.”
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Eyı dı k’e edets’èkeè googho yı̀ı nàehɂı̨̀. 

Yets’ǫǫ̀ naetła kwe edets’èke ts’ǫ̀ hadı, “Taı dzę t’à jǫ nowhıhtła-le nıdè 
ełası̀gwo t’à hǫt’e wek’èı̨zǫ ha. Jǫ noehtła-le nıdè nèot’ı̨ gıts’ǫ̀ nawı̨t’è nǫǫ̀,” 
yèhdı.
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Then, in the twilight of evening, Edzo set off by himself for Akaitcho’s 
camp. Finally, he saw the teepees of the Chipewyans. Carefully, Edzo 
paddled closer and closer to the camp.

When he was very near, he silently went ashore and crept even closer. He 
noticed some children getting water from the lake.
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Xèhts’ǫ̀ nàɂı̨hxe ekò Edzo ededı̨ whatsǫǫ̀ Ekècho gını̀hbàa nàwheɂa ts’ǫ̀ 
dèɂe. Whaà-le-t’ıı̀ Tetsǫǫ̀t’ı̨ı̨̀ gınıhbàa wègoèht’ı̨̀. Ts’èhwhı̨a gots’ǫ̀ naat’ò, 
gınıhbàa nàwheɂa ts’ǫ̀ nıwà-lea nı̀ı̨hɂe.

Įłı̨ą tàhtła, gots’ǫ̀ nıwà-lea nı̀ı̀tła. Chekoa tı ghǫgeele nǫǫ̀. 
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Quickly, Edzo ran among the children. Since it was so dark they did not see 
him right away. However, all of a sudden, one of the children saw Edzo and 
screamed, “There’s a stranger with us!” Immediately they all ran for home. 
Edzo ran alongside them until he arrived at a tent, which he thought was his 
sister’s.

Edzo’s sister had married K’àtehwhì, a Chipewyan Indian. When he entered 
the tent he saw his sister sitting alone. “Brother, what are you doing here?” 
she asked. “I’ve come to see Akaitcho,” replied Edzo.
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Edzo ı̨whąą̀ chekoa gotaatła. Togoòtł’òo t’à ekò-t’ıı̀ nàgehzhı̨̀-le. Hǫtsa 
chekoa ı̨łè yaɂı̨ t’à whezeh, hadı, “Dǫ eładı̨ gota k’etło!” dèdzà. Ekòet’ıı̀ 
chekoa natı̨mogeède, Edzo goxè k’etı̨moeda. Edı̨ı̨̀ wedè wenıhbà nàı̨ɂaa 
nıwǫ ts’o adzà.

Edzo wedè Tetsǫǫ̀t’ı̨ı̨̀ K’àtehwhı̀ wı̀yeh xè hǫet’ı̨. Nı̨hbàa yı̀ı goyaèhtła là 
wedè whatsǫǫ̀ wheda nǫǫ̀. “Sı̨nde jǫ ayıı̀ ha net’ı̨?” Wedè yèhdı. “Ekècho 
weehɂı̨̀ gha ɂaht’ı̨,” Edzo yèhdı.
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“It’s too dangerous to talk like this so hide under these skins and we can talk 
quietly,“ whispered the sister. When he was well hidden under the skins, Edzo 
told his sister that he wanted to meet K’àtehwhì at midnight on the south 
path. “I’ll whistle three times to let him know where I am,” explained Edzo.

Then he silently left the tent and crept to his hiding place on the south path.
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Wedè hadı, “Jǫ łets’ǫ̀ gots’ede ha hoejı̨, ts’ò tł’a nàdı̨ı̨ɂı̨̀ dè ı̨łı̨̀ą łets’ǫ̀ godıı̀de 
ha dı̀ı̀-le,” wedè yèhdı. 

Eyıt’à mǫchı̨tł’à wedè ewò yek’e nèɂı̨ı̨wa. 
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K’àtehwhì returned home shortly afterwards and his wife explained Edzo’s 
message to him.

When the camp was asleep, K’àtehwhì walked cautiously down the south 
path. He kept walking until he heard a whistle. Then he heard another and, 
finally, the last whistle was a long one. He walked towards the sound and 
soon found Edzo waiting for him. Edzo told K’àtehwhì that he wanted to see 
Akaitcho.

“Why?” asked the brother-in-law. “Ever since I can remember, Akaitcho has 
disliked me. So I would like to find out what his reasons are,” replied Edzo. 
Then Edzo explained his plan.
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Edzo ededè ts’ǫ̀ hadı, “To tanı ekıyeè k’e K’àtehwhı̀ sazı̨ ts’ǫnèe etǫ 
nıɂàa k’e sets’àwetła wèı̨dı̀. Wegha taà eehsı̀ ha, eyı̀ı ghàà edı̨ı̨̀ whıhdaa sı̀ı 
yek’èezǫ ha.”

Edzo hayèhdı tł’axǫǫ̀ ı̨łı̨ą xàèhtła, sazı̨ ts’onèe etǫ nıɂàa gà nàdeeɂı̨̀. Whaà-
le-t’ıı̀ K’àtehwhı̀ edekǫ̀ nǫ̀ǫtła. Wets’èkeè, Edzo yatı yedanı̀ı̨ɂǫǫ sı̀ı yets’ǫ̀ 
hadı. Dǫ hazǫǫ̀ whete tł’axǫǫ̀ K’àtehwhı̀ ts’èwhı̨ą sazı̨ ts’oneè k’e etǫ nıɂàa 
k’e naetłe, ekǫ ets’eeshı̀ hǫt’e. Edı̨ı̨̀ agodı sı̀ı ts’ǫ̀ naetłe ekò Edzo yedanaèhɂı̨ 
yaɂı̨. Edzo yexè godo, dànı Ekècho eɂı̨̀ ha nıwǫ sı̀ı K’àtehwhı̀ ts’ǫ̀ hadı. 

“Dànı̀ghǫ wı̨ı̨ɂı̨ ha neewǫ?” Weye yèhdı. “Įdè whaà kenahdı̀ı gots’ǫ Ekècho 
gonèlı̨ı̨̀-le zǫ hǫt’e. Dànı̀ghǫ gonèlı̨ı̨̀-le sı̀ı wek’èezǫ ha dehwhǫ,” Edzo yèhdı. 
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“Tomorrow evening, tell Akaitcho that he should send some hunters out 
duck hunting. When they are in the canoes and Akaitcho has returned to his 
tent, tell the hunters that there are visitors on one of the islands across from 
here. Then I shall carry out my plan.”

The next evening K’àtehwhì suggested a hunting trip and Akaitcho agreed 
to it. When the chief returned to his tent K’àtehwhì told the hunters to watch 
for visitors on one of the islands across the lake.

Meanwhile, Edzo and his brothers built a campfire and waited patiently for 
the Chipewyans to arrive.
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Edzo dànı̀ Ekècho eɂı̨̀ ha sı̀ı edeye ts’ǫ̀ hadı, “Sachǫ xèhts’ǫ̀ Ekècho dıı 
hawı̨̀ı̨dı, dǫ wòhdaa det’ǫ ha nàgezè ha dı̀ı̀-le, wı̨̀ı̨dı.

Ekècho edenı̨hbàa ts’ǫ̀ naèhtła eyıts’ǫ nàzèe dǫǫ̀ elà yı̀ı geèkw’e et’ıı̀, dıı 
hagı̨̀ı̨dı ha, “Yeè ı̨nǫ̀ǫ̀ dıa k’e xàhtǫ nı̨̀ı̨de,’gı̨̀ı̨dı̀ nǫǫ̀. Eyı tł’axǫǫ̀ ayı̀ı dàhłe ha 
sı̀ı hahłe ha,” Edzo edeye èhdı. 

Sachǫ xèhts’ǫ̀ K’àtehwhı̀ dǫ wòhdaa nàgezè ha gòhdı. Ekècho ‘Hęɂę,’ dı 
tł’axoǫ̀ edekǫ̀ ts’ǫ̀ naèhtła. K’àtehwhı̀ nàzèe dǫǫ̀ hagòhdı, “Įnǫ̀ǫ̀ dıa ı̨łè k’e 
xàhtǫ gha kehoahdı,” gòhdı.
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Finally, they saw the canoes coming towards them. The hunters also saw 
Edzo and his brothers. Quickly, one of them returned to the Chipewyan 
camp yelling, “There are Dogribs hiding on that island across from here!”

Every man in the camp grabbed his bow and arrows and set off by canoe 
across the lake. K’àtehwhì went as well.
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Edzo wechı yexè aget’ı̨ı̨ sı̀ı dıa ı̨łè k’e xàgogeèhk’ǫ̀. Tetsǫǫ̀t’ı̨ı̨̀ danageèɂı̨. 
Nǫdeà elà wègoèt’ı̨̀. Nàzèe dǫǫ̀ ededı̨ sı gogıaɂı̨ ts’ǫ̀-t’ıı̀ Tetsǫǫ̀t’ı̨ı̨̀ ı̨łè ı̨dè 
naèhtła ezeh xè, “Įnǫ̀ǫ̀ dıa k’e Tłı̨chǫ nàdegeeɂı̨̀,” hadıı̀ ezeh.

Tetsǫǫ̀t’ı̨ı̨̀ hazǫǫ̀ ı̨tı̨̀ eyıts’ǫ k’ı̨̀ı̨̀ negı̨ı̨̀wa, ı̨nǫ̀ǫ̀ dıa ts’ǫ̀ geèɂe. K’àtehwhı̀ ededı̨ 
sı goxè adzà. Whaà-le-t’ıı̀ Tetsǫǫ̀t’ı̨ı̨̀ dıa k’e dàgı̨ı̨de. 
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Soon, the Chipewyans reached the island and went ashore. Akaitcho told his 
men to surround the Dogribs.

Meanwhile, Edzo and his brothers sat quietly eating.

32
A Collection of Tłı̨chǫ Stories from Long Ago – Book 1



Ekècho edecheekeè ts’ǫ̀ hadı, “Tłı̨chǫ hazǫǫ̀ gımǫǫ̀ nı̀ahdè,” gòhdı. 

Edzo edechı goxè ts’èhwhı̨ı̨ wheda, shètı̨. 
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“So, here you are enjoying your meal!” cried Akaitcho. As he said this 
he threw a knife at Edzo, which just missed him. Still, Edzo ate silently. 
Akaitcho talked and talked, but Edzo did not answer him.

However, after awhile, Edzo turned and faced Akaitcho saying, “Akaitcho, 
why are you talking like this? I have come to find out why you dislike me! 
I picture you as the starving animal who hides part of his kill and returns to 
finish it off when he is hungry again! So, I have come to help you finish this 
task!”
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“Jǫ nezı̨ı̨̀ sèı̨tı̨ ghǫ wheęda nǫǫ̀,” Ekècho, Edzo èhdı. Hadı ts’ǫ̀-t’ıı̀ lahwhı̨ 
cho yets’ǫ̀ yaı̨̨̀hk’a. Lahwhı̨ Edzo gà dèk’e nàchı̨atłaà ayı̨̀ı̨̀là. Hanı̀kò Edzo 
ı̨łaà ts’ewhı̨ sètı̨. Ekècho nàyaı̨̀htı, gode, gode, hanı̀kò Edzo yets’ǫ̀ naɂa-le, 
t’àsayèhdı-le. 

Nǫdea Edzo, Ekècho ts’ǫ̀ ets’adeèɂà, hayèhdı, “Ayı̀ı ghǫ hanı̀ sets’ǫ̀ goı̨de?” 
Ayı̀ı ghǫ Tłı̨chǫ nèı̨lı̨ı̨̀-le sı̀ı wek’èehsǫ ha dehwhǫ t’à jǫ̨ nı̀ehtłaà ɂaht’ı̨. 
Tıch’aàdı̀ı bò dę ɂehdlıı laąt’e, t’ası̀ı ełaèhwhıı sı̀ı wòhdaa nàyeehɂı̨̀. K’achı̨ 
bò ghaewı̨ nıdè yets’ǫ̀ naetło, hazǫǫ̀ kayeedè ts’ǫ̀. Eyı weghǫ naąt’è ha 
nets’àhwhızaà ɂaht’ı̨.” Edzo yèhdı.
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When Edzo said this the Chipewyans backed up a little, watching the forest 
for more Dogribs. Akaitcho and Edzo started to argue. Both men were very 
angry and were almost ready to fight.

K’àtehwhì knew that if the men fought there would certainly be a war, so he 
said, “You are both right. Neither of you is wrong. It would be better for our 
people if you stop arguing.”

Edzo knew that K’àtehwhì was right. In a loud voice he said, “This has been 
an interesting argument and no one has lost. So, I say that for the good of 
our people and our country there will be no more killing between our tribes.” 
Akaitcho and the Chipewyans agreed to this. K’àtehwhì yelled, “Everyone 
will live happily now!”
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Edzo hadı t’à Tetsǫǫ̀t’ı̨ı̨̀ dègeèhyeh lagedzà, dechı̨nı̨ ts’ǫ̀ k’egeet’ı̨̀, Tłıchǫ 
ha k’egeet’ı̨. Ekècho eyıts’ǫ Edzo ełets’ǫ̀ nàyahgehtı. Sıı̀ ełets’ǫ̀ gı̀ı̀ch’è t’à 
k’àhdzǫ ełetakwıı̀gı̨ı̨deè t’e. 

