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‘'oghet; Beghanita

Yuwé Désneth nethel; ga ?eyér
Tabjlk'é hilye. ?eyér ?andre t'a
niyg. Setsié Johnni Beaulieu, ?ey!
t’a seneshg hjlé ?at’e.

Sets1é bekyé ddahkyé xd?g ?eyér
t’a nasti, setsié yuydghe ni nati-u.
Dahkyé t'a tt’ oghet; t'a sasthér
benésly. Ku hilts’én setsié thet}-u,
?ast) k’'é, ddhkyé tl’'oghet; t'a
sdsthér. Dexg ts'}, ts'jdhér sg. “?ey:
dlanele xa nela t'a,” séini.
“TI'oghet) beghgjdilel K’abjdén
?i{ghd nyya-u, x6t’}; nil;.” Sasjlu,
t’oghet} senitg-u, nit}yé.

K'abjdéne ?eghg ts'idhér. Sglaghe
n;?a k'é. Sa nil?] déne setsié dadi
nj yisthén t’a. ?ekudéne setl’oghet;}
hilchu-u, sasthér ghanida. Tl'oghet}
1’d sdsthér xél, dechéntel tth’1
hes?éth darjtl’éth si t'a dexg ts’}
sets1é ts'jdhér sq, sets’ézil,
“Pedldnene t'4,” séini. TI'oghet)
hurijl?a ?asla-u.

Kara King. Age 14.

“K'abjdéne ?;ghd hyt’} dini leno,”
desj-u, tth'1 har1?4j. Sasthér tth'u
k’asedilk’ e kdch’an1 destth’agh t'a
kuzi bets'én tthist'a bek’e nats’etedh
delts’é distth’agh t'a. 2eyér-u sets1é
hes?} dechén hetjn-u sets'én hegal
k’é. T'a jg sets’ére ?1lds nitchudh-u
setl’oghet} sega senitg-u.
Benaresdagh-u, ts'ér dek’ist’ar-u,
t'asd! nasenelxal 1at’e. Déd1. X4at'u
tth'i1 nghestal hjlé k'é. Ts'1dhér no
tl'oghet} sega thetg k'e. ?edlaja
7?at’e t'a, yisthén. 2eyér-u k’ddni
benésni. Setl’oghet] beghanita -
setthén ?eydlne seba sat'ile
sett’'oghet} sajaile dé xut’'a yjsthén.



My Beloved Fiddle
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By the mouth of the Slave River is a place
called Little Fishery. I grew up around that
area. My grandfather, Johnny Beaulieu,
raised me.

In my grandfather's house, there was an
upstairs and that's where ! slept, and my
grandfather slept downstairs. In my room
upstairs, I liked playing my fiddle. One
evening | was playing my fiddle while my
grandfather was sleeping. All of a sudden,
he must have woke up. “What are you doing
up there?” he said. “Put that fiddle away!
You can get up early in the morning and
play it then.” I didn't say anything. I put my
fiddle away carefully and went to bed.

I woke up very early the next morning. It
was five o'clock. As soon as I looked at the
clock, 1 remembered what my grandfather
had said. Right away, I picked up my fiddle,
sat up, and started playing. I must have
been tapping my foot really loud as I was
playing, because my grandfather woke up
and yelled, “What are you doing up there?”
I slowed down my fiddle playing.

“You said I could play early in the
morning,” | said and I started playing again.
While I was playing, | heard someone
coming up the stairs, so I looked that way
and heard the steps creaking. Then I saw
my grandfather coming towards me carrying
a big stick. I threw my blanket aside and
carefully placed my fiddle beside me. Then |
put my body over my fiddle to protect it and
threw the blanket back over myself, and
waited for my spanking. Nothing happened.
I must have fallen back to sleep. When |
woke up my fiddle was beside me. What
happened, | wondered. Only then did I
remember. My beloved fiddle - I didn't care
about getting a spanking as long as my
fiddle was okay.

WM Angus Beaulieu ?ady Demnu Kyé
nddhér. 1934 denely Deninu Kyé.

Angus Beaulieu lives in Fort Resolution,
Northwest Territories. He was born in
1934 in Fort Resolution, Northiwest
Territories.



Nijtts'in Xuyli!

?ama ni, sexél xélni. eyl Penekul
Morrison ni, t’asi gha hitl’édh
?an)dhen diwé hjlé ?at’e, henl.
Xét'e t'a, luwe ghg nadhér xayt'4z,
hiwe 13 t’a, luwe gha naddher-u,
tuwe dalt'i. Déne yegha naidil si.
“fuwe d1?§4zj lg duwé syl Nets’y
dzjltin nate xas)!” héts’édi.

“Sat’ile luwe lg duwé beghaz, naile
xa duwé,” heni.

Ku ?ey1 ?enekui Morrison t’asie
gha hutt’édh ?anjdhén duwé t'a.
Dexg dzjttin détk’éth lareja-u,
dzjttin nate. Harelyy luwe ngjtl'ir.
Morrison xiit'a hilch’e duwé t’a,
nadoréht’a-u, ni dzéreghidh xili
?at’j-u, naneda-u, negdrelyi-u,
“Niuttsin xyl; sni, ts’uts’i ?at’e! Jg
?até nasti-u ?eghalasna-u, Nyltsin
sets’énile!” henl.

Xdt'u t'a yuniz}, déne, Lishéf
k’argt’e duwé ?at’e. Xat'e t'a Lishéf
Suzé Baptiste (Suzé zaze) Morrison
?alni-u xainile xuli yélni. Lishéf
?ayélni-u neba déne xdles] xa
cheleku:i neghgnjdél xa neba dz}itin
sénalye xa. Lishéf déne ta theya-u,
xut’a chelekul 1a Morrison gha
njdél-u. Harelyy luwe nalya-u,
harelyuy beba dzjttin sénalya-u,
liwe danatya.

?ama n1 ?adi-u, “?edlat’{ lani
yisthén t'a, sgik’ie, Morrison
bets’gne, begha ndésa yjsthén t'a
bets’én ndsja.” Déd1 Morrison hején-
u bérkalt’édh-u, cheleku: shély: xa.
?amé n1 ?adt-u, begha suthini sidi
buril?) t'a. Xalesy,“Niylts'in xyljle
dinini? Ku dy Nyglts'in xylj nadl;
?udi,” xéles). Déd1 surettth’'gjle-u
bérkalt’édh gha nadhér).

e

Brent Lafferty. Age 11,



There is a God!
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My late mother told me a story. She said
it was about a greedy old man named
Morrison. He used to fish in the fall when
there was a lot of fish, then he would hang
the fish. The people who visited would tell
him, “You have way too many fish. Your fish
stage is going to break!”

“That’s okay. There are too many fish and
I can't quit fishing,” he said.

Old man Morrison was a very greedy
man. Suddenly there was a loud crack and
the fish stage broke. All the fish fell down.
Morrison was so mad! He started swearing,
rolling on the ground, getting back up,
kneeling down, and he yelled, “They say
there's a God, but it's a lie. Here I am
working really hard and God is not helping
me!”