K’àtehwhı̀ hanıwǫ, ełetakwıı̀gı̨ı̨de nı̨dè ełets’egǫ ha nı̨wǫ t’à hagòhdı, “Nàke 
aaht’eè ehkw’ı goahde hǫt’e. Įłę̀ę kò ekǫ-le xàyaı̨htı nıı̀le. Ełets’ǫ̀ ts’ehwhı̨ı̨̀ 
goahde nıdè gòet’ı̨ gıxè ts’èhwhı̨ı̨ hòɂǫ ha hǫt’e,” gòhdı.

Edzo, K’àtehwhıı̀ ehkw’ı adı nıwǫ t’à hotł’o hadı, “Ełets’ǫ̀ nàyats’ehtı t’à 
ełeghǫ dats’eèhhnè ha nıı̀le. Eyıt’à sı̨ dıı haehsı̨, dǫ hazǫǫ̀ gıxè nezı̨ı̨̀ hòɂǫǫ 
gha eyıts’ǫ gonè sı hǫzı̨ı̨̀ hòɂǫǫ gha k’achı̨ ełets’egǫ ha-le,” gòhdı. Ekècho 
eyıts’ǫ Tetsǫǫ̀t’ı̨ı̨̀ hazǫǫ̀ gha ehkw’ı adı t’à ‘Hęɂę’ gedıı̀ yagı̀zeh. K’àtehwhıı̀ 
wı̨na t’à dıı hadıı̀ whezeh, “Hòt’a ełexè ts’èwhı̨ı̨̀ ts’eeda ha!” gòhdı.
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After peace had been made, Edzo paddled in the darkness to pick up his 
wife, who was still hiding.

Then they and Edzo’s three brothers moved with Akaitcho and his tribe 
to Gooseberry Lake. There they set up a camp. When the camp was ready 
everyone enjoyed a feast of dried meat and pemmican. Both tribes were 
happy that they would now live in peace.

The End

Retyped by: M. Siemens, April 30 , 2017
Edıted by: V. Mackenzıe, May 3, 2017
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Hòt’a 

Nake nahòdlı̨ı̨ tł’axǫǫ̀ Edzo to edets’èkeè ts’ǫ̀ naèht’e. Wets’èkeè ı̨łaà dı k’e 
aı̀da ı̨lè. 

Edzo, wechı taı gıxèe, Ekècho eyıts’ǫ Tetsǫǫ̀t’ı̨ı̨̀ gıxè Gots’ǫkàtı̀ ts’ǫ̀ 
nàgeèɂe. Ekǫ nı̨hbàa nàgı̨ı̨hgè tł’axǫǫ̀ nàsı̨deè hòèlı̨. Bògǫǫ̀ eyıts’ǫ etsı̨̀ t’à 
nàsı̨ hoèlı̨. Tł’ı̨chǫ eyıts’ǫ Tetsǫǫ̀t’ı̨ı̨̀ gınà, ełexè yatı nezı̨ gèhtsı̨ t’à gıxè 
ts’èhwhı̨ hòɂǫ agòjà.

Retyped by: M. Siemens, April 30 , 2017
Edıted by: V. Mackenzıe, May 3, 2017
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Yamozha and the Giant Eagles
As told by Phillip Dryneck

A long time ago, in Yamozha’s time, there were animals and people.  
Then the animals started killing and eating people.  
That’s the reason why Yamozha started helping the people.

When Yamozha started his travels, he approached  
the giant eagle. In the giant eagles’ nest there were  
two baby eagles; one male and one female.

Yamozha asked the two young ones, “Who comes flying back to the nest 
first, your mother or your father?” The young ones said, “When there is hail 
falling from the sky that means our father is coming back. When there are 
rain drops falling, that means our mother is flying back.”

Yamozha asked them, “What food 
do you eat?” They answered, “Our 
parents bring back people that are 
bundled up. They put those in the 
nest and we eat people.”

While Yamozha was sitting in the 
nest with them he could see the 
bones of all the people that they 
had eaten lying around the nest.

He told them, “I’m going to make fish swimming 
in the water.” So, he created a little swampy lake 
for the fish that he had created. There was a little 
jackfish swimming in the water. Yamozha said, 
“Do you see the fish in the water?”
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Dakwe whaà Yamozha eda ekı̀yeè tıch’aàdı̀ı eyıts’ǫ dǫ gǫ̀hłı̨ ı̨lè.  
Eyı̀ı tł’axǫǫ̀ tıch’aàdı̀ı dǫ ełaàgehde eyıts’ǫ dǫ ghǫ sègezhe agedzà. 
Eyıts’ıhɂǫ̨̀ Yamozha dǫ ts’àdıı̀ adzà.

Yamozha wek’èehoewo kèhoı̨hwho ekò godę̀ę det’ǫcho  
ts’ǫ̀ adzà. Godę̀è det’ǫcho gıt’oh yı̀ı det’ǫcho bebı̀a  
nàke wheke nǫǫ̨̀. Įłè wezhı̀ı eyıts’ǫ ı̨łè dets’è. 

Yamozha det’ǫcho bebı̀a nàke ts’ǫ̀ hadı̀, “Amı̀ı dakwełǫ̀ǫ̀ et’oh ts’ǫ̀ nǫ̀ǫt’a 
ha, naxımǫ hanı̀-le dè naxıtà?” Dıı hagedı “Yat’a ts’ǫ ı̨lı hodàetł’ı̀ nı̨dè gotà 
dawełǫ̀ǫ̀ nǫ̀ǫt’a ha. Ekò ts’ǫ hodàetł’ı̀ nı̨dè gomǫ dakwełǫ̀ǫ̀ nǫ̀ǫt’a ha.”

Yamozha dagoèhke, “Bò dahòt’ı̨ı̨ 
ghǫ sèahze?” Dıı̀ hagedı, “Gomǫ, 
gotà dǫ xeh yı̀ı daèhtł’ı̨ı̨ gots’ǫ̀ 
nageewa. Et’oh yı̀ı gewa gà dǫ ghǫ 
sèts’èze.” 

Yamozha gogà et’oh yı̀ı wheda 
ekò dǫ ghǫ sègıaze gots’ǫ ekw’ǫǫ̀ 
et’oh yı̀ı k’èagòt’òo yaɂı̨.

 
 

Dıı hagòhdı, “Łı tèe k’embe ɂahłe ha.” Eyıt’à tł’o 
tı̀a whehtsı̨. Ɂı̨hdaa nechà-lèa tèe k’eɂò whehtsı̨, 
Yamǫzha hadı, “Łı tèe k’embe waı̨da nı̀?”

Yamozha eyıts’ǫ Godę̀ę Det’ǫcho
As told by Phillip Dryneck
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The young male eagle said, “Yes.” Yamozha told him to fly down and catch 
the jackfish. So, the little eagle went down, caught the jackfish, brought it 
back to the nest and killed it.

Yamozha took some meat from the jackfish and gave it to the little male 
eagle and told him to eat it. He gave some to the female eagle, too. He asked 
the male, “Do you like it? Is it tasty for you?” The young eagle said, “Yes, it 
tastes really good.” He asked the female, “Do you like it?” She said, “No, it 
doesn’t taste good for me. It smells funny.”

So, right away Yamozha clubbed her on the head and she fell out of the nest.

Yamozha turned to the male eagle and said, 
“Since you like the taste of fish, from today on, 
do not eat any more human flesh. Eat things 
like ducks and fish, like I’ve shown you.”

Later, Yamozha hid by the nest, waiting for the 
parent eagles to come back. It started to rain 
and the mother eagle came back. Yamozha clubbed her down. Then it started 
to hail. Yamozha went back to his hiding place. When the father came to the 
nest, Yamozha clubbed him, too.

Before Yamozha left he told the young eagle, “Do not eat any more human 
flesh, but feed on ducks and fish, like I have shown you.” Then Yamozha 
took the best feathers from the nest with him to put on his new arrows and 
he went away.

The End
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Det’ǫtsòa wezhı̀a “Hęɂę” yehdı. Yamǫzha hadı, “Įzhı̀ı hodàı̨t’a, ɂı̨hdaa 
daı̨chı.” Det’ǫcho nechà-lea ı̨zhı̀ı hodàèht’o, ɂı̨hdaa daachı̀, edet’oh ts’ǫ̀ 
nayeèchı̀, ełaàyı̨̀ı̨hwho. 

Yamǫzha ɂı̨hdaakwǫ̀ neyıı̀chı̀, mǫhdaa det’ǫcho nechà-lea ghàyı̨ı̨dı̀, “neɂà” 
yehdı. Det’ǫcho dets’èa sı̀ı ghaı̨dı̀. “Negha nezı̨ nı̀?” yèhdı. “Negha łekǫ nı̀?” 
yèhdı. Det’ǫcho wezı̀a “Hęɂę sıı̀ segha łekǫ dı̀ı̀,” hadı. Det’ǫcho dets’èa ts’ǫ̀ 
hadı,”Negha nezı̨ nı̀?” “ Įlè segha łekǫǫ̀-le, ładı̨ı̨̀ łedı̀,” hadı. 

Ekòet’ıı̀ Yamǫzha yekwı̀daı̨̀htł’a t’à et’oh ts’ǫ kàdeèwò. 

Yamǫzha det’ǫchozı̀a ts’ǫ̀ anadzà xè hadı,  
“Łı negha łekǫ t’à dııdzęę̀ gots’ǫ, dǫnekwǫ̀ 
ghǫ shèı̨tı̨ ha-le. Det’ǫ hanıı łıwekwǫ̀ hanıı ghǫ 
shèı̨tı̨ ha,” yèhdı.

Yamǫzha et’oh gà nàdeeɂı̨̀, det’ǫcho wèot’ı̨ 
nǫǫ̀geedè ha naèhɂı̨. Tsǫ godaade, det’ǫcho 
gomǫ nǫ̀ǫt’ǫ. Yamǫzha yekwı̀ daı̨̀htł’a. Eyıtł’axǫǫ̀ ı̨lı adzà. Yamǫzha adı̨ı̨̀ 
nàdeeɂı̨̀ ı̨lèe sı̀ı akǫǫ̀ nǫ̀ǫtła. Det’ǫcho gotà et’oh ts’ǫ̀ nǫ̀ǫtła, Yamǫzha eyı̀ı sı 
yedaı̨̀htł’a.

Yamǫzha det’ǫchotsòa ts’ǫ̀ hadı, “Atsı̨ dǫkwǫ̀ nedè ha-le, hanı̀kò det’ǫ 
eyıts’ǫ łıkwǫ̀ hanıı wet’à ı̨da ha.” Yamǫzha det’ǫchot’aà nezı̨ı̨ sı̀ı et’oh ts’ǫ 
neyı̨ı̨̀wa, wets’ǫ k’ı̨̀ wegòò k’e neyewa gha, eyıtł’axǫǫ̀ naàhtła. 

Hòt’a 

45
Tłı̨chǫ Whaèhdǫǫ̀ Godıı̀ Ełexè Whela – Enı̨htł’è Įłè



The Creation Story  
Meeting of the Animals – Part 1

Goxè Kèhoı̨ẁo Wegodıı ̀– Part 1 

Illustration by Sandy Flunkie  
Illustration by Sandy Flunkie

Originally told by Francis Tatti
Originally told by Francis Tatti
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The Creation Story (Meeting of the Animals)
Part One – The First Meeting of the Animals

Originally Told by Francis Tatti

When the world first began, all the animals on earth were people. There was 
no other form of life. The raven was the only one among them who could fly, 
because he had made himself a pair of wings. The others were never sure 
where he went when he flew. Those who couldn’t fly simply lived on the land.

Illustration by Vincent Nasken

These people chose to become the animal families as we know them today. 
“We can’t remain on earth like this,” the animals declared. “We must know 
what our different roles and purposes are to be. Everyone must be brought 
together to make these decisions.” A meeting was called and everyone came. 
At the meeting, they would decide what their futures would be like.
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Akwełǫ̀ǫ̀ dıı nèk’e wexè hoèwo hò tıch’aàdı̀ı hazǫǫ̀ dǫne gı̨ı̨lı̨ ı̨lè. Eyı̀ı 
wenǫ̀ǫ̀ ası̀ı edaa gǫ̀hłı̨-le ı̨lè. Tatsǫ̀ zǫ t’aa k’et’a ha dı̀ı̀-le, edeɂı̨ts’ǫǫ̀ whehtsı̨ 
t’à. K’et’a tąą̀t’e adı̨ı̨̀ ts’ǫ̀ naet’aa sı̀ı dǫ gık’èezǫ-le. Amı̀ı k’et’a-le sı̀ı ndè 
k’e nàdè.