People in the olden days had great respect
for their Chief and obeyed him. Chiel

Baptiste (Suze zaze) said to Morrison not to
say things like that. The Chief said to him,
“I'll talk te the people and have the young
men fix your fish stage.” The Chief went
around to the people, and right away, many
young men went over to Morrison's. They
removed the fish, repaired the fish stage,
and then replaced the fish.

My late mother then said, "I started to
wonder what they were doing, when [
decided to visit my aunt, Morrison's wife, so
off I went.” There was Morrison singing and
cooking away for the young men to eat. My
mother said that she chuckled because he
looked so funny. She said to him, I thought
you said there was no God? There is a God
afterall, isn't there?” But Morrison wasn't
even listening, he just kept on cooking.

Annie Beaulieu 7ady Xdt}'oresche
nddhér. Degay mart zd 1934 denel}
Dzéndesche.

Annie Beaulieu lives in Hay River,
Northwest Territories. She was born in
May 1934 in Rat River, Northwwest
Territories.



K'4i Sendghe
K'jitthadh

?etk’éd)ghe seghdy huk'e 8q. Yuwé

Dzddes k’é naide, setd-u, ?ama-u,
sechéleke-u. Danny McQueen chu,
Doris chu, tth'i beskene nadén
Vivienne chu, Viola chu Nelson des
k’'é nahedé. Luk’'é dé Danny
McQueen-u, bets'gn-u, besken xél Ij
t’a nuwe ghg nahidil. ?;la tuk’é
Danny-u, bets’gn-u, besken xél
nuwe gha njhjdel t'a ndide ?eyér.
Thile tsén Dzqdes k’é t’a naide
nuwega nahjdé.

Peyér ts’'| Naidaidz) za
sGlaghe?adhél huk'e yudaghe Nel-
son deze ts'én nahéhdel. Kuzj ts’én
dzén ghg ?eldzus nilye xa bexél
nasja. ?eyér njdelu Danny chu
yuddghe Nelson des k’é ts’erit’is
dzén gha ?eldzus thilya t'a.

?1ta dzjrata ?eldzus thilyi-u
yuyadghe Dzqdes ts'én naidél. kuk’é
des k'é tén nélgh) tthe yuyaghe
naidél. Dyghe }} bebaneshul xél,
beschén yé beth hes?él-u. Danny
bek’ine hesél. Doris, Danny
bebeschényé theda beskene xél.
Hykach’ére hiilye dés k'é shéth ka
xa?g 2eyér yudaghe setthe kdtheya-
u, bek'ini kathiya-u, l} sexél
narilya. Danny yuddghe xa?yj yaj.

L} hel?as xa ?atthy ts’aste dechén
t’a tth't husxél-u. £} Mark hulye ni
yuné ts'én senel?j-u déd: naidaile.
Xat’e t'a seba duwé. Yudaghe
huni}?}-u Danny tth't hulej.
Hestsagh-u beschén ghg nésthér,
dexg Danny segha nija. “?edlagh xa
netsagh t'a?" séini.

“Hestsaghile,” des}. “K'4i sendghe
k'{itthadh t'a.”

“Binelt'u nendghe?” sélni.

o

Bruce Balsillie Age 7. ;“



A Willow Twig in
My Eye
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I'think T was about eight years old. I lived
out along the Taltson River with my Dad,
Mom, and brothers. Danny and Doris
McQueen, and their two children, Vivienne
and Viola, lived at the Nelson River.

Sometimes in the spring, Danny McQueen
and his family would travel to the Taltson
River to stay beside my family. There was
one time in the spring that Danny and his
family made this trip to our spring camp.
They stayed at our Taltson spring camp for
awhile, then they travelled back to the
Nelson River about the middle of April. I
went with them to set traps for muskrat.
Once there, Danny McQueen and I travelled
up along the Nelson, running his muskrat
traps. After about a week of muskrat
trapping, we travelled back to our camp on
the Taltson. We left before the ice thawed on
the river. I was driving four dogs and
carrying a load in the toboggan. I travelled
behind Danny. Doris and the children were
riding in Danny's toboggan. At the place
called Big Canyon on the river, Danny went

up a big hill ahead of me, and I went behind
him, but my dogs stopped. Danny
disappeared out of sight. '

I couldn't make my dogs go, so I hit them
with a stick. The dog named Mark looked
back at me and didn't even move. Because
of that, I was so frustrated. I looked up and
Danny was nowhere in sight. I stood there
crying, then all of a sudden Danny came
back. Danny said to me, “Why are you
crying?”

“I'm not crying,” I said. “A willow twig hit
me in the eye.”

“What?" he said. “Both eyes?”

Danny Beaulieu Pady Deninu Kyé
nddhér, Luedélti z4 1953 denely
Deschaghe.

Danny Beautieu lives in Fort Resolution,
Northwest Territories. He was born in
October 1953 in Rocher River. Northwest
Territories.



Nélzedéné
Beghgnoriyal

XX

?114 setsi1é, Michel ni, ndlze h}lé
yudaghe Beghiildes k’é. Setsié
Michel tudhél nenéth yel?édh-u.
7ey1 nalzedéné xél ts’éréki si tthe
nekel yéléd1 ?eltth’s 2elk’ith duweé
?at’e sni1 t'd, ?edin tthe hék] bek’in
ts'édel. “Yuné sughdniitha huhdél-
u, ts’eth} 2?6hni,” heni.

Dexjg ts'} Michel t'asie detth’s.
Yuddghe tthét’a t'a deniye theyj
he?;. Xut’a ?ek’ikun deyénil gha
nin}?a. T'atthe yuniz; ?ek’'ikun
deyé dil-u, ?ek’ichogh ts6ghe chogh
?ek’'idhul ye t'aai.

Michel ?ek’ichogh dey}?3 t’jghe,
yuddghe tthét'a nadl}. Betl’ak’eze
dzéthjle ?ady nake ch’adiye nérelya
lu deniyechu sas chu. “?edlat’u
banélt'u laildé li-u ?1la ?esk’'idh
t'a? 2?1143 ?esk’idh xa?3,” njdhén.
?até nezq yenl?j nq ?ey1 begés tthe
néht'ath the?g. ?ey1 tthe the?g si
bek’é djch’u xgj?a. “?ey1 tthech'ue
thilk’edh dé 2?ek’ichogh tsdghe
?elghg ch'ul xala, xdt'e dé banélt'u
hisk’idh xala,” njdhén. Ki Michel
?ek’ikun 13, de?§4zj 13 ?ek’idhul
yinél k’é. 2ek’ichogh yey|?3-u
yelias. ?eyér-u tthe hunilk’édh.
?elk’édh-u ts'1?aze bexél
nareghédh. Michel thezél.
Nalzedéné yets’'édel-u, nit’él t}.
Nitél t}-u betudhél nenéth yé

xal?edh ?alya. ?elask’édh 2?uldai
beyé thelty k’é, tth'1 ?eldsk’édh ndke
hi beyé thela k’é.