Creation Story (Goxè Kèhoı̨ẁo Wegodıı)̀
Part One – Akwełǫ̀ǫ̀ Tıch’aàdı̀ı Ełegeèhdı̀

Originally Told by Francis Tatti

Illustration by Vincent Nasken

Eyı̀ı dǫ tıch’aàdı̀ı wèot’ı̨ dàhòt’ı̨ı̨ gı̨ı̨lı̨ ha edegha gı̨̀ı̨̀hchı̀ı sı̀ı dııdzęę̀ ts’ǫ̀ 
wek’èts’eezǫ hot’e. Tıch’aàdı̀ı hagedı, dıı nèk’e akı̀ı hats’ı̨t’e ha dı̀ı̀. Ayı̀ı 
nàowoò eyıts’ǫ ayı̀ı laà gots’ǫ ha sı̀ı wek’èts’eezǫ ha hǫt’e. Eyı̀ı gha 
łegeèhdı̀ ha hodı ts’ıhɂǫ̀ dǫ ełèwhede. Ełegeèhdı̀ hò ı̨daà gıxè dàgǫ̀ht’e ha 
k’e xàyagehtı.
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They decided that everyone should obey certain laws. It was also decided 
that each person should say which animal family they wanted to belong to. 
For example, those who did not want to be a part of the bird family said they 
wanted to belong to the animal family, who would live on earth.

Each of the people stated what 
animal form they would take and 
what their role would be. One 
people said that they were going 
to be the caribou. They said that 
the people as we know them, the 
Dene, would, until the end of time, 
depend on caribou in order to live.

Some people said that they would be the bear family.

The dog people were asked what role they would be playing. The chosen 
speaker for the dog people told the meeting that they would speak last, at the 
end of the gathering. At that time they would let people know the role they 
wished to play.

Once all the other people declared what role they would play, the dog people 
were again asked by the bird family what role they had chosen. They said, 
“We will be a people’s dog. Our existence is going to depend on these 
people called the Dene. They will be the ones who will provide us with food. 
They will also help us to raise our children. Until the end of time, that is the 
role we will play. We will work for man.” It is said that this is why, to this 
day, dogs are fed by man and are unable to hunt food for themselves.

The End

50
A Collection of Tłı̨chǫ Stories from Long Ago – Book 1



Dǫ hazǫǫ̨̀ nàowodeè k’èagı̨ı̨t’e ha gògedı. Eyıts’ǫ dǫ gıtąą̀t’e tıch’aàdı̀ı łèot’ı̨ 
dàhǫt’ı̨ı̨ wets’ǫ gı̨ı̨lı̨ ha gı̨ı̨wǫ sı̀ı hagedı. Akı̀-hò, amı̀ı chı̨a wèot’ı̨ı̨ gı̨ı̨lı̨ ha 
gı̨ı̨wǫ-le sı̀ı ndè k’e nàdèe gèot’ı̨ k’ę̀̀ę̀ nàgedè ha gı̨wǫ gedı. 

Dǫne wetą̨ą̀t’e tıch’àadı̀ı wèot’ı̨ 
dàhòt’ı̨ gı̨ı̨lı̨ ha sı̀ı hagedı eyıts’ǫ 
ayı̀ı gılaà gıts’ǫ ha sı̀ı hagedı. Dǫ 
ı̨łè kàɂaa ekwǫ̀ gı̨ı̨lı̨ ha gedı. Eyı̀ı 
dǫ hàɂaa sı̀ı hagedı, ı̨daà welǫ 
whı̀le ts’ǫ̀ dǫ ekwǫ̀ t’à geeda ha, 
ekwǫ̀ t’àhogeehwhı ha.

Dǫne mǫ̀hdaa sah wèot’ı̨ gı̨ı̨lı̨ ha gedı. 

Tłı̨ wèot’ı̨ gı̨ı̨lı̨ı̨ sı̀ı ayı̀ı laà hogehtsı̨ ha gògedı. Amı̀ı tłı̨ gha gode elı̨ı̨ sı̀ı nǫde 
gogede ha, dı. Łegeèhdı̀ ghǫ nahǫ̀t’e kwe gode ha gedı. Ekı̀yeè nı̨dè ayı̀ı laà 
hogehtsı̨ ha gı̨ı̨wǫ sı̀ı dǫ ts’ǫ̀ hagedı ha. 

Dǫne hazǫǫ̀ ayı̀ı laà hogehtsı̨ ha gı̨ı̨wǫ sı̀ı hagı̨ı̨dı̀ tł’axǫǫ̀ Tłı̨ wèot’ı̨ ayı̀ı laà 
hogehtsı̨ ha gògedı t’à chı̨̀a wèot’ı̨ atsı̨ dagogeehke. Dıı hagedı “Dǫne gha 
tłı̨ ts’ı̨ı̨lı̨ ha,” gedı, Dıı̀ dǫne gı̀ts’edıı sı̀ı gıt’à ts’eeda ha, dedı̨ gowàgeedı ha. 
“Gokę̀ę ts’eehse t’à gots’àgedı ha.Welǫ whı̀le ts’ǫ̀ dǫ gıgha eghàlats’eda ha, 
eyı̀ı golaà elı̨ ha,” gedı. Eyıt’à, dııdzęę̀ ts’ǫ̀ dǫne tłı̨ wàgeedı t’à tłı̨ edegha 
nàgezè-le.

Hòt’a 
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Yamozha and the Giant Wolverine

Yamozha eyıts’ǫ Nǫ̀ghacho

Illustration by A. Downey  
A. Downey nı̨htł’èchı̀ı whehtsı̨

Adapted from a story told by Harry Simpson, Gamètì
Gamètı̀ gots’ǫ Harry Sımpson goxè goadoo



Yamozha and the Giant Wolverine
Adapted from a story told by Harry Simpson, Gamètì

Long ago, in the days when 
dangerous giant animals roamed 
the land, a giant wolverine 
(Nǫ̀gha) set up pointed stakes 
at the bottom of a big hill called 
Hodoòdzoo. When people slid 
down that hill, the stakes pierced 
and killed them. The people asked 
Yamozha to find a way to make 
Hodoòdzoo safe again.

Yamozha saw the wolverine’s stakes at the bottom of the hill. Quietly, he 
slid down slowly and stopped before he reached the stakes. Then Yamozha 
made his nose bleed and spread the blood on his caribou hide shirt. He 
placed the shirt over the stakes to make it look as though he’d been pierced 
through the heart. He pretended to be dead.

When the wolverine (Nǫ̀gha) came to the bottom of the hill, he found 
Yamozha lying still. Nǫ̀gha thought he was dead. He placed Yamozha in his 
big birch bark basket (k’ıtǫ) and carried him home.

When Nǫ̀gha got home, his family built a fire in their den.  
Nǫ̀gha asked his wife to get his stone knife. 
“I have a little moose to cut up,” he said.
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Dakwe whaà, ekı̀yeè dzęę̀ k’e 
tıch’aàdı̀ı dè k’e gık’eèhoowo 
hò gıts’àhoedzı̨ ı̨lè, Nǫ̀ghacho 
shı̀h nechàa Hodǫǫ̀dzoo wı̀yeh 
wegozhıı dechı̨ goòts’oo łǫ 
nèyı̨ı̨wa. Dǫ Hodǫǫ̀gedzo nı̨dè 
dechı̨ goòts’oo geghaaka t’à 
ełaàgede. Hodǫǫ̀dzoo k’è hoejı̨ı̨̀-
le anagole gha dǫ Yamozha ts’ǫ̀ 
gogı̨ı̨de. 

Yamozha Nǫ̀gha wets’ǫ dechı̨ goòts’oo shı̀h wegozhıı whela yaɂı̨. Ts’èwhı̨ą 
hodàedzo, dechı̨ goòts’oo ts’ǫ̀ et’ıı̀ nı̀ı̀tła. Yamozha edı̨ı̨ghǫ̀ gots’ǫ edoò 
xàewı̀ ayı̨̀ı̨̀là, edets’ǫ ewòkw’ı̨hɂeè k’e yeèhtso. Edekw’ı̨hɂeè dechı̨̨ goòts’oo 
yedàı̨hɂah, wedzeè ghaı̨koo lanı̀ wègaat’ı̨ı̨̀ ayı̨̀ı̨̀là. Ełaı̨wo edèhtsı̨. 

Nǫ̀gha shı̀h wezhıı nı̀ı̀tła ekò Yamozha nàadaà-le yaɂı̨. Ełaı̨wo ne yı̨ı̨hwhǫ. 
Yamozha k’ıtǫ nechàa yı̀ı yaachı̀ gà dekǫ̀ ts’ǫ̀ nayeèhchı̀.

Nǫ̀gha dekǫ̀ nǫ̀ǫtła tł’axǫǫ̀ wèot’ı̨ deɂǫ yı̀ı kǫ̀ nagogıı̀htła.  
Nǫ̀gha dets’èkeè kwebeh saı̨chı yèhdı.  
“Wet’à dedı̀ı nechà-lea wetaıhwhe-a,” yèhdı. 

Yamozha eyıts’ǫ Nǫ̀ghacho
Gamètı̀ gots’ǫ Harry Sımpson goxè goadoo 
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With one eye open, Yamozha 
could see the wolverines were 
getting ready to cook him.

Nǫ̀gha’s children saw that 
Yamozha had one eye open. They 
told their father, “The little moose 
is still alive and looking at us!”

Nǫ̀gha’s didn’t believe them. His wife passed him his big stone knife to cut 
up Yamozha.

Seeing this, Yamozha quickly reached into the fire and grabbed a burning 
log. He hit Nǫ̀gha and his wife on the head and they fell over dead.

Nǫ̀gha’s children ran outside and climbed up a nearby spruce tree. They 
begged Yamozha not to kill them. They promised not to eat people anymore. 
Because of this, Yamozha beat only their feet, making them flat and wide 
like wolverines’ feet are today.

They began to cry. They cried so much that the mucous from their noses was 
running down the tree.

“What will you do for me if I do not kill you?” 
asked Yamozha.

“We will promise not to kill humans ever again and 
we will gift our mucous to you so that you can use 
it for medicine and as gum to seal your birch bark 
containers and canoes to make them watertight,” 
replied the wolverines.

Yamozha agreed, but before he let them go, he used 
his ı̀kǫǫ̀ to make them small like wolverines are today.

The End
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Yamozha edaà k’èa t’à k’èet’ı̨̀, 
Nǫ̀gha geht’è ha sını̀hogèɂà.

Nǫ̀gha weza Yamozha wedaà k’ea 
t’à k’etı̨ı̨ geaɂı̨. Detà ts’ǫ̀ hagedı, 
“Dedı̀ı nechà-lea ı̨łaà godı̀ t’à 
goghàeda,” gedı. 

Nǫ̀gha wegha ehkw’ıagedı-le. 
Wets’èkeè kwebehcho yeghàèchı̀, yet’à Yamozha tàyeehwhe gha. 

Tàyeehwhe ha t’à Yamozha ı̨whąą̀ kǫ̀ dek’ǫ̀ǫ gots’ǫ tso dèk’ǫ̀ǫ nıı̀chı̀. 
Nǫ̀gha eyıts’ǫ wets’èkeè gokwı̀ t’aı̨tł’a t’à yahɂǫ̀ nàgı̨ı̨tł’ı, ełaàgı̨ı̨dè. 

Nǫ̀gha weza hàtǫmǫgeède, ts’ı gǫwà-lea nàı̨ɂa k’e dekegı̨̀ı̨̀de. Yamozha 
ełaàgoı̨hwhı-le gedı nàdageetı̀. K’achı̨ dǫ ts’edè ha-le gha goyatıı̀ k’èts’edı̀ 
ha gedı.

Hagedı t’à Yamozha gık’e zǫ nàı̨htł’a t’à gıkè ı̨t’ǫą xè dekòo ayı̨̀ı̨̀là, eyıts’ǫɂǫ̀ 
nǫ̀gha wekè hanı̀ wègaat’ı̨ dııdzęę̀ ts’ǫ̀.

Getse, sıı̀ gı̨ı̨tsèe t’à gı̨ı̨ghǫ̀ gots’ǫ dehko ts’ı k’e hodàı̨lı̨. 

“Ełaànaxèehwho-le nı̨dè segha ayı̀ı dàahłè-ha,” 
Yamozha gòhdı.

“K’achı̨ wıızı̀ı dǫ ełats’ehde ha-le eyıts’ǫ godehkoò 
nàèdı aaht’ı̨ ha eyıts’ò dechı̨dzèh wet’à k’ıtǫ eyıts’ǫ 
k’ıelà naahdzè ha, tı weyı̀ı ade ha-le gha,” Nògha 
hagedı.

Yamozha gok’èhòı̨ɂǫ hanı̀kò nageedè agole kwe 
edeɂı̨k’ǫǫ̀ t’à nechà-lea agǫ̀ǫ̀là, eyıt’à dııdzęę̀ ts’ǫ̀ 
Nǫ̀gha negechà-le hǫt’e. 

Hòt’a 
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The Raven and the Stolen Caribou

Tatsǫ̀ Ekwǫ̀ Dèht’ı̨

As told by David Chocolate
As told by David Chocolate

dawna
Highlight



Long ago, when the earth was still new, it is said that all 
animals lived like people. They spoke and thought like 
people and changed into animal forms when they needed 
to do something special.

Raven, too, was a man and he was the only animal  
to fly. The other birds and ducks had no wings.  
When Raven flew he could see things happening far 
away. This made Raven wise. He could see the bush 
and the Barrenland all at once. People respected Raven 
as a king and a prophet.

Although Raven was wise and respected like a king 
and a prophet, his mind was full of mischief and he loved to trick people.  
As he flew over the land he looked for mischief to make and tricks to play.

One day Raven flew over a village of animal people. As he circled above the 
teepees he saw Fox and Bear, Duck and Wolf, Marten and the Elder Woman. 
The animal people were busy making dry meat, tanning hides, and sewing 
clothes with all the good things that the caribou gave them. No one in the 
village was hungry.

“This looks like a good place to live for a 
while,” Raven thought. “These people have 
plenty of everything.”

The Raven and the Stolen Caribou
As told by David Chocolate
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Dakwe whaà ı̨łaà dèe gogòò xè gòɂǫ ekò tıch’aàdı̀ı hazǫǫ̀ 
done lanı̀ geeda ı̨lè, ts’edı. Done lanı̀ gogede eyıts’ǫ done lanı̀ 
nànıgedè ı̨lè. Ts’àhots’ehtsı̨ı̨ gı̨ı̨wǫ nı̨dè tıch’aàdı̀ı gı̀ı̀hłè.

Tatsǫ̀ ededı̨ sı dǫ ı̨lè, tıch’aàdı̀ı hazǫǫ̀ gha ededı̨ zǫ k’et’a ha  
dı̀ı̀-le. Chı̨ą eyıts’ǫ det’ǫ geı̨ts’ǫǫ̀ whı̀le ı̨lè. Tatsǫ̀ k’et’a 
nıdè nıwà dàgot’ı̨ sı̀ı yeghàeda, eyı yet’à gǫǫzǫ. Dechı̨nı 
eyıts’ǫ̨ hozı̀ı hazǫǫ̀ ehghà wegha wègaat’ı̨. Dǫ gha gǫǫzǫ 
t’à k’àowocho lanı̀ eyıts’ǫ nakwenàoɂǫǫ dǫǫ̀ gı̀ı̀t’ı̨.

Tatsǫ̀ gǫǫzǫ t’à k’àowocho eyıts’ǫ nakwenàoɂǫǫ dǫǫ̀ 
gı̀ı̀t’ı̨ kò wını̀ eghǫyaeɂàa zǫ elı̨. Dǫ k’e ts’àhohtsı̨ 
ghaewı̨. Įdòo dè gote k’et’a nı̨dè ts’àhohtsı̨ xè dànı̀ 
dǫ ghǫ yaeɂà ha sı̀ı yeka k’eta.

Įłàà Tatsǫ̀ tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ nàgedèe gote k’et’a. Gınıhbàa godo ets’aèht’ò 
làà Nǫgèe, Sah, Det’ǫ, eyıts’ǫ Dı̀ga, Wha eyıts’ǫ Ts’èko Ɂǫhdaà goaɂı̨. 
Tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ yàgı̨ı̨lı̨ı̨ sı̀ı gıgha lah łǫ. Bògǫǫ̀ gehtsı̨, ewò gehwhe, goht’ǫ 
nàgeelı eyıts’ǫ ekwǫ̀ gots’ǫ t’ası̀ı łǫ gehtsı̨. Dǫ wıızı̀ı bò dę wheda-le.

Tatsǫ̀ hanıwǫ, “Whaà-lea ts’ǫ̀ jǫ nàhdè ha hǫı̨zı̨ 
lanı̀. Tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ nezı̨ı̨̀ nàgedè xè t’ası̀ı łǫ 
gıts’ǫ, gını nàhde ha,” hanıwǫ. 

Tatsǫ̀ Ekwǫ̀ Dèht’ı̨
As told by David Chocolate
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So, Raven picked a spot not far from the village and built  
a home for himself. Every day Raven walked to the village  
to visit the people. He sat in their teepees and told them strange  
stories of things he had seen when he flew high in the sky. 

Each day, Fox and Bear, Wolf and Marten, Duck and the other  
men headed out through the bush to the Barrenlands for caribou.  
Each day, they returned with all the meat the village could eat,  
and more. Each day, Raven walked into the village from the west  
and acted wise with his strange stories of things he had seen as  
he flew. And the animal people thought life was very good.

Then, one day, Fox and Bear came home from the hunt without caribou.

“We tramped all day and followed many tracks, but we never saw a caribou,” 
they said.

“You were unlucky,” said the village people. “Maybe tomorrow the caribou 
will come.”

The next day, Wolf and Marten came home from the hunt without caribou.

“We tramped all day and followed a few tracks, 
but we never even saw a lost calf,” they said.

“You were unlucky,” said the village people. 
“Maybe tomorrow the caribou will come.” 

But, the next day, all the hunters came home 
empty handed.

“We tramped all day and never even saw a track 
in the mud or snow,” they said.

“You were unlucky,” sighed the village people. 
“Maybe tomorrow...”
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Eyıt’à Tatsǫ̀ tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ gogà nıwà-lea edegha nàdèe  
k’è gòhtsı̨. Dzęę taàt’eè Tatsǫ̀, tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ gots’ǫ̀ kǫ̀taetła.  
Gogà nıhbàa yı̀ı wheda, goxè godo. Yat’a dagǫǫwà k’et’a  
gots’ǫ enıı̀ya łǫ ghàı̨dàa sı̀ı t’à goxè godo.

Dzęę taàt’eè Nǫgèe eyıts’ǫ Sah, Dı̀ga eyıts’ǫ Wha, Det’ǫ eyıts’ǫ  
tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ ekwǫ̀ dechı̨nı nageedè, nàgezè gha hozı̀ı ts’ǫ̀ geedè.  
Dzęę taàt’eè dǫ nezı̨ shègezhe gha bò łǫ nı̀agele. Dzęę taàt’e Tatsǫ̀  
dą̀ą̀ ts’onèe gots’ǫ gpts’ǫ̀ naedà. Nıwà k’et’a gots’ǫ enıı̀ya godıı̀  
aɂı̨ı̨ sı̀ı t’à gǫǫzǫǫ̀ k’ehoɂa xè goxè godo. Eyıt’à Tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀  
nezı̨ı̨̀ goxè gòɂǫ gı̨ı̨wǫ.

Įlàà, ı̨łè dzęę̀ k’e Nǫgèe eyıt’sǫ Sah nàgezè kò ekwǫ̀ gıaɂı̨-le t’à bò dę 
nı̀agı̨ı̨de.

“Dzęę ghàà ekwǫ̀keè łǫ k’è k’ets’adè hanı̀kò ekwǫ̀ wıızı̀ı ts’àɂı̨ı̨̀-le,” gedı. 

Nàgedèe dǫǫ̀ gots’ǫ̀ hagedı, “Dıı dzęę̀ k’e naxıts’ǫ̀ hoedı-le, edahxǫ satsǫ 
ekwǫ̀ jǫ naeɂà ha tahkò,” gedı. 

Ek’èdaıdzęę̀ k’e Dı̀ga eyıts’ǫ Wha nàgezè gots’ǫ ekwǫ̀ dę nı̀agı̨ı̨dè. 

“Dzęę ghàà k’ets’adè, ekwǫ̀keè łǫ-lea k’è 
k’ets’adè hanı̀kò ekwǫ̀chıa kòo ts’aɂı̨ı̨̀-le” gedı. 

“Naxıts’ǫ̀ hoedıı̀-le t’à hǫt’e,” nàgedèe dǫǫ̀ 
gògedı. “Edahxǫ satsǫ ekwǫ̀ naeɂà ha tahkò,” 
gedı. 

Haǹıkò ek’èdaıdzęę̀ k’achı̨ nàzèedǫǫ̀ ası̀ı wıızı̀ı 
nıàgı̨ı̨ɂǫǫ̀-le.

“Dzęę ghàà k’ets’adè, ɂehtł’è eyıts’ǫ zah nı̨ 
ası̀ıkeè wıızı̀ı ts’aɂı̨ı̨̀-le,” gedı. 

“Naxıts’ǫ̀ hoedıı̀-le t’à hǫt’e,” nagedèe dǫǫ̀ 
gògedı. “Edahxǫ satsǫ...”
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Each day, the hunters went out for 
caribou. Each day, they tramped 
farther and farther, only to come 
home tired and empty handed. The 
dry meat bags each family had 
stored in their teepees got emptier 
and emptier. The animal people got 
more and more worried.

“Where have the caribou gone?” they asked as they cut the dry meat into 
smaller and smaller pieces each day. “Soon we will have nothing to eat.” 

Each morning, Raven walked into the village from the west and chose a 
different teepee to visit with his strange stories. Each day, Raven was given 
a small piece of drymeat like everyone else in the village.

One day, Raven visited the Bear’s teepee.

“When I fly I can see far,” Raven boasted as he  
was about to reach for the tiny piece of drymeat  
Bear had cut for him. 

Bear asked Raven, “Have you seen any  
caribou when you fly?”

“Oh no. I have seen no caribou,” Raven said,  
and he quickly flew away without his piece of dry meat.
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Dzęę taàt’eè nàzèdǫǫ̀ ekwǫ̀ gha 
nageedè. Dzęę taàt’eè denahk’e 
gǫǫwà k’egedè. Nı̀agıdè nı̨dè 
sıı̀ nègı̨̨ı̨tsǫ xè whı̨̀ı̨nı̀agıdè. 
Gıts’ǫ etsı̨̀wò weyı̀ı bògǫǫ̀ whı̀le 
agodaade Bògǫǫ̀ denahk’e whı̀le 
agodaade t’à tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ 
denahk’e nànıgedè agedzà.

“Ekwǫ̀ edı̨ı̨̀ ts’ǫ̀ geède?” gedı. Įłè dzęę̀ gıghò shèzee gha bògǫǫ̀ nechà-lea 
edegha xàgehwhe. “Whaà-le-t’ıı̀ ası̀ı gowàhodı ha-le,” gedı.

K’omoòdǫ taàt’eè Tatsǫ̀ dą̀ą̀ ts’ǫǫ̀hk’e gots’ǫ gots’ǫ̀ naedà. Gots’àtła taàt’eè 
nıhbàa eładı̨ ts’ǫ̀ at’ı̨ gà enıı̀ya godıı̀ t’à goxè godo. Dzęę taàt’eè dǫ hazǫǫ̀ 
goxèht’eè bògǫǫ̀ necha-lea gıghàedı. 

Įłàà Tatsǫ̀, Sah wenıhbàa ts’ǫ̀ èhtła. 

Tatsǫ̀ xàdahodı̀ hadı, “Yat’a k’eht’a nı̨dè nıwà ts’ǫ̀  
segha xègaat’ı̨,” hadıı̀ t’a bògǫǫ̀ necha-lea Sah  
yegha xàı̨hwhoo ts’ǫ̀ dadıı̀tso. 

Sah dayeehke, “Keı̨t’a nıdè ası̨̀ı̨̀ ekwǫ̀ neɂı̨?”  
yèhdı. 

“Į̀le, ekwǫ̀ wıızı̀ı ɂehɂı̨̀-le,” hadı. Tatsǫ̀ hadı  
ts’ǫ̀-et’ıı̀ nıı̀ht’o, webògǫǫ̀ aı̀ɂǫ.
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The next day, as Raven was visiting Marten’s teepee, 
Fox and Bear, Wolf and the other hunters stopped by.

“Raven, you are a wise man,” said Wolf. “Tell us. 
Where have the caribou gone?” Raven dropped the 
bit of dry meat Marten had given him.

“I wish I could help you, but as you can see,” said Raven, pointing to the bit 
of meat he had dropped. “I am hungry too. My fate is the same as yours.” 
And with that Raven flapped his wings and disappeared over the trees.

As the pieces of dry meat got smaller and smaller the village people got 
more and more worried and frightened.

“We will starve,” said the people, and they became suspicious of each other. 
One day, while the tiny bits of dry meat were being shared out, an argument 
broke out in the middle of the village.

“Your piece is bigger than mine!”

“You stole my piece!”

“You put pieces of rotten hide in the bag and hid the meat for yourself!”

The argument got so noisy only Wolf heard Raven flap his wings and fly off 
with two pieces of meat in his beak. Just before the argument exploded into 
a brawl, Wolf shouted, “STOP!” “Listen,” Wolf said. “If we fight each other 
we will die!”

“So what?” said a man. “We are starving anyway.”

“We must think,” said Wolf. “When did the caribou start to disappear?”

The people looked at each other and thought back to the last good caribou 
hunt. Some counted the days on their fingers. A little boy picked  
up a black feather and twirled it between his hands.
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Ek’èdaıdzęę̀ k’e Tatsǫ̀, Wha wenıhbàa ts’ǫ̀ èhtła. 
Nǫgèe eyıts’ǫ Sah, Dı̀ga eyıts’ǫ̨ nàzèedǫǫ̀, Wha gà 
goyıagı̨ı̨de.