Betudhél nenéth yé tue hédlya
t’dghe-u, Michel ?ey!1 ndke ch’adiye
narétya nj ts’én hynil?;. Michel
bgnélt'u deniye chu sas chu
thelk’édh k'e he?} ki ?ey1
?ek’ichogh tséghe ?elts’jch'el t’'a
nake ch’adiye 13jldé lu. Ku 2ey:
deniye tthi thetk’édh k’e ?ek’ichogh
tsdghe ?elts’jch’el t'a. Ku t’asie
betthi helk'édh dé naxgldé duwé
?at'élu tagdhir tthe. Ku ?ey! deniye
?e?1dh t'a gah yeke gah theda, ?eyl1
tth’y deniye gah the?edh t'd gah
lgjtthér lu.

?eyl hani ?aly xut'ailel

Ku Michel ?ey1 tthe ch'u
thetk’édh-u tthe harelyy yjdzés.
?ey1 d1 k’dik’e datheda tthe ga.
?1tdghe tthe ?ey: di t'aréltth’er t'a
di }jithér lu.

Ku ndlzedéné beghanoriyal
Harelyy t’a, taghe lue-u, deniye-u,
sas-u, gah-u, tth’'i d1. T4
?eldjsd)ghe t'asie ljjldelu ?;la
?elk’édh t'a.

/

Jennifer Redvers. Age .l];;z;



The Amazing Hunter

One time my late grandfather, Michel,
went hunting up the Yellowknife River.
Before leaving, Michel put on his hip
waders. The other hunters he was with told
him to paddle ahead because they said he
was a very good shot. He started off ahead
with the other hunters behind him. “Stay a
little ways behind and be quiet,” he said.

All of a sudden, Michel heard something.
When he lifted up his head, he saw a moose
standing there. He started to load his gun.
In the olden days, the guns were loaded
with the gun powder first, then the lead
ball.

After Michel loaded his gun, he looked up
again. He was so surprised because there
were now two animals standing there, a
moose and a bear! “How am | going to get
both of them with one shot? I can only
shoot once,” he thought. When he took a
good look there was a square rock between
them. That rock had a pointy part sticking
out. “If only I can shoot the pointy part of
that square rock, then my lead will split,
and I can get both,” he thought.

So Michel put extra gun
powder into his gun. He put in
the lead and pushed it into the
barrel. Then he shot at the rock.
When he shot, the hunting canoe
tipped over. Michel yelled out.

0400
o,oto ele

*ee

The other hunters went to him and brought
him to shore. Once on shore, they pulled off
his hip waders. In one side was a jackfish,
and in the other were two whitefish.

Atfter they found the fish in his hip
waders, Michel looked over to where the two
animals were standing. Michel saw that he
had shot both the moose and the bear
because the lead ball had split and killed
the two animals. The moose was shot in the
head by the split lead ball, and when
something gets shot in the head, it kicks
like crazy before dying. As the moose was
kicking, a rabbit was sitting there beside the
moose's feet, and the moose kicked the
rabbit and killed it.

But the story is not {inished yet!

When Michel shot the pointy rock, chips
flew in all directions. There was a chicken
sitting in a willow tree by the rock. One rock
chip flew and hit the chicken and killed it.

What an amazing hunter! Michel killed
altogether three fish, a moose, a bear, a
rabbit, and a chicken. He killed seven
things with one shot!

Frederick Beaulieu Pady Xét}oresche
nddhér.

Frederick Beaulieu lives in Hay River,
Northwest Territories.
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T'atthe sqlaghe to ?elk’tdghe hik'e
seghay-u, sekul yet'a senadé t'asi
xyljle. T'asi t'a senaide xadé nuni
xdré t'asi ddrigg bet’'d senaide xa.
?elk’idhaze t'a sendide xadé dechén
t’a Pelk’idhaze daigg. Ts'1 dailtsi
dé, déth t'a ts’1 hiltsi. Xat'u ts'1aze
t'a sendide. Déne ts’élt’u to dé, ?eyl
ts'élt'u til betth’én ?aja dé, ?eyl
besken s1 ddbini duwé yet's satsgn
ts't nezq ?alé t'4. Xat'u tth's t’dlasi
t’a sendide dé, tth't nuwini ni.

Ku déne 1} nezq bets’; dé, ?ey1 t'a
t'asi nedhe ni. Seku: tth': ?erehtl’is
t'a i ddghg. Si1 tth'i sekul hest-u,
?erehtl’is t1l beyé hqgdhér dé, hischu
bet'a I} hest’ath-u beschén hestsi ni.
?ama bets'] t'dldedh t’'a bethttil
hestsi-u ?elk’etdghe 1} dek’éste.
Pelk’etaghe I} xut'a I3 ?at’e. Déne
xanélt'e 2yl I} t'a tséredil ?at’e.
Déne ?elk’éd] 1) bets’] dé, 1} I3 bets';
diwé dédsni.

Déneyuaze-u, ts’ekuaze-u ?elk’izj
?erehtl’is I} helt’ath-u, l t'a sendide
ni. Ku ?ey:1 Perehtl’is 1} si ?até
besesidi n1. ?}14, bendsni, ledi ts'}
ts’gtxén ?eld nila-u, ?ey1 ts'jlxén
t’a sets’] Perehtl’is I} harelyy
benarila. ?até sets’]; Perehtl’'is I}
bek’'esadé ?asld. Seba bénat’'y duwé
ni, tth’i beghg xasdi xél.

Xat'u ?jld dzyk'e sets’] 2erehtl’is I
bek’esadé hule ?aja. Harelyy ts'én
bekénesta-u, dédi. Ts'ayjsthén
diuwé xat'e xuli ?aly bekdnesta. Ka

Matthew Scarborough. Age 10.

?eyér-u benirinil Viola McQueen
déne k’'anile, ?ey! seghg yené?) sg
yisthén. Kii ?eyi tthe k'étl'a ts'én
sets’] P?erehtl’is I} nalch'ul djle t'a.

Ki Viola betihkui xél nuwega
tI'’gbal nah;t?a, ndnis naide t'a.
Lénélt'e nuweghdy t'a k'étl’a ts’én
?atagh senaiddhér-u tth'i
?etk’enaiddhér. Viola ?ey1 sets’]
?erehtl’'is 1| bek’esadé né?}
bek’'éresya. Segha ?erehtl’is }; ne?]
xa duwé dé, segha ?erehtl’is I
nalch'ul. Xaldgq, ?erehtl’is I} taniz
bek’élch’él-u dathela benés?4 ni.
T’at’u sets’} ?erehtl'is }} bek’esadé
beghanita yek'drelyaile - ?ey1
?erehtl’is 1} bek'esadé t’'a de?§4zj
beghanitg ni.

Théa ?1qldy sendle xddi ?ey: Viola
seghg ?erehtl’is I} bek’esadé ne?j si.
Sud: xa ysthén t'a bets'izch’é
larisya. ?ey! ?erehtl’is I} bek'esadé
thilts; si beghg la necha hithilts)
?at’e xélesj. Xat'e xuli beghg
nonila, sets'éni hel} t'a.

9
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My Silver Dog Team

When I was about five or six years old, we
didn't have any store-bought toys to play
with. So, when we wanted to play with
anything, we had to make it ourselves.
When we wanted to play with toy guns, we
made them out of wood. When we wanted to
play with toy boats, we made them out of
driftwood. When people smoked and
emptied the tobacco can, their children were
very happy because they could make fancy
metal boats out of the can. We were happy
with anything we had to play with.

To have good sled dogs was a great thing for
the Dene people. For us children too. We
wanted good sled dogs, so we made the dogs
out of cardboard. And myself, when I was a
child, whenever there was an empty
cardboard box, I would take it and cut out my
dogs, and the sleds too. Then with my
mother's thread, | made harnesses to hook up
my six dogs. Six dogs - that was enough. That
was as many dogs as the people would use. If
someone travelled with more dogs, like eight,
then people would say that that was just too
many.

Both the girls and boys used to
cut out paper dogs and we played
with the dogs. We used to take
great care in looking after our
paper dogs. Once, I remember, |
gathered tinfoil from the tea. With
the tinfoil, I carefully wrapped my

39 0.9,
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paper dogs. After I finished [ had my silver
dog team! For me, they were so beautiful and
I was so proud of them!

Then one day, my silver dogs went missing.
I looked all over for them, but I didn't find
anything. | was so sad, but I kept on looking
for them. Then [ figured it out! I thought, it
had to be that mischievous Viola McQueen
who stole my dogs. She was the one who
always used to tear up my dogs.

At that time, Viola and her family used to
pitch their tent beside ours, where we were
staying in the bush. We were about the same
age, and we always played together, and
fought together too. I knew that it was Viola
who had stolen my silver dog team. If she
couldn't steal them, she would tear them up,
and leave them around for me to find. Viola
didn't know how much I loved my silver dogs.
I loved them more than anything else.

A long time after, Viola told me that she
stole my silver dog team. For fun, I pretended
that I was mad at her. I told her that it was a
big job to make those silver dogs. But in the
end, I forgave her because she is my friend.

Tom Beaulieu ?ady Xdt}oresche
nddhér, Ndiddidz) zd 1958 denel;
Deninu Kyé.

Tom Beaulieu lives in Hay River,
Northwest Territories. He was born in
April 1958 in Fort Resolution, Northiest
Territories.



Tu Bené K'1dél

Seku1 heslj-u, Ronald Boucher chu
Deschaghe ts'én nathik). Dechén ts'y
t’'a beye tu tg dawé lin1 xat"y ts'L. K
xdyt'gz) 2at'e. Deschaghe ts'én
naikj, }} Deschaghe ts’én nailye t'a.
Jg Mari Bedeze haik}-u, tu nedhe
nethikj-u, niits’i nett’éth t'a tarjchéa
diiwé. Tlést'6th tth’i nechile
?ek’étaghe ljchoghe norjhtsér, xit'
t’aft’y. Ts'1 naltlaile tth’'i ts'1 yé tu tg
duwé xdt'e t'd Pelna tlést’6th k'ilni.
Tiést’6th k'ésni xa seghg ninidhér.
Tiést’6th k’ésni gha nida-u, tléstil
nit?}, ttés tajle k'e. Ronald tlés deyé
nenil xélesj. Tlés deyénil huréldza.

Tarjchéd diwé-u ts't nada duwé.
Ronald ttés deyénil-u tlés ts'1 yé
njnél. Tu daghe ttés theka ?aja.
Xdt'u b tth'l tu yé theltés. ?1tdghe 1}
nekut 1 delzén ttés betl'a k’e 2aja.
Betthén thelts’i ?aja t’a nilgé.
Delghus xél hetsagh-u, I} k’ddhér
Paja.

Ronald xdles), “?edlaide xa?”

“Lesg nqQ,” héni.

“Pedlaja t'a?” xélisj.

Kaitiyn Barnes. Age 11,;‘59
i

“Betl’d k'e tlés ?aja t'a, thelts't
t'a.”

“Pedlailye xa?” xélisj.

“Ku bek’e nailtsilj xa?g lu.”

“Pedlat’'u?” xélisj.

“S1 hustin-u, nén tu bek'e nenil.”

Xat'e t’a he, desj.

Ronald h neku1 hjlchu-u yetl'a
sets’én deddhén ?ay}la-u, yeché
nerjtg-u. S1 tth'1 ?flaghe sela t'a
ttést’6th k’ésni-u, tth'1 ?jtaghe sela
t'a tu yitg-u. Tu bek’iznil xano til
ts'igharigés t’a. £} beghjk'édh hinel.
Harelyy tu Ronald bene k’inél.

Ronald sets’&n tthezil, “?esj1?4l
?edlanene t'al ?ey1 I betl’a 2at’ile
s] sené ?at’e s}!”

[I



A Splash in the Face
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When [ was young, Ronald Boucher and [
made a trip to Rocher River with an old
wooden boat that leaked a lot. It was
autumn. We were going to Rocher River to
bring the dogs back there. When we came
out of Jean Marie River, onto the Great
Slave Lake, it was very windy and the waves
were really high. We were using a small
motor, only a six-horse power. We took
turns running the motor. The boat was so
slow and there was a lot of water inside the
boat. It was my turn to run the motor.
When I sat down to take over the motor, I
lIooked at the gas tank and noticed there
was not much gas left. I told Ronald to put
gas in the tank. So he tried to put gas in the
tank.

The wind was really strong and the boat
was rocking so much. As Ronald was
putting gas into the tank, he spilled some
gas into the boat. There was gas floating on
top of the water. The dogs were sitting in the
water. The gas in the water got into this one
old black dog’s bum. His skin was stinging
so he got up. He started to bark, howl, and
fight with the other dogs.

“What should we do?" I asked Ronald.

“I don't know,” he said.

“What happened to him?" | asked.

“The gas got into its bum and it's
stinging.”

“We just have to wash it.”

“How are we going to do that?” I asked.

“T'll hold him and you throw the water on
his bum.”

I said okay. Ronald took the old dog,
turned his bum towards me, and lifted up
the dog's tail. With one hand, I ran the
motor, and with the other hand, I scooped
the water from the lake. Just as | was going
to throw water onto the dog’s bum, the pail
caught on the boat. I missed the dog's bum.
All the water splashed on Ronald's face.

Ronald yelled at me, “Hey! What the heck
are you doing? That's not the dog's bum, it’s
my face!”

Arthur Beck ?ady Xé4tt'oresche
nddhér, Tsamba ndlyé zd 1957
denel; Beghtildesche.

Arthur Beck lives in Hay River, Northwest
Terrilories. He was born in July 1957 in
Yellowlmnife, Northwest Territories,
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Se?e, Danny McQueen, segha
niya-u, “Grant, yuwé seke k’é tsa
gha ?eldzus taulye-u tsa ghg
naudher yuwé Desk’aratue k’e,”
heni.

“He,” xélesy.

“Xat'e dé senede xude,” séini.

Sekyé ts’én nasja-u, sesji-u,
bets'én nasja. K'abjdéne Deschaghe
ts'it'as. Jg ?ats’] Desk’aratue ts’én
na hites-u, se?e kyé xal?a ?eyér
nit'as. K’dbjdéne se?e beké k'é tsa
?eldzus tailye xdyt’as. 2eyér ts’}
néke dzirata xiik'e tsa ghg ndidher.
Tsa k'énachilth. Tsa 13 lailde t’a
de?qrjttha naidher.

Se?e Danny ?adi-u, “Dexg ts’} des
k’'é tén deyérle ?aja toésg. K'dbjdéne
dé des ts’én ndt’as, tén t'at'e lasi
ghire des nul?; ?edlédt’e lani.”