“Tatsǫ̀ nı̨ gonezǫ anet’e,”  Dı̀ga yèhdı. “Ekwǫ̀ edı̨ı̨̀  
agedzà? Gots’ǫ̀ haı̨dı,” yèhdı t’ıı̀ Tatsǫ̨̀̀ bògǫǫ̀  
weghàɂaadı̀ı sı̀ı weehdà gots’ǫ xàdeèwò. 

“Naxıts’àhdı ha dehwhǫ hanı̀kò sı̨ sı bòghàehwhı̨,” Tatsǫ̀ hadıı̀ t’a bò 
weehdà ts’ǫ xadeèwò sı̀ı ts’ǫ̀ dakw’ıekwı. “Sı̨ sı naxı xèht’eè bò dę whıhda 
hǫt’e,” hadı ts’ǫ̀-et’ıı̀ edeı̨ts’ǫǫ̀ ı̨dòo ayı̨̀ı̨̀la gà ts’ıte ts’ǫ̀ nıı̀t’o.

Bògǫǫ̀ whı̀le adaade t’à tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ denahk’e nanıgedè xè geedzı̨ı̨̀ agedzà. 

“Bò dę t’asats’ede ha,” gedı. Bò ghǫ ełek’èch’a agedıı̀ agedzà. Įłàà bògǫǫ̀ 
necha-lea ełetaà geedıı̀ ekò hǫtsa bògǫǫ̀ ka ełets’ǫ̀ nàyagetı.

“Nı̨ senahk’e bògǫǫ̀ nechàa nets’ǫ̀.”

“Bògǫǫ̀ seghǫ neeɂı̨,” gedı. 

“Ewòht’aà ɂı̨hjıı etsı̨̀wò yı̀ı neewa hanı̀ bògǫǫ̀ edegha nàı̨hɂı̨̀,” hagedıı̀ t’a 
ełets’ǫ̀ nàyagehtı.

Hòtł’ò nàdahoowo t’à Dı̀ga zǫ Tatsǫ̀ weı̨ts’ǫǫ̀ dèekw’ǫ-t’ı̀ı yıı̀kw’o. Edeèhdà 
t’à bògǫǫ̀ nàke nı̨ı̨wa gà naet’o yaɂı̨. Tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ deɂǫ̀ ełetawhegedèe 
gokwe, Dı̀ga hǫtsa whezeh, “Hòt’a! Aàhkw’ǫǫ̀, ełetawheèts’ı̨ı̨de nı̨dè 
łaàłets’ı̀ı̀de ha ne,” gòhdı.

“Dàot’è? Bò dę asats’ede ha ne,” dǫ ı̨łè hadı.

“Wedaànıts’edè ha hǫt’e. Dàht’e ekwǫ̀ goghǫ whı̀le adzà wedaànıahdè,” 
Dı̀ga gòhdı.

Hazǫǫ̀ ełeghàgeeda. Įdè nǫde ekwǫ̀ gha nàgezèe t’à gıdaànıedè.  
Wòhdaa delakw’oǫ̀ t’a dzęh gehtà. Dǫzhıa t’ah dezǫǫ  
dè wheɂǫ neyıı̀chı̀, edılà t’à ets’ayeeɂa.
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“Raven!” said Fox. “The caribou disappeared after Raven came to visit.”

“It must be Raven,” said Marten. “He has played tricks before.”

“Where is Raven?” said Duck.

“He’s gone,” said Wolf. “But next time he visits, someone should check his 
bag.” 

The animal people put their heads together to make a plan.

“Raven always visits from the west,” said Duck.

“He always walks in,” said Marten.

“That’s right,” said Fox. “Raven never flies in. He just flies away.”

“And Raven always walks into the village without his bags,” said Elder 
Woman. “I know because he passes my teepee first.”

The village people took turns watching the trail from the west. For two days 
they watched and waited. Suddenly Duck said, “Raven is coming. My spirit 
is showing him to me through the trees.”

“Get ready,” Wolf whispered. “You know what we must do.”

Raven cawed somewhere down the trail.  
Soon he walked into the village without  
his bag and nodded his beak to the villagers.  
The people quietly pretended to be busy cutting  
their dry meat into tiny bits. Out of the corners  
of their eyes they watched to see which teepee  
Raven would visit. Raven ducked into Fox’s teepee.  
The villagers winked at each other. They all knew  
that Fox liked to ask a hundred questions. 
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“Tatsǫ̀!” Nǫgèe dèjà. “Tatsǫ̀ gots’ǫ̀ nı̀ı̀tła gots’ǫ ekwǫ̀ whı̀le adzà,” hadı.

“Tatsǫ̀ ededı̨ at’ı̨ sǫnı,” Wha hadı. “Įnèe ts’àhohtsı̨ k’alawoò ı̨lè,” dı.

 “Tatsǫ̀ weladı̀?” Det’ǫ dagoehke.

“We-ı̀le,” Dı̀ga hadı. “K’achı̨ gots’àhtła nı̨dè dǫ ı̨łè yetehmı̀ yı̀ı gok’aehta lı̀,” 
gòhdı.

Tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ dànı̀ k’ehogeɂa ha sı̀ı ghǫ ełexè gogedo.

“Tatsǫ̀ dats’ǫǫ̀ dą̀ą̀ ts’ǫǫ̀hk’e gots’ǫ gots’ǫ̀edà zǫ ne,” Det’ǫ hadı. 

“K’eda zǫ t’à goyaetła ne,” Wha hadı.

“Ehkw’ı adı ne,” Nǫgèe hadı, “Tatsǫ̀ goyaet’a hǫǫlı̨-le, xàet’a zǫ ne,” gòhdı.

“Eyıts’ǫ Tatsǫ̀ gots’àtła nıdè edetehmı̀ dę zǫ at’ı̨ ne,” Ts’èko Ɂǫhdaà hadı. 
“Senıhbaà dakwełǫ̀ǫ̀ xanaadà ts’ı̨hɂǫ̀ wek’èehsǫ ne,” hadı.

Nagedèe dǫǫ̀ dą̀ą̀ ts’ǫnèe gots’ǫ ełedageedèe t’à etǫ hogııhdı. Nàke dzęę̀ 
ts’ǫ̀ etǫ k’è nageèhɂı̨. Hǫtsa Det’ǫ hadı, “Tatsǫ̀ jǫ ts’ǫ̀ naetłe. Seɂı̨k’ǫǫ̀ t’à 
weghàehda, dechı̨nı̨ naetłe,” hadı.

“Wegha ts’atà daahkw’e,” Dı̀ga ts’èwhı̨ą hadı, “Ayı̀ı dàwets’ele ha sı̀ı 
wek’èahzǫ ne,” gòhdı.

Tatsǫ̀ etǫ k’e yaı̀zeh hǫt’e. Whaà-le et’ıı̀ kǫ̀ta  
wegoeht’ı̨, edetehmı̀ dę at’ı̨. Edeèhdà t’à dǫ  
nàdèe ts’ǫ̀ eyı̀ı̀kwı̀t’ah. Dǫ nàgedèe gıgha la łǫ  
laget’ı̨ı̨̀ bògǫǫ̀ necha-lea edegha tàgeet’à. Tatsǫ̀  
amèe wenıhbà goyaetła ha gı̨ı̨wǫ t’à dǫ edenaàhtł’à  
t’à gıxoehdı. Tatsǫ̀ hǫtsa Nǫgèe wenıhbà goyadaèhgè  
gıaɂı̨. Dǫ ełets’ǫ̀ sǫgı̨ı̨wǫ, Nǫgèe t’ası̀ı łǫ ghǫ daɂehke  
ghàewı̨ gık’èezǫ t’à.
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As soon as Raven had seated himself beside Fox’s fire the village young 
people tracked Raven’s footprints down the trail to the west. Not far from 
the village they found the spot where Raven had landed. A few steps off the 
trail they found Raven’s bag hanging on a tree. They took down the bag and 
looked inside. It was full of the most delicious caribou parts, hearts, tongues, 
kidneys, and livers. The young people emptied Raven’s bag into their own 
bags and hung it back on the tree.

When they stole back to the village the young people acted as if nothing had 
happened. Raven was still in Fox’s teepee going on and on with his strange 
stories of things he had seen as he flew. The villagers looked at the young 
people with questions in their eyes, but not a word was whispered until 
sundown when Raven’s tongue got tired at last. He got up from Fox’s fire 
and flew off into the night. 

The villagers crowded around the young people who showed them the 
caribou parts they found in Raven’s bag.

“So, this is one of Raven’s tricks,” said Wolf.  
“He knows where the caribou are.”

“Someone must follow Raven,” said Fox.

“But who?” asked Bear. “Who can follow  
Raven through the sky?”

Wolf looked at each of the village people.  
He looked at Duck. “Your spirit helped you see  
Raven come. Can your spirit show you where Raven goes?”

“I will ask my spirit,” said Duck.
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Tatsǫ̀, Nǫgèe wenıhbàa goyı̀ı kǫ̀ gà dèhkwà ts’ǫ̀-et’ıı̀ dǫ nàdèe ts’ǫ cheko 
Tatsǫ̀ wekeè k’è geèdè, dą̀ą̀ ts’ǫnèe etǫ nıɂàa sı̀ı k’è agedzà. Dǫ nàgedèe 
ts’ǫ̀ nıwà-le edı̨ı̨̀ Tatsǫ̀ dè k’e dèhtłaa sı̀ı gogı̨̀ı̨̀hɂǫ. Etǫ ts’ǫ̀ nıwaà-lea Tatsǫ̀ 
wetehmı̀ kw’ıchı̨ı̨̀ k’e daghàtł’ı̨ı̨htǫ gıaɂı̨. Weyı̀ı ekwǫ̀ ts’ǫ asıı̀ łekǫ łǫ 
dàgoòɂǫ, edzeè, ewalı, ets’oò, eyıts’ǫ ewò. Cheko, Tatsǫ̀ wetehmı̀ yı̀ı t’ası̀ı 
hazǫǫ̀ xàgı̨ı̨wa, edetehmı̀ yı̀ı gı̨ı̨wa. Eyı tł’axǫǫ̀ Tatsǫ̀ wetehmı̀wòa ts’ı k’e 
dàtł’ı̨htǫǫ̀ agı̨ı̨la. 

Cheko edekǫ̀ nı̀agı̨ı̨de ekò t’asanàhòwo-le lanı̀ k’ehogeɂa. Tatsǫ̀ ı̨łaà Nǫgèe 
wenıhbà goyı̀ı wheda, t’ası̨̀ı̨ k’et’a godıı̀ t’à ı̨łaà dǫxè godo. Dǫ nàgedèe 
sı̀ı t’asagı̨ı̨wǫ t’à cheko ghàgeeda, hanıkò sa nàı̨ɂǫ ts’ǫ̀ ı̨łę̀ę ko xàyaı̨htı-le. 
Nǫdèa Tatsǫ̀ gode ghànı̨̀ı̨tsǫ adzà t’à kǫèhtła gà nınaèt’o.

Nàgedèe dǫǫ̀ cheko mǫǫ̀ nègı̨ı̨de. Tatsǫ̀ wetehmı̀ yı̀ı ekwǫ̀ ts’ǫ ası̀ı dàtłǫ 
weyı̀ı whela sı̀ı ghàgeedaà agogı̨̀ı̨̀là.

Dı̀ga hadı, “Tatsǫ̀ dǫ ghǫ yaeɂà. Ekwǫ̀ edı̨ı̨̀ ts’ǫ̀ geèlèe sı̀ı yek’èezǫ kò adı̨ 
nǫǫ̀,” gòhdı.

Nǫgèe hadı, “Dǫ ı̨łè Tatsǫ̀ k’èetła ha sı̀ghà?” gòhdı.

“Amèe hadzàa lı̀? Amèe Tatsǫ̀ k’è yat’a  
k’et’a lı̀?” Sah yèhdı.

Dı̀ga dǫ nàgedèe hazǫǫ̀ goghàı̨dà. Det’ǫ ghàı̨dà  
tł’axǫǫ̀ hadı, “Neɂı̨k’ǫǫ̀ nets’àdı t’à Tatsǫ̀ jǫ  
ts’ǫ̀ naetłe weghàı̨da ı̨lè. Edı̨ı̨̀ Tatsǫ̀ k’et’aa sı̀ı ası̨̀ı̨̀  
neɂı̨k’ǫǫ̀ nets’ǫ̀ hadı ha dı̀ı̀-le?” Dı̀ga yèhdı.

“Seɂı̨k’ǫǫ̀ dawııhke,” Det’ǫ hadı. 
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Duck closed his eyes and saw Raven checking his empty bag on the tree.  
He heard Raven squawk and saw him flap his wings and take off over the 
tree tops.

“I see Raven flying south,” Duck said.

His eyes were still closed, but he turned his face  
south to better see Raven in his vision. The villagers  
looked into the southern sky, but they saw nothing.  
They saw Duck start to turn around with his eyes  
still shut.

“Raven has turned around,” Duck said “Now his is  
flying north. He must be trying to trick me.” Duck faced north,  
shielding his closed eyes with his hand, as if he was looking into the sun.

“I’m losing him,” he said. “My vision is fading.”

“What can we do?” asked Wolf.

“Rub ash from the fire on my eyes,” said Duck.

Elder woman picked up a handful of ash and rubbed it on Duck’s closed 
eyes.

“Can you see now?” asked Marten.

“Not yet,” said Duck. “No, wait, I’m starting to see. Yes, I can see Raven 
now. He is still flying north. No, he’s turning again. Now he’s flying east.”

“The Barrenland are east,” said Fox.

Duck watched Raven fly east for a long way. Duck’s vision began to fade 
again and Elder Woman rubbed ash on his eye lids. Duck’s vision became 
strong again.
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Det’ǫ dedaà dèhts’ò. Tatsǫ̀ ts’ı k’e edetehmı̀ yı̀ı k’eet’ı̨̀ yaɂı̨. Tatsǫ̀ hòtl’ò 
whezeh, hanı̀ et’ıı̀ ts’ıte ts’ǫ̀ nıı̀t’o.

Det’ǫ hadı, “Tatsǫ̀ sazı̨ ts’ǫ̀ naet’a weghàehda,” hadı. 

Det’ǫ ı̨łaà dèhts’ò hanı̀kò sazı̨ ts’ǫ̀ ets’aaɂa, denahk’e  
nezı̨ı̨̀ Tatsǫ̀ wegha wègaat’ı̨ ha t’à. Tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ sazı̨  
ts’ǫ̀ k’egeet’ı̨̀ hanı̀kò t’ası̀ı gıgha xègaat’ı̨-le. Det’ǫ ı̨łaà  
dèhts’ò et’ıı̀ ets’aetłe gıghàeda.

“Tatsǫ̀ ets’aèhtła,” Det’ǫ hadı. “Chı̨k’èe ts’ǫ̀ naet’a.  
Seghǫ yaeɂà ha hoèhdzà at’ı̨ ne sǫnı,” hadı. Det’ǫ chı̨k’èe  
ts’ǫ̀ naɂa, wegha sadeè nàtso lat’ı̨, edı̨là t’à edenazhıı whohdı̀ 

“Tatsǫ̀ wègoèht’ı̨̀-le adaade, senazhı xègoèht’ı̨̀-le agodaade,” Det’ǫ hadı.

Dı̀ga hadı, “Ayı̀ı dàts’ele ha neewǫ?” yèhdı. 

“Tł’ą̀ą gots’ǫ t’èè sedaà k’eı̨hchı,” Det’ǫ yèhdı. 

Ts’èko Ɂǫhdaà t’èè yenawò k’eèhtso.

“Ası̨̀ı̨̀ negha xègaat’ı̨?” Wha yèhdı.	

“Įłaà-le,” Det’ǫ́ hadı. Hǫtsa hanaedı,“ K’àà, segha xègaat’ı̨ı̨̀ adaade. Hęɂę, 
Tatsǫ̀ wègaat’ı̨, ı̨łaà chı̨k’èe ts’ǫ̀ naet’a. Į̀lè, k’achı̨ k’àbatsǫ̀ ts’ǫ̀ ets’aèht’o,” 
hadı.

“K’abatsǫ̀ nı̨dè hozı̀ı hǫt’e,” Nǫgèe hadı.

Det’ǫ, Tatsǫ̀ k’àbatsǫ̀ ts’ǫ̀ nıwà naet’a yeghàeda. K’achı̨ Det’ǫ wenazhıı 
xègaat’ı̨-le agodaade. K’achı̨ Ts’èko Ɂǫhdaà t’èè yenawò k’eèhtso. K’achı̨ 
Det’ǫ wenazhıı xènagoèht’ı̨̀. 
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“Raven is still flying east, he’s heading for something large and white.”

“What is it?” asked Wolf.

“It is shaped like a big teepee,” said Duck. “Oh no, I’ve lost him! Raven 
must have landed near it. I don’t see anywhere around.”

“Are you sure?” asked Wolf.

“I’m sure,” said Duck. “Raven must live in that big white teepee.”

“Come back to camp now,” said Wolf. “Can you see a shorter path to come 
back so we can follow it quickly tomorrow? We have no food and soon we 
will starve.”

“With the help of my spirit, I will do my best,” said Duck.

Then he brushed away the ash and opened his eyes.  
Duck looked tired, like he had travelled a long way.

Early the next morning, before sunrise, Fox and Bear,  
Wolf and Marten, and the other hunters started on their  
journey toward the giant white teepee Duck had seen  
in his vision. Now Duck’s spirit vision showed them  
a shortcut through the bush. Even so, they tramped all day  
and the sun was ready to set by the time they reached it.

“It’s as big as a mountain,” whispered the hunters as they tiptoed around the 
edge of the teepee. “Where ever did Raven find such long poles? Where ever 
did he find so many hides?”
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“Tatsǫ̀ ı̨łaà k’àbatsǫ̀ ts’ǫ̀ naet’a,” Det’ǫ hadı. “T’ası̀ı nechàa xè degoo ts’ǫ̀ 
naet’a,” hadı.

“Ayı̀ı ne?” Dı̀ga yèhdı.

“Nıhbàa nechàa lanı̀ wègaat’ı̨, Det’ǫ hadı. Hǫtsah wègoèht’ı̨̀-le agòdzà. 
Nıhbàa gà nıwà-lea dèhtła t’à hǫt’e sǫnı. Segha wègoèht’ı̨-le,” Det’ǫ hadı.

“Hotıı̀ ɂehkw’ı aı̨dı nı̨̀?” Dı̀ga yèhdı.

“Ehkw’ı aesı̨,” Det’ǫ yèhdı. “Tatsǫ̀ nıhbàa degoo nechàa ts’ǫ̀elè sǫnı,” hadı.

“Įdè nàts’edèe ts’ǫ̀ anaąde,” Dı̀ga yèhdı. “Ası̨ı̨ jǫ ts’ǫ̀ etǫ nek’ǫa gǫ̀hłı̨? 
Hanı̨-ı̨dè satsǫ ı̨whąą̀ wek’è anats’ııdè ha dı̀ı̀-le. Bò gots’ǫ-le agòdzà, whaà-
le-t’ıı̀ bò dę t’asats’ede ha ne,” yèhdı.

“Seɂı̨k’ǫǫ̀ sets’àdı t’à hahde ha dı̀ı̀-le,” Det’ǫ hadı. 

T’èè edenawò k’e whı̀le ayı̨̀ı̨̀là gà k’eet’ı̨̀.  
Det’ǫ, t’ası̨̀ı̨ nıwà nàhtła lanı̀ nènıtsǫǫ̀ wègaat’ı̨. 

Satsǫ k’omǫǫ̀dǫǫ̀ et’ıı̀ sa xàɂà kwe, Nǫgèe eyıts’ǫ Sah,  
Dı̀ga eyıts’ǫ Wha, Det’ǫ eyıts’ǫ Nàzèedǫǫ̀ gı̨ı̨lı̨ı̨ ekǫ  
tł’ǫhbacho degoo Det’ǫ wenazhıı wègoèht’ı̨̀ı̨ ı̨lèe  
ts’ǫ̀ geède. Det’ǫ weɂı̨k’ǫǫ̀ yets’àdı t’à dechı̨nı etǫ nek’ǫa  
k’è geède. Hanı̀kò dechı̨nı dzęęghàà k’egıadè. Sa nàdaaɂa  
tł’ǫhbacho nàı̨ɂa ghǫ nègı̨ı̨de ekò.

“Tł’ǫhbàa shı̀h laı̨htso,” nàzèedǫǫ̀ ı̨łı̨̀ą ełets’ǫ̀ hagedıı̀, ts’èhwhı̨ą tł’ǫhbàa 
wemǫǫ̀ k’egedè. “Tatsǫ̀ edı̨ı̨̀ gots’ǫ̀ wha nedèe ayı̨̀ı̨̀la? Eyıts’ǫ edı̨ı̨ gots’ǫ 
ewò haàtłǫ ayı̨̀ı̨̀là sǫnı?” hałègeedı.
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Suddenly, they came upon an opening in the hide wall. It was dark, like the 
opening to a cave in the side of the mountain. The hunters were cold and 
tired from their long journey.

“Let’s make a camp here,” said Wolf. “We must decide what to do next.”

“We must use our spirits,” said Duck. “We must use our spirits to scout 
Raven’s teepee before we go in.”

Duck closed his eyes. The hunters closed their eyes. The spirits took their 
vision into the giant teepee. The giant teepee was crowded with caribou. 
The caribou could not escape because the opening was blocked by a small 
shelter. Inside the shelter they saw Raven beside the fire on a bed of hides, 
sleeping. Across from him, Raven’s parents slept near the small entrance.

Wolf looked at his cousin, Fox. “I will send you into the teepee. Sneak into 
the shelter and wag your tail in the fire. Then crawl under Raven’s bed and 
set fire to the north side of the teepee.”

Fox looked at Wolf. He looked at the hungry animal people. Then he stole 
into Raven’s shelter and did as he was told. In no time at all Fox came 
dashing out of the entrance, the tip of his tail flaming like a torch. Raven’s 
shelter crashed down behind him.

“Get out of the way!” Fox yelled. “Here they come!”
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Hǫtsah sı̨̀ı̨̀ tł’ohbàa goyagoòɂàa k’è ghǫ nègı̨ı̨de. Goyı̀ı togoòtł’òo, shı̀h 
goyı̀agǫǫ̀ɂà lagǫ̀ht’e. Nàzèdoǫ̀ nıwà nàgede t’à gıgha edza xè nègı̨ı̨tsǫ.

“Jǫ xàgots’ııhk’ǫ̀,” Dı̀ga hadı. 

“Gots’ǫ ı̨k’ǫǫ̀ t’à ats’et’ı̨ zǫ̨ t’à ha hǫt’e,” Det’ǫ hadı. “Goyıats’eedè kwe 
ı̨k’ǫǫ̀ t’à Tatsǫ̀ wenıhbàa goyı̀ı k’ets’eet’ı̨̀ ha hǫt’e,” hadı. 

Det’ǫ dedaà dèhts’ò eyıts’ǫ nàzèedǫǫ̀ ededı̨ sı ededaà geèhts’ò. Įk’ǫǫ̀ t’à 
tł’ǫhbàa nechàa goyı̀ı k’egeet’ı̨̀. Tł’ǫhbàa nechàa yı̀ı ekwǫ̀ dàgoòɂǫ nǫǫ̀. 
Tı̨dà wets’ǫda kǫ̀a enènı̨̀ı̨ɂǫ t’à ekwǫ̀ xàgeedè ha dı̀ı̀. Eyı kǫ̀ą goyı̀ı Tatsǫ̀ kǫ̀ 
gà ewò ełeka tèwhela k’e whetı̨ gıaɂı̨. Tatsǫ̀ wetadà tı̨dà gǫchà-lea gà wetà 
eyıts’ǫ wemǫ gete.

Dı̀ga, edèot’ı̨ Nǫgèe ghą̀ı̨dà, hayèhdı, “Nı̨ tł’ǫhbàa goyaı̨tła. Nàdı̨ı̨ɂı̨̀ą t’à 
kǫ̀ą goyaı̨tła gà netsè kǫ̀ k’e ı̨̀nǫǫ̀ aneh’ı̨. Tatsǫ̀ weèhte tł’a dexaı̨tła gà 
tł’ǫhbàacho goyı̀ı chı̨k’è ts’onèe kǫ̀-ı̨̨̀htła.

Nǫgèe, Dı̀ga ghàı̨dà, eyıts’ǫ tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ degeèhdı̀ı goghàeda. Eyı tł’axǫǫ̀ 
Tatsǫ̀ wekǫ̀a goyaèhch’ı̀ gà ayı̀ı dàąle gıı̀hdıı sı̀ı hayı̨̀ı̨̀là. Whaà-le-t’ıı̀ tı̨dà 
gots’ǫ Nǫgèe xàjıèhtła, wechè welǫ kǫ̀ dèk’ǫ̀. Įdè wechı̨̀t’a Tatsǫ̀ wekǫ̀ą 
hodàèhtł’ı.

“Ets’èɂǫ̀ aahde! Ekwǫ̀ ekǫ xàtı̨mogeedè,” hadı whezeh.
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The earth shuddered as the caribou trampled 
Raven’s shelter as they rushed out. Some of 
the hunters turned to run, but Wolf, being the 
bravest of them all, quickly shouted orders.

“Kill enough caribou to last the winter! But no 
more.”

When the hunt was done and the last caribou had escaped from the giant 
teepee, the animal people searched the debris from the wrecked shelter, but 
there was no Raven to be seen.

After this, the women arrived and they set up their teepees. During that 
evening and all next day the people were busy with the meat.

Then the next evening, just before bedding down, they noticed the camp was 
very quiet. There was no one cawing on and on with strange stories of things 
he had seen as he flew through the sky.