K'édbjdéne harelyy sija kyé ts’én
nait’as xa sija. Desk’aratue néni?a
néna dechén ?onittha Dzqdes ts'én.
Dzqdes t'az} nit’as-u, hilts’én ?aja.
Peyér hites. Peyér tthites-u harelyy
det’an-u, chéth-u, gagos-u
zitth’agh. Bit'as ?edu duwél

“Des k’é téne the?g)le tdsg!” heni,
se?e ?adi-u. “K’dbjdéne ?egha
nit’'as de nul?] lani.”
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?eghg nit'as-u, I} dek’ilya-u
nait'as. Xo?4jlu des t'a narit’as.
Tabgghe ts’én nedhile }y narilya
?ala. Se?e hegal t’a tabjghe ts'én I
tthe natheya-u, des nit?}-u,
sénil?]-u.

“D6di tén the?djle,” heni se?e.

“Xat'e dé ?edldide xa?" xéles;.

“Néne tabgghe I} niyul-u, dir1
ts'iaze tostg-u, nega t'6th t'a
huskel,” sélni. “Jg ts'} nidhat'ile
ne?e Jim nadher ts'én. Ja shit}-u,
nik’e 1} t'a nét’as. Sel1 tthetheda
xani1 ?at’e t’a Jim bekyé t'a xd?a
k'6rélya t'a sat’ile sj.”

Hurilk'g-u shitj-u. Shit} t''aghe-u,
s1 nik’e tabgghe 1} t'a hiya, se?e
?edini ts’'taze ye sets'én nedhile
hekel. Tabgghe nik’e hesal; tthu
sughaniltha-u destsel ghg niya.
?eyl tthetheda, Sandy hilye,
tabd ghe nilge-u, sgt’ailu, talgos
harelyy bek'ini 1} t§{1?4z; nanél?el;.
Sebeschén yé tthida-u, beschén
huston-u, 1} ndsjlu. Nesjér lat’e
xuli, ?ey: tthetheda, Sandy, benit?a
Ii hyya ?at’e t’a4. Destsel k'é néni1?a
dddi tén the?4jle ?gtk’e tén hé?ul,
x€l tth’1 taryItha. ?eyér I) nanasjlu
nask’edh texasjlu.
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?até destsel naniya-u tt'est’'6th
ts’itth’agh. Se?e Jim ?at’}; k'e. Se?e
Jim se?e Danny ts'iaze yé hekel
nit?;-u si1 t} neshul senit?}-u, se?e
Danny ?alni-u, “?edldnét’; t'a?”

“Chelekulaze xonestén t'a,” hent
se?e Danny ?adi-u, sudi xa.

Néhjtt'u se?ekur nahedlogh!

Se?e Danny se?e Jim xé€l ts'1 yé
heki xa nini?a. Se?e Danny heki
tthe, “T’asi gha nanodher sana. Sel;
tthetheda xam ?at’e ne?e Jim bekue
nénilt1 xat'e,” heni.

Se?eku ts'1 yé hekj-u, si ) t’a
hiya. £} tthetheda bets'én yastile?}
s1 xasnl ?at’ele t’a. Belj tthetheda
ghére t'a nasdal}. L) ?ate se?e Jim
bekyé tjda ga nesjtt;. T'asi
?elk’ech’a 13 heresdén se?e
“Chelekuiaze Xoneltén” yulshe t’'a
?eyér ku tth'u beghgtthén ?alg bexél
ts'ereghay tth'l.

Boy Training

My uncle, Danny McQueen, came over to
me and said, “Grant, let's go and set some
traps for beaver on my trapline on the
Deskataway.”

“Okay,” I replied.

“Well then, go get ready,” he said.

I went back to my house and I got ready,
then I went back to him. The next morning
we left for Rocher River. It took us two
nights to travel from Fort Resolution to
Deskataway, where we arrived at my uncle's
cabin. The next morning we started to set
the beaver traps on my uncle’s trapline. For
about two weeks we trapped beaver. We
were catching beaver on and off. We stayed
longer than expected because we were
catching a lot of beaver.

My uncle Danny then said, “Maybe the
river ice is getting weak now. In the morning
we'll leave to check the river to see how the
ice looks.”

The next morning we got all ready to leave
for town. It was about twenty miles to cross
the Deskataway Lake to get to the Talston
River. It was evening when we arrived close
to the river. We stayed there. While we were
camping, we heard all the geese, ducks, and
swans. It was very warm out.

14
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“Maybe there's no ice left on the river,” my
uncle said. “Well, in the morning we’ll see.”

We got up early in the morning. We
hooked up our dog and left. In no time at all
we got to the river. We stopped the dogs
close to the river. My uncle walked ahead of
the dogs to the river bank. He looked at the
river, then he looked at me.

“There’s no ice,” my uncle said.

“Well, what are we going to do then?” I
asked him.

“You'll drive the dogs along the shore. I'll
put this little canoe in the water, and I'l
paddle along beside you,” he said. “From
here, it's not far from where your uncle Jim
lives. My lead dog knows the way to Jim’s
house, so you'll be okay. We'll eat here, then
we'll leave.”

We made a fire, and then we ate. After we
ate, I left with the dogs along the river bank,
and my uncle paddled the little canoe close
by. Not too long after travelling along the
river bank, I arrived at the creek. When the
lead dog, Sandy, got to the shore of the
creek, he jumped in without hesitation, and
all the dogs went in behind him
and swam across. As [ sat in the
toboggan, I held on tightly as they
pulled me across. | was a little bit
afraid, but I trusted Sandy
because he was a smart dog.
There was no ice in the creek,
except for the little pieces floating
about. They pulled me across and §
out the other side. Just as |
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crossed the creek, I heard a kicker. It was
my uncle Jim. My uncle Jim locked at my
uncle Danny paddling in that little canoe,
then he looked at me driving the dogs, and
then he said to my uncle Danny, “What are
you doing?”

“Boy Training,” my uncle said for fun.
Both my uncles laughed.

My uncle Danny started getting ready to
go with my uncle Jim in his boat. Before my
uncle Danny left, he said, "Don't worry
about anything. My lead dog knows the way
to your uncle Jim's place and he'll bring you
there.”

My uncles left with the boat and I left with
the dogs. I didn't say anything to the lead
dog because 1 didn't know the way. I just
travelled by the lead dog guiding me. The
dogs brought me right to my uncle Jim’s
door. I learned a lot of different things from
my uncle's “Boy Training” on that trip, and
the many other trips that [ went on with my
uncle.

8 Grant Beck Pady-Beghiildesche
8 nddhér. Ndiddidz; zd 1949 denel;
8 Deninu Kyég.

Grant Beck lives in Yellowlcnife,
Northwest Territories. He was born in
April 1949 in Fort Resolution, Northwest
Territories.



Jig T'4 Dastl’1 Ki

1932 ?at’e, t'o Tthebatthi ts’}
Tthebachaghe nidel-u.
Tthebachaghe k'étl’a ts'én dats’édil
nt. T'atthe tth'u dats’édil nathiya
bendsni. ?ama bek’et’asi kdati
?erehtl'is ts'} ?th seba nalni ?1h
deltthogh ?at’e. ?ey1 ?1h beghéthgor
gha hetlyul lat’e-u benis tth'i bedhé
dehchéth xél tth'i nenéth. Seba
bénat’} duwé ni. Ki ?ey! ?1h Curly ?asélni, “Maria, dailth xadé
nathesya-u, kekélke tth'i yes?edh-u. tsamba nuweba hilchu ?yldy dailth
Nezq yuyeya-u. ?éyer-u dats’édil xa.”

Alino Hourvier. Age 12.

ts’1 ya. T'a dailth tthet'u tsamba nuweba
Dats’édil niya-u cheleku1 Gegil hilchu. Néna tsamba nuweba hilchi
hillye ?ey1 sela hjlchu-u neserjlu. dé, l6na nuwexénelt’e lu. Ki ?axe

“Jig t'a dolth,” heni. 2?eyér ts’y, t'eke hidl} duwé niddhén. Peyér dé, ?até
hesl} ?aja-u “jig” t'4 dasth benésl;. larildhir t'Qg4 “Red River Jig” t'a
Curly MacDonald hiilye setthére déilthi. Ku ?ey!1 t'atthe thijj

Pat’e, ?eyl chu ?alagh dailth ?ajd. nuwéts’ed1 t’4, nuweni diiwé nezq
Nezq ddiltli duwé ?ajd. Dailth dé,  dailth t'4. Xat'e t'a jig t'a daith':
nuweke ni heredi lat'eile. Kt nuni  nuweba hurelya.

Curly chu dailth dé, dédi déne

nuwe k'éreghiile. ?até nesq dailti

?aja tlaghe.

16
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My Jigging Days
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It was 1932 when we moved from Fort
Fitzgerald to Fort Smith. In Fort Smith there
was always dancing. | remember the first
time I went to a dance. My mother ordered a
new dress for me from the catalogue. It was
a beautiful yellow dress. The dress was
puffy on the shoulders, had a sash tied on
the waist, and was long. It was so pretty for
me. After I put on my dress, I put on my
moccasins. | was dressed so nicely. Then I
went to the dance.

When I arrived at the dance, a young
man, whose nickname was Gegil, took me
by the hand. “Let’s dance the jig?” he said.
So we danced the jig and it was a lot of fun.
From then on, I loved to dance the jig as a
young lady. Curly MacDonald, who was
older than me, he and I started dancing
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together. We danced very well together.
When we danced it seemed like our feet
didn't even touch the floor. When Curly and
I danced, no one would cut in.

After we became very good dancers, Curly
said to me, “From now on, we are not
dancing until they collect money for us.”

So before we started to dance, they
collected money for our dance. When they
collected $20 for us, it was $10 each. We
thought we were very rich. Then we danced
the Red River Jig for the people. We almost
killed ourselves dancing the Red River Jig.
People said that we were the best dancers,
so we felt very happy.

Maria Brown ?ady Tthebachaghe
nddhér. Denfye néril?4ds zd 1923
denel; Tthebatthi.

Maria Brown lives in Fort Smith,
Northwest Territories. She was born in
September 1923 in Fort Fitzgerald,
Alberta.
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?ady néna ts’én 2eliisd) ghdye
?at’e, déne yat1 t'4 yalti1 kyé hesjén
hunitthér ?ats’;.

T’atthe tth'u hesjén hunilthér
Naidaidz} t'gz} Pat’e. Yalt1 thet} ku
hjits’én ?at’e. Sechél, Jonds, sekyé
segha njya. ?edini yalti1 kyé nighay,
?erehtl'isjén chogh t'a sanadhér
?at’e. Sechéle ?aselni-u, “Yalt1 kyé
sexél nején lilu, déne dajén laile
t'a.” T'atthe tth'u nesjér 1t’e.

“?eltth’1 hesjénile dé, duwé la,”
des;y.

“Xat’e xuli t'asat’ile,” séini,
“Nyltsin ba nején ?at’e.” Yalt1 kyé
chogh ts'it'as.

Yatti kyé nitth’as-u, dahkyé
kathit'és. Lamés hunidhér. Sechéle
?erehtl’isjén chogh t’d sanddhér-u,
si hesjén. Horésja duwé t'a hesjén-u
?erehtl'isjén chogh t'3z} nadenes?}.
T'a hején bek’orejjjle t'a, déne
dhilye ts’] nats’edél-u, ddhkyé ts’én
ddhunel?}. ?edljghe ?adi t'd 2ey!
hején hunjdhén t'a. Ku st suret’}
siinQ nanes?} 2at’e t'a.

Lamés nahijt’e-u, yatti sechél ghg
njya. ?edlighe t'a ddhkyé ts'én
hején t’a, heni. Darjzy duwé .
Sechéle ?ayelni-u, sdre ?adi. ?eyér
?ats’| yalt1 kyé dats’ején sedjhjle
xyljle déne xé€l hesjén.

2ady Déninu kyé yait: hule t'd
Dora Cardinal-u, Dorothy Beaulieu-
u, Elizabeth Beaulieu-u, Christine
Fabien-u, tth't Dénexdre, ?ey! yalti
kyé yahelti-u, tth’t déne dhdhelé.

Elizabeth Boucher. Age 14,



Hiding Behind
the Organ

.0
e %%%

(2
X
+

It's been twenty-seven years since I've
been singing in Chipewyan in the church.

It was just before Easter when I started to
sing. It was Holy Thursday. My brother,
Jonas, came over to my house. For many
years, he had been playing the organ in the
church. My brother said to me,“Why don't
you come with me to church and sing
because there are not very many people who
sing.”

At first I was sort of scared, and I said to
him, “I'm worried about making mistakes.”

“It'll be all right,” he said to me. “You'll be
singing for God.” So off we walked to the
church.

We arrived at the church and went
upstairs. Then the mass started. My brother
started playing the organ and I started
singing. | was so shy that, while I was
singing, I hid behind the organ. The people
didn't know who was singing, and as they
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were walking back from receiving
communion, they were looking upstairs to
see who was singing. They were wondering
who was singing. When the mass was over,
the priest went over to my brother.

“Who was that upstairs who was singing?”
he asked. “It was very beautiful.” My brother
told him that it was his sister. From then
on, they were never without me singing in
the church choir.

Since there is no priest presently in Fort
Resolution, Dora Cardinal, Dorothy Beauilieu,
Elizabeth Beaulieu, Christine Fabien, and the
nuns say mass, pray, and give communion
in the church.

Dora Cardinal ?ady Deninu Kyé
nddhér. Ndfddidz; za 1920 denel;
Deninu Kyé.

Dora Cardinal lives in Fori Resolution,
Northwest Territories. She was born in
April 1920 in Fort Resolution, Northwest
Territories.
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Sets’éni Bel
Banatser
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?114 sekul hesl}-u denexar ke
naide. Sets’éni1 Cecilia chu kat'in
yailti bek’'éril yajle. Nake za
denexar kge naidhér tI'aghe nuwe
ts’én: Evelyne njya. Bendsni
Evelyne horelyy t’asie gha 2?urélkér
béadhi.