“We can’t live without the Raven,” said 
some of the people.

“What can we do?” asked Wolf.

“Let’s ask Elder Woman,” said Duck.

So, they went to Elder Woman who was 
still busy cutting caribou meat into long thin strips.

“We can’t live without Raven,” said Wolf. “How can we bring him back?”

Elder Woman thought for a while. “If you feel you can’t live without Raven, 
you could try this. Go to Raven’s smashed shelter and gather the feathers 
from among the debris,” she said.
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Ekwǫ̀, Tatsǫ̀ wekǫ̀ą tegeède t’à dèè hòtł’ò 
nàgoeda. Nazèedǫǫ̀ wòhdaa tı̨mogeèhde hanı̀kò 
Dı̀ga gonahk’e wedzeè nàtso t’à gots’ǫ̀ ezeh hadı,

“Xoghà wet’à ts’eeda gha ekwǫ̀ ełaahde, hanı̀kò 
deɂǫ̀ ekwǫ̀ ełaahde-le.” Gòhdı.

Ekwǫ̀ ełaàgı̨ı̨hdè tł’axǫǫ̀, eyıts’ǫ ekwǫ̨̀ hǫt’ıı̀ 
xàèhɂàa tł’axǫǫ̀ tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ Tatsǫ̀ wekǫ̀ą wetagǫı̨tł’ı ta k’egeeta, hanı̀kò 
Tatsǫ̀ wègoèht’ı̨̀-le.

Eyı tł’axǫǫ̀ ts’èko nègı̨ı̨de, edenıhbàa nàgı̨ı̨kwı. Eyı xèhts’ǫ̀ eyıts’ǫ satsǫ 
dzęę ghàà bò sıı̀gehɂı̨̨̀ t’à gıgha la łǫ.

Ek’èdaıtoò,tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ geetèe kwe dǫ nàdèe k’è t’asagodı-le. Tatsǫ̀ nı̨wà 
gots’ǫ enıı̀ya godıı̀ t’à goxè godo xè yaı̀zeh là, esagodıı̀-le.

“Tatsǫ̀ wedę ts’eeda ha dı̀ı̀,” tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ wòhdaa hagedı.

“Ayı̀ı dàts’ı̨ı̨làa lı̀?” Dı̀ga gòhdı.

“Ts’èko Ɂǫhdaà dawets’ııhke,” Det’ǫ hadı.

Eyıt’à Ts’èko Ɂǫhdaà ts’ǫ̀ geèhɂà ı̨łaà bò 
nedèe tàehwhe k’e eghàlaeda ı̨lè.

“Tatsǫ̀ wedę ts’eeda ha dı̀ı̀. Dànı̀ gots’ǫ̀ 
anawets’ı̨̀ı̨̀làa lı̀?” Dı̀ga yèhdı.

Ts’èko Ɂǫhdaà whaà-lea ts’ǫ̀ yeghǫ nànıwo tł’axǫǫ̀ hadı, “Tatsǫ̀ wedę 
ɂaahda ha dı̀ı̀ t’ıı̀ ɂaahdı nı̨dè dıı weahdzà. Tatsǫ̀ wekǫ̀ gotaı̨tł’ıı ekǫ weta 
gots’ǫ wechoò hazǫǫ̀ nàahtsı̨̀,” gòhdı.
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The End

The people scratched through the debris and collected every bit of feather 
they could find. Even so, they collected barely a handful. Wolf pressed the 
feathers together into one bundle and gave them to Elder Woman. Elder 
Woman put the feather bundle inside her clothing and went to bed.

The next morning, when 
Elder Woman woke up, Raven 
was sleeping in the bed beside 
her. The animal people were 
very happy to see him alive again. 
Raven became a man again, but his 
parents never did return. Soon, Raven 
was cawing on and on with his strange 
stories of things he had seen as he flew, 
looking for mischief to make and tricks to play.

However, to make sure Raven would never starve the people again, Wolf 
gave him a word, “For what you have done to us you will never kill another 
animal in the future. You will always depend on the waste from the dogs.”

To this day, you never hear of Raven killing anything to feed himself. As for 
Fox, since the day he set fire to Raven’s bed, the hair on the tip of his tail is 
black.

Note: Retyped by M. Siemens, May 15, 2017
Edited by V. Mackenzie
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Hòt’a 

Eyıt’à tıts’aàdı-dǫǫ̀ kǫ̀ą nàgoı̨tł’ıı weta gots’ǫ wechoò łǫǫ̀-lea golatł’aà 
laàtłǫ nàgı̨ı̨htsı̨. Dı̀ga eyı̀ı choh ełeyeèhdı̀ı ayı̨̀ı̨̀làa sı̀ı Ts’èko Ɂǫhdaà 
ghàyı̨ı̨wa. Ts’èko Ɂǫhdaà choh edet’àı̨wa, hanı̀ yexè dèètı̨. 

K’omoòdǫǫ̀ Ts’èko Ɂǫhdaà 
ts’ı̨ı̨wo là Tatsǫ̀ yegà whetı̨ nǫǫ̀. 
Tatsǫ̀ k’achı̨ eda t’à tıts’aàdı̀ı-
doǫ̀ gınà. Tatsǫ̀ k’achı̨ dǫ nahdlı̨ 
hanı̀kò wemǫ eyıts’ǫ wetà gots’ǫ̀ 
anagejà-le. Whaà-le- t’ıı̀ Tatsǫ̀ naı̀zeh 
hǫt’e, enıı̀ya godıı̀ t’à dǫ xè godo. Yat’a 
k’et’a, dǫ k’e ts’àhotsı̨ ha k’eeta.

Hanı̀kò Tatsǫ̀ k’achı̨ tıts’aàdı̀ı-dǫǫ̀ gha bò 
whı̀le hohtsı̨ ha-le gha Dı̀ga yatı yeghàı̨ɂǫ, “Hoı̀la gots’ǫ̀ eghàlaneedà k’èxa 
jǫ gots’ǫ idaà tıts’aàdı̀ı wıızı̀ı ełaı̨hwhı ha-le. Tłı̨ yeghàɂeèɂàa sı̀ı zǫ nedè 
ha,” yèhdı.

Eyıt’à dıı dzęę ts’ǫ̀ Tatsǫ̀ t’ası̀ı ełaı̨hwho ts’edı ghǫ ts’ıı̀kw’o whı̀le. Nǫgèe 
ededı̨ sı̀ı, Tatsǫ̀ weèhte yek’enı̨ı̨hk’ǫ gots’ǫ wetsèlǫ weghà dezǫ hǫt’e.

Note: Retyped by M. Siemens, May 15, 2017
Edited by V. Mackenzie
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Who is Yamozha?

Amıı̀ Yamozha ne?
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Who is Yamozha?
Text from George Blondin/PWNHC website

The word “Yamozha “ means “he who travels” or “he travelled around (it)”.

“A long time ago, when the world was new, a lot of strange things happened. 
A lot of people had medicine power, but most of the people had no medicine 
power. They were normal people, just like you and I, but they were able 
to hear and see what medicine power could do. Yamozha was perhaps the 
most powerful medicine power person throughout history. He was able to 
fly anywhere with the spirits. He was able to go from place to place very 
quickly. He could talk to any animal or bird, with no problem. He could 
make himself into an animal if he wanted to.” (Quote by George Blondin)
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“Yamozha” ts’edıı dè “Wek’ehoowo” hanı̀-le dè “Dıı dè wemǫǫ̀ 
wek’ehoowo” ts’edıı̀ ats’edı.

Akwee whaà dè gogoò ekò ası̀ı łǫ sı̀dı̀ k’ehòewo ı̨lè. Dǫ łǫ ı̨k’ǫǫ̀ gıts’ǫ ı̨lè 
Hanı̀kò dǫ deɂǫ̀atłǫ ı̨k’ǫǫ̀ gıts’ǫ nıı̀le. Ekı̀ı goxèht’e dǫ lagı̨ı̨t’e hanı̀kò ı̨k’ǫǫ̀ 
xè dàgot’ı̨ı̨ sı̀ı geèhkw’ǫ xè gıghaeda ha dı̀ı̀-le. Įnèe whaà gots’ǫ Yamozha 
dǫ hazǫǫ̀ nahkè ı̨k’ǫǫ̀ t’à nàtso ı̨lè. Įnı̀ t’à t’alàa sı̀ı ts’ǫ̀ ı̨whąą̀ wek’ehoowo. 
Tıts’aàdı̀ı t’ahoòzı̨ı̨ hanı̀-le dè yat’a k’edèe ts’ǫ̀ gode ha dı̀ı̀-le. Tıts’aàdı̀ı 
naı̀łè ha nı̨wǫ dè hade ha dı̀ı̀-le. Tıts’aàdı̀ı dànı̀ k’ehogeɂa ha hanı̀-le dè ayı̀ı 
agı̨ı̨t’e edek’ègeezǫ-le.

Amıı̀ Yamozha ne?
Text from George Blondin/PWNHC website
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Yamozha wanted things to be better in the world. Things were not peaceful, 
and people and animals did not know how to act or who they were. It was 
Yamozha who told the people and animals where they should live and what 
they should use.

He made laws for everyone. Yamozha taught the animals the laws and when 
they should give themselves to the people. Both the people and the animals 
knew the laws.

Yamozha made the land safe for people to travel.

The End
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Yamǫzha dǫ eyıts’ǫ tıts’aàdı̀ı gots’ǫ̀ goı̨de, adı̨ı̨̀ nàgedè ha eyıts’ǫ ayı̀ı t’à 
get’ı̨ı̨ ha sı̀ı gots’ǫ hadı.

Dǫ hazǫǫ̀ gha nàowo whèhtsı̨ Yamozha nàowo tıts’aàdı̀ı ghàgoehtǫ eyıts’ǫ 
dàht’e dè dǫ ghàdegı̀htè ha. Dǫ eyıts’ǫ tıts’aàdı̀ı ı̨̀łak’aà nàowo k’ègeezǫ ı̨łè.

Yamozha, dǫ k’ehohde gha dè xè ts’èwhı̨ı̨̀ hòɂǫ ayı̨̀ı̨̀là.

Hòt’a 

87
Tłı̨chǫ Whaèhdǫǫ̀ Godıı̀ Ełexè Whela – Enı̨htł’è Įłè
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Woman and the Pups
Version One (Modified)

Collected and Translated by Virginia Football

One day an old woman and her daughter left camp. They wanted to live in a 
different place.

When they were about to leave, their dog died. The woman and the girl were 
sad. They left the dog at the camp. They wanted to find a new camp soon.
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Įłàà, ts’ǫǫ̀koa eyıts’ǫ wetı̀ t’ası̨̀ı̨ nageèhde, ładı̨ı̨̀ gòɂǫǫ ts’ǫ̀ tàgeedè ha gı̨wǫ. 

Ts’èko eyıts’ǫ Tłı̨ą
Version One (Modified)

Collected and Translated by Virginia Football

Tàgeehdè ha nı̀ı̀kw’o ekò gı̨lı̨ı̨̀ ełaı̨wo t’à ts’ǫǫ̀koa eyıts’ǫ wetı̀ ts’ǫǫ̀gı̨ı̨wǫ. 
Gı̨lı̨ı̨̀ ı̨dè aı̀da agı̨̀ı̨̀là. Whaà-le dè nàgedèe wegòò ts’ǫ̀ tàgeedè ha gı̨ı̨wǫ.
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The old woman and the girl walked a long way when the girl said that she forgot 
the moose-hide scraping tool. The old woman let the girl go back and get it.

When the girl got near her old camp she saw a man. She walked closer 
and closer to him. He was a good looking man. When she was near him he 
asked, “Where are you going?”

The girl said, “I am going back to my old camp to get my moose-hide 
scraper. I forgot it.”

The man said, “Come to my camp.” The man was so good looking that the 
girl said, “Yes.”
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Ts’ookoa eyıts’ǫ t’eekoa goı̨wàagǫǫ̀ nègı̨ı̨dè ekò t’eekoa dedı̀wò gha k’edzee 
nadı̀-le hadı. Ts’ǫǫ̀koa t’eekoa neyıı̀chı gha ı̨dè naèhtła ayı̨̀ı̨̀là.

T’eekoa nàgı̨ı̨dèe k’è nı̨wà-lea nı̀ı̀tła ekò dǫ eɂı̨. Dò ts’ǫ̀ etłe, dǫ ts’ǫ̀ nıwà-
lea nı̀ı̀tła ekò dǫ wèdaat’ı̨ı̨ at’ı̨ nǫǫ̀. Yegà nı̀ı̀tła ekò dǫ hadı, “Edı̨ı̨̀ ts’ǫ̀ 
anet’ı̨?” yèhdı.

T’eeka hadı “Įdè nàts’ı̨ı̨dèe ts’ǫ̀ nàehtła ɂaht’ı̨, k’edzeh dę nahdı t’à.” Dǫ 
hadı, “sek’è nąątła,” yèhdı.

Dǫ sıı̀ wèdaat’ı̨ı̨ t’à t’eeko, “Hęɂę” yèhdı. Edı̨ı̨̀ nàdè sı̀ı ts’ǫ̀ nałegeèhtła.
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They walked to his camp. They made it feel like home. They needed to eat, 
so the man went hunting.

The girl cleaned the camp. She picked up bones. Some bones she broke into 
small pieces and put them in a pot to make grease. She also put bones at the 
front door of the tent.

At night, when the girl was in bed, she heard footsteps. She listened. Was it a 
dog eating the bones? She picked up her scraper and tossed it at the dog. The 
dog went away. She fell asleep.
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Edekǫ̀ agı̨ı̨t’e lanı̀ agı̨ı̨là. Sègetı̨ ha gı̨wǫ t’à dǫzhı nàzèhtła. T’eekoa kǫ̀k’è 
sıagǫ̀ǫ̀là.

Ekw’ǫǫ̀ nàwehtsı̨. Ekw’ǫǫ̀ wòhdaa nechà-lea ts’ǫ̀ tàyı̨ı̨zhı̀, tǫ yı̀ı yı̨ı̨wa, yet’à 
ekw’ǫǫ̀tł’eè yehtsı̨ ha t’à. Eyıts’ǫ ekw’ǫǫ̀ nǫhbàatsà gà nèyı̨ı̨wa.

Too t’eekoa whetı̨ ekò mǫht’a k’ets’etłoò hǫt’e, ɂeèhkw’ǫ. Ɂeèhkw’ǫ. Tłı̨ 
ekw’ǫǫ̀ k’e goɂà at’ı̨ nı̀, nı̨wǫ. K’edzee nıı̀chı̀, tłı̨ ts’ǫ̀ yeèhk’ah. Tłı̨ yeè 
nàehgè. T’eekoa naèhtı̨.
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In the morning, the dog was dead on the pile of bones. Where was her 
husband? She looked here and there, but no husband. There were no 
footprints and his snowshoes were hanging on the tree. Where was he? She 
was thinking about her husband when an idea came to her. Could her old 
dog have been her husband?

She stopped thinking about her husband and started thinking about being a 
mother. Soon she would be looking after a baby. The girl was alone now. She 
walked back to her mother’s camp, but was told she smelled like a dog. They 
didn’t want her, so she walked back to her old camp to live alone. She was sad.
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K’omǫǫ̀dǫǫ̀ ekw’ǫǫ̀ whelaa weka tłı̨weè wheda nǫǫ̀. Wedǫǫ̀ weladı̀? Hazǫǫ̀ 
ts’ǫ̀ k’eèt’ı̨̀ hanı̀kò wedǫǫ̀ wègoèht’ı̨̀-le. Wekeè k’è gòlaa-le eyıts’ǫ weɂaà 
ts’ı k’e daedlı̀ nǫǫ̀. Edı̨ı̨̀ ts’ǫ̀elı̨ sǫnı. Ededǫǫ̀ daànıwo ekò nànı̀woò adzà. 
Whaà ts’ǫ welı̨ı̨̀ ı̨lèe sı̀ı wedǫǫ̀ at’ı̨ tahkò.

Ededǫǫ̀ ghǫ nànıwo-le adzà gomǫ elı̨ ha ghǫ nànı̀wo adzà. Whaà-let’ıı̀ bebı̀a 
k’edı ha. T’eekoa whatsǫǫ̀ whedaà adzà. Demǫ ts’ǫ̀ naàhtła hanı̀kò tlı̨tsı̨̀ lanı̀ 
łeędı̀ gıı̀hdı. Gı̨ı̨wǫ-le ts’ı̨hɂǫ̀ ı̨dè nàı̨dèe k’è naàhtła, ekǫ gowhatsǫǫ̀ nàdè 
gha. Wegha gots’eèdı. 
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Soon she would be a mother. That day came, but her children were born 
puppies. There were two boys and one girl. She loved them. She worked 
hard to take care of them. It wasn’t easy, but she did it.

Every day she would tie her puppies to the tent pole and go to the bush to 
check her rabbit snares. One day, when she came back, she saw footprints 
of children in the ashes by the fire pit. What’s going on? Is there something 
going on with my puppies?

Then she had an idea. She tied a string around each puppy while they were 
sleeping.
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Whaà-le-t’ıı gom̨o elı̨ ha. Eyı̀ı dzęę̀ k’e nèhòı̨wo, hanı̀kò wezaa tłı̨ą gı̨ı̨lı̨ı̨ 
nègòı̨la. Dǫzhı̨̀a nàke eyıts’ǫ ts’èkoa ı̨lè. Goghǫneètǫ. Nezı̨ı̨̀ gok’edı̀ ha 
hòtł’ò gogha eghàlada. Wèhoedıı̀-le kò yèhtsı̨.

Dzęę̀ tąą̀t’e delı̨ą nǫhbàa whaà ts’ǫ̀ dagoozà eyıts’ǫ dechı̨nı gah gha xòo 
k’aehta. Įłè dzęę̀ k’e nǫ̀ǫtła ekò kǫ̀dèk’ǫ̀ǫ gà łozà nı chekoakeè k’è gòla yaɂı̨. 
Dàgot’ı̨ı̨̀ agot’ı̨ nı̨wǫ. Selı̨a gıxè t’asagot’ı̨ nı̀?

Eyıt’à ası̀ı ghǫ nànıwo. Tłı̨ą gete gıtsǫ tł’ı t’à dagetł’ı̨ı̨̀ agǫ̀ǫ̀là.
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The next day, the mother went into the bush. When she was gone, one of the 
puppies said, “Now that mother has gone we can play games.” The puppies 
then took off their hides and changed into children.

The mother was hiding in the bush and, as the children played, she pulled 
on the string that was tied to the hides. She got two hides and threw them 
into the fire. The little girl was too quick and jumped back into her hide. She 
stayed a dog. The others stayed as boys.
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Ek’èdaıdzęę̀ gımǫ dechı̨nı ts’ǫ̀ naèhtła. Tłı̨ą ı̨łè hadı, “Gomǫ naèhtła t’à 
nàgots’eze ha dı̀ı̀-le.” Tłı̨ą edewò yı̀ı xàgı̨ı̨de, chekoa gı̨ı̨lı̨ı̨̀ agedzà.

Gomǫ dechı̨nı nàedeeɂı̨̀. Chekoa nàgogeze ekò gıwò tł’ı t’à wexetł’ı̨ı̨ sı̀ı 
dets’ǫ̀ yeht’ı̀. Tłı̨ąwò nàke neyı̨ı̨̀wa, kwıı̀yı̨ı̨hde. Ts’èkoa t’a sıı̀ nàtła t’à 
edewò yı̀ı̀ naèhtła. Ededı̨ tłı̨ aı̨łı̨ nawhelı̨. Tłı̨ą nàke t’a dǫzhı̀a aı̨̀łı̨ı̨ gı̨ı̨lı̨.
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The End

Many years later, the girl’s mother came to visit. The girl said to her mother, 
“When I was sad you didn’t make me feel happy. When I needed love, you 
didn’t love me. When I needed help, you didn’t help me. My family can take 
care of itself.”

The boys grew up to be good hunters. They hunted and fished for food and 
the mother cleaned the camp. They were a very happy family.
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Hòt’a 

Łǫ xoo k’ehǫǫwo tł’axǫǫ̀ wemǫ ts’ǫǫ̀koa detı̀ ts’àhtła. Ts’èko demǫ ts’ǫ̀ 
hadı, “Segha gots’eèdı ekò sı̨nà ası̨̀neelà-le. Seghǫnets’ııtǫ̀ dehwhǫ hanı̀kò 
seghǫnèetǫ nıı̀le. Sets’àts’ııdı̀ dehwhǫ hanı̀kò sets’àneedı̀ı nıı̀le. Sèot’ı̨ 
edegha hahogehɂı̨ ha dı̀ı̀-le.

Dǫzhı̀a geèzǫ, nàzèdǫǫ̀ gı̨ı̨lı̨ı̨̀ agedzà. Sègezee gha nàgezèe xè łı̨ hagı̨ı̨wǫ. 
Gımǫ t’a nàgedèe k’è sıı̀gǫǫhwhǫ. Gınà nezı̨ı̨̀ ełexè nàgedè.
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The Woman and the Pups – Version 3
Story taken from www.tlicho.ca – “How the People Came to Be”

A young woman lived with her two brothers. One day a handsome stranger 
came to their house. The brothers said to the sister, “This handsome man has 
come for you, so you must marry him.” So, the couple got married.

On their wedding night, the young woman woke to the sound of a dog 
gnawing on a bone. The woman’s husband was no longer at her side. She 
jumped up, lit the fire, and searched the tent, but there was no dog in the 
tent. The woman went back to bed and fell asleep.

Once again, she woke to the sound of a dog gnawing on a bone. The woman 
called out to one of her brothers. He threw an axe in the direction of the 
noise. There was a loud cry and then silence. The woman and her brothers 
quickly lit the fire and found a large black dog lying dead. The woman’s 
husband did not return.

Eventually, the woman gave birth to six puppies. She loved the puppies and 
hid them in a sack.

One day, upon coming back to the camp, the woman noticed the footprints 
of children around the camp. The next day, instead of checking her snares as 
she usually did, she hid behind a bush close to the tent.

After she left, the six puppies crawled out of the sack and turned into three 
girls and three boys. The woman ran towards them. Before she could reach 
them, two of the girls and one of the boys jumped back into the sack.

The other three children grew up strong and healthy and produced many 
children. We are descended from them and that is why we call ourselves the 
Tłı̨chǫ.

The End
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T’eeko edı̨nde nàke goxè nàdè ı̨lè. Įłè dzęę̀ xàhtǫ wèdaat’ı̨ı̨ gıkǫ̀ nàhtła. “Dıı 
xàhtǫ wèdaat’ı̨ı̨ neghǫ nı̀ı̀tła t’à wexè honı̀ı̨da ha,” wı̨nde ededè ts’ǫ̀ hagedı. 
Eyıt’à honı̀get’a. Honı̀get’aa toò t’eeko ts’ıwo tłı̨ ekw’ǫǫ̀ k’e goɂà xèekw’ǫǫ̀ 
hǫt’e. Ts’èko weghǫhk’èe wedǫǫ̀ wègoèt’ı̨̀-le. Ts’èko nıı̀ko, kǫ̀ nagoèhtła gà 
nǫhbàa goyı̀ı hazǫǫ̀ ts’ǫ̀ k’eeta hanı̀kò goyı̀ı tłı̨ whı̀le. T’eeko edeèhte ts’ǫ̀ 
naèhtła, naèhtı̨.

K’achı̨ ts’ı̨ı̨wo ekò tłı̨ ekw’ǫǫ̀ k’e goɂà nàwookw’o. T’eeko edı̨nde ı̨łè ts’ǫ̀ 
naı̀dzeh. Wı̨nde edı̨ ası̀ı xèɂekw’ǫǫ ekǫ ts’ǫ̀ gokwı̨ yeèhk’a. Hòtł’ò ts’etseè 
hǫt’e eyıtł’axǫǫ̀ esanagoedıı̀-le. Ts’eeko edı̨nde xè ı̨whąą̀ kǫ̀ nagogıı̀htła 
tł’axǫǫ̀ tłı̨ dezǫǫ nechàa ełàı̨wo goyı̀ı whetı̨ nǫǫ̀. Ts’èko wedǫǫ̀ eyı̀ı nahodıı̀-
le. Nǫdèa ts’èko tłı̨ą ek’ètaı nı̨̀ı̨la. Tłı̨ą goghǫneetǫ t’à yı̀ı̀wò yı̀ı nàgoehɂı̨̀. 

Įłè dzęę̀ nàgedè k’è nǫ̀ǫtła t’à chekoakeè k’è gòla nǫǫ̀. 

Ek’èdaıdzęę̀ xòo k’aèhta haı̨lè hanıkò nǫhbàa ts’ǫ̀ nıwà-lea dechı̨nı̨ nàdeeɂı̨̀. 
T’ası̨̀ı̨ naehtła tł’axǫǫ̀ yı̀ı̀wò ts’ǫ tłı̨ą ek’ètaı hàehɂà. Ts’èkoa taı eyıts’ǫ 
dǫzhı̀a taı gehłè.

Ts’èko gots’ǫ̀ tǫmoèhzah. Gots’ǫ̀ nı̀ı̀tła kwe-t’ıı̀ ts’èkoa nàke eyıts’ǫ dǫzhı̀a 
ı̨łè yı̀ı̀wò yı̀ı nagı̨ı̨ko.

Chekoa eyıı̀-le taı sı̀ı nàgetso xè hotıı̀geedaà geèzǫ.

Gıts’ıhɂǫ̀ chekoa łǫ agòdzà. Gıts’ıɂǫ̀ǫdǫǫ̀ ats’ı̨ı̨t’e t’à Tłı̨chǫ edèts’edı hǫt’e.

Ts’eko eyıts’ǫ Tłı̨ą – Version 3
“Dànı̀ Dǫne Gıhòlı̨ı̨” – Godı www.tlıcho.ca gots’ǫ adlà 

Hòt’a 
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