K’abjdén kanélt'u lamés naidil.
Dénexadre ts'e nuwélde ni1. ?3lagh
k’abjdéne horelyy nets’jdel-u
Evelyne tthek}. Horelyy yati kge
ts'idel-u Evelyne ?aly tthek;.
Ts’idher-u t'anddhér s1 k’drelygile.
Yat1 kge nagha xa k'drelya xili tha
hjk’y k'é t'a ?)gha yat1 kde ts’éya.

?daxa ts’] yati kde lamés halé yiz
difya. ?aly beyé nats’ékis ?1h
narelya-u tth’i betthi gha hit’a
ldhat’)-u. K’dhjéne beghg dlok’é
taiddhér Cecilia chu.

My Sleepy Friend

When | was young 1 lived in the mission.
My friend, Cecilia, and I didn't know how to
speak English. After we lived in the mission
for two months, our friend, Evelyne, arrived.
I remember Evelyne used to ask all kinds of
questions.

Every morning we had to go to mass. The
nuns used to wake us up. But one morning,
everyone else woke up except Evelyne. The
rest of us went to church, but Evelyne kept
on sleeping. When she woke up, she didn't
know what was going on. She knew she had
to go to church, but she had slept late, so
she hurried to the church.

She walked into the church while the
mass was on. She was still in her nightgown
and her hair was all sticking up. When we
saw her, Cecilia and I just about died
laughing. She looked so funny!

Emmerence Cardinal Pady
Tthebachaghe nddhér. Luedatk: zd
1945 denel; Eutselk’'e.

Emmerence Cardinal lives in Fort Smith,
Northwest Territories. She was born in
October 1945 in Lutsel k'e, Northwest
Territories.
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Ashiey Huval. Age 11,
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Néghdi Pene?]

Yuniz} déne ?§lghane t'asfe
nanel?} choile, déne ?ettth’'l nalde
t’a. Xat'e xuli nagha: ?ene?} déne
gha ?ene?} duwé. ?ailyile duwé
naghai bech’a t'asie ndnel?} xa
?4jle.

Peyér-u déne t'at’'u naghai ch'a
t'asi begha shéts’ély1 nahénel?)
néhérin}. Petthén ddhéth ts’y ?eljai
beyé t’asi beghg shéts’élyl beyélya-u
tl'ul béhchédh. ?eyér-u bérghel xél
tthebachogh 2até delyél ladi ts'én
hedel. ?ey: bek'e t}'ul nglt’'i-u
bérghel ttheba tanis ts’én nidlu.
?eyl nahijt'e-u nats’'éhdel. eyl
beghg shéts’elyi ndghdai ?ene?)
bech’a t'asi niflya hynidhén.

Sughanittha-u naghai chu bets’eni
nagidhe chu njhjl?as.

“?ééé sechél)l Jg nit?). Nul?;
?edlaghe ?at’e lani,” naghai ?adi-u.

“?a bed] xuli. De?4§z{ hunejér
dawél” nagidhe ?adi-u.

“?1le. Nul?;. Bér beyé ts'el; t'6sa
bér basthi duwél”

Xut’a ndghai ?ey1 xél ts'én
yailgos-u yék’'ilgos. ?eljai ?at’e t'a
belagén xuli yeghgjgéle, ki Perets’er
x€l tth'1 hezil ?aja.

“?ééé sechélyl Sechély! Kua dj?4s
diuwé la. Seba hijnilal Séts’'énenil!”
Ku dlalyalu! Yuyéaghe daltth’er!

?eyl naghai ttheba delyél ladi yé
taltth’ér?}. Xiut'a nats’et’; hyljle.
?eyl t'a Déne naghdi ?ene?1 duwé
?at’e sni tth't hyya ?at’e.
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Sarah Erasmus. Age 3,



The Thieving

Wolverine
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Long time ago, people didn’t have to hide “No, never mind. It looks too dangerous!”

things very often because the people were said the fox.
honest. But the wolverine liked to steal from  “No. Let's look. It's probably some food
the people. They didn’t know what to do and I'm very hungry.”

because they couldn't hide anything from Right then, the wolverine jumped at the
the wolverine. bundle, and landed on it. But his nails

After awhile, the people thought of a way  couldn't go through the skin to hold on, so
to hide their food from the thieving he started slipping and yelling.

wolverine. They put all their food and tied it “Hey, my brother! My brother! I'm in
in a large caribou skin with a string. Then trouble! Help me!”
they took the bundle of food and went to the [t was too late! Down he went! The
big falls that sounded like they were wolverine fell into the roaring falls. He was
roaring. They strung a rope across and never seen again.
pulled their bundle of food to the middle of That is why the Dene people know that
the falls. When they {inished they left. They the wolverine steals a lot and is very tricky.
figured their food was safe from the greedy
wolverine.
A little while later, the wolverine and his
friend, the fox, came along.
“Hey, my brother! Look here. Let's go see
what's that,” the wolverine said.

A Agnes Casaway ?Pady Beghiildesche
nddhér. 1930 denel; Tthebachaghe.

Agnes Casatvay lives in Yellowkmnife,
Northiwest Territories. She was born in
1930 in Fort Smith, Northiwest Territories.
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We Loved to Dance
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Dzéndesche naide-u, daidil baide
diiwé ni. Grant-u, Ray-u, Vivienne-
u, tth'i déne lg diwé. Xuli harelyy
bendasnile. TY'1sjéne yuniz} ts’}
heldéth kini, xat’'1 shene t’a daidil
Hni. Nék'e tl'isjén tt'ule heltél dé
nuwe la t'4 tF'isjén tth'dy narit’él.
?i1ldghe began nenjtsg dé tth’i Peyile
?ilaghe yek’'éregha. ?eyér dé t'a
t¥'1sjén tth’ay nare?él hjlesi 2ey1 dy
dalthlu. Tth'i ?ey1 yegha nenjtsg
dé, ?eyile ?1tdghe yek’éregha.
T'ats'én dats'édil nahijt'e ts'én
?elna tl'isjén tth’ay narit’él-u
daidil. Xat'u hylts’én gharé daidil.

Tth'1 ?eyile ?laghe dats’édil ts’e
sd t'd. Saraze Anni nexél host'}
sélni. Sat’ile xéles}. Anni nechile
kii. ?eyér nit'as-u t’'oghet} deltsér
t'4 sanadher xa déne xyljle. Anni
nuweba tl’oghet} deltsér djltsér
xéles]. He, heni xit'e t'a, tF'oghet;
deltsér deltsér. K'ani hylts’én
hunidhér-u ?at’e. ?aly tt’'oghet]
deltsér deltsér tth'u tédhe
tha ?aja. Yu?ano t’as
sélni, ?alyjle, des]. Ki si,
sekul hesl} t'& dastl’1 ,
basthi diuwé lu. Yu?édnasda |
hiirés?] synq. Xat'e tth'u |
Anni hetsaghe-u t!'oghet)
deltsér deltsér. Sudi lat’e
n1 benaghe tu daréltl’ul-u.
Xat'e xuli dats’édil nahqt’'e
?uldy yu?an nait’as.

When we lived at Rat River, we used to
love to dance. At this one dance, there was
Grant, Ray, Vivienne, and many other
people. It was so long ago that I can't
remember everyone. We used one of those
old-fashioned gramophones, the kind you
turned the handle to play, for the music.
Sometimes the spring broke, then we'd have
to turn the record with our hand. When one
person’s hand was tired, then another
person took over. Then the person who was
turning the record took his turn to dance.
When he became tired, someone else took
his place. Until the dance was over, we took
turns turning the record and dancing. All
evening we danced like that.

There was also another dance that I went
to. My little niece, Annie, asked me if she
could go. I said okay. Annie was only small
then. When we arrived there was no one to
play the guitar. I asked Annie to play the
guitar for us. She said yes, so she started
playing. It was early evening. While she was
playing, it became very late. Then Annie
asked if we could go home. I told her not
yet. I was a young man and I
loved to dance, so I didn't want
to go. Annie started crying, but
she kept on playing the guitar.
It looked funny because there
she sat with big tears rolling
§ down her eyes. But still we
didn't go home until the dance
was over.

John Cree ?ady Deninu Kyé nddhér.
1924 denel} Deschaghe.

John Cree lives in Fort Resolution,
Northwest Territories. He was born in
1924 in Rat River. Northwest Territories.



Sekul hesh -u Deschaghe niyg.
K'étl'4 ts'én bit'as nasthér, kyé naré
xuk’é nasze-u, bit'gs sasthér-u. ?)ta
huk'é sunaghe Rudolph chu Desk’ara
tiwé ts'én ts'ériki nailze t'4. Kuzj
hikel-u Rudolph t’'odhe t’4 hekel-u,
s1 bet’gs} thida. Ni t'aik) dé
chéthghés I3 nastsi ts'1aze yésle.
?1laghe sa, kuzi nailze, ?até
chéthghész) t'a hina. ?eghés
?41xéne déne dhanile t'4 seba
thekén duweé.

Nailze-u k'e ?aly ?eghés nastsi.
?eghés nastsi sinoresnile t'a tsa
nuwech’a déneljer t'a tsa xaniini
taildele. Sunaghe yunéth sugha
nittha tuaze ta tsd kdészé hen t'a
beba kiink’'é hida.

Sunaghe sech'aze hek} tl'agh-u
thén tida-u kiin necha dethitk’'s.
P?eyér ?eghés gha shest) gha thida-
u, sas segha nilge. Nisgos-u, hesil
xél kun dek’én sas ts’én yasdil. Sas
kin néré ts'éseneyu. Nesjér duwé t'a
t'Q?44z1 hesil. ?eyér-u sas tth’)
neljér sit'd sech’as nalge.

Sunaghe nik}-u, sini diuwé] ?eyér
ts'y Deschaghe ts’én naik;. Tha
ndnis naidhér t'a sekyé nesk} sinie.

Deschaghe nesk}-u, Noel Yele
hilye, nuniaze djghe segha njla.
?eyl1 harelyy zjk’e k’inu naghe
nuntaze bek’ésni. Thatsél t’4 jéth
thilts)-u Pey: t'd tue gha néasthér.,

?eyl lue t'a nuniaze bedharesni.
?até nezq Noel Yele ba nuniaze
k’erdsni t'a ?)taghe tsamba sets'én
naini. ?ey1 ?jlaghe tsamba t'a
Demelt bets’; nanik’é niya dé
naidibjth nédsni, ?erehtl’is natchéth
necha yé danel?g. Xashni, thekén
duwé n1 - s1 seba tth'u nuni tth’
beghgschi.

Xayt'4s ts’én xadhér-u, nuniaze
ddnecha ?ane. Nuk’'e harelyy
das?ar ?eyér dé sexél senadé.
?eténa?ih nechd naresya-u, tt'ul
benis hethilchédh-u, ?eyi nuniaze
?eténa?1h dahu?al-u ts'éseheluth.
Xat’e xuli Peya sehel?)le. Xiit'a des)
dé seghdhendile. Dabehestl'y xadé
dechén ga nul?as des; dé ?até
sek’dht'e. Peyér dé dardsthj. Noel
Yele nanayélts; tI'dghe, bethtt'ule yé
ts’eyeneyu. K nuni délgé dé, déne
yilchu xa?jjle. X4t’e t'4 Noel Yele
sekandida beba nuni hischu xa.
?eyér bech’'ds nidsda dé, nuni seka
datsagh. ?ey! nuni seghg dédnetg
?aja.
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Holly Parkes. Age 10.



Never a Dull Moment
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When I was young I grew up in Rocher
River. I was always outside. I'd be hunting
around close to my place and playing
outside. One spring my brother, Rudolph,
and I went out to the Deskataway Lake to
hunt for beavers. As we were going out,
Rudolph was paddling the canoe and I was
sitting behind him. When we went to shore |
picked a lot of duck eggs and put them in
the canoe. We were out hunting for one
month and I lived on only duck eggs. We
didn't eat eggs very often, so they tasted so
good for me.

While we hunted, I kept on gathering eggs.

But I was making so much noise as I picked
eggs that the beaver were scared off, and we
didn't kill many beaver. My brother said he
was going to hunt for beaver in the small
lakes further ahead, but I had to stay
behind at the camp.

After my brother left I made a big fire.
There I was sitting and eating my eggs,
when along came a bear. 1 jumped up,
yelled, and threw burning wood at the bear.
The bear chased me around the fire. 1 was
so scared [ was yelling with all my might.
The bear must have been scared
too because it ran away.

When my brother came back I
was so happy! From there we
went back to Rocher River. We
had stayed in the bush so long
that 1 was glad to get back home.
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When I arrived back at Rocher River, Noel
Yelle brought me four wolf pups. looked
after the wolf pups all summer at
Saskatoon Island. I made hooks out of nails
for fishing. Then I fed the fish to the wolf
pups. 1 looked after the wolf pups so well
that Noel Yelle paid me one dollar. With that
one dollar I went to Demelt’s store and
bought a big paper bag full of candies. My
goodness, they tasted good for me, and I
even gave some to the wolf pups too.

Towards fall the wolf pups were getting
big. Sometimes I would let them off their
chains and they played with me. I had on a
big parka with a rope tied around my waist,
and the woll pups would bite the parka and
pull me around. But they never hurt me.
When | said stop, they would leave me
alone. When it was time to tie them up, I
told them to go to their poles, and they
listened to me. Then I tied them up.

After awhile, Noel Yelle took back his wolf
pups. He used them in the harness. When
one of the wolf pups got loose, no one could
catch them. Noel Yelle would come over to
get me, and | would catch the wolf for him.
Then, when I left, the wolves
they would cry for me. Those
wolves really got to love me.

Horace Delorme ?ady Tthebachaghe
nédhér. Deniye narit?as zd 1934
denel; Deschaghe.

Horace Delorme lives in Fort Smith.
Northwest Territories. He was born in
September 1934 in Rocher River,
Northwest Territories.
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I"at’a Cowboy
Joe Sulye
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Sekui heshi-u setekui-u, sunaghe-
u, sedeske-u Deschaghe naide. Sin
dé, nék’'e Deninu Kyé-u, tth’'i nék’e
Beghiildesche ts’én ts’éridil ts'1 ye.
T'a ts'én ts'ékeresthi s1 k’étl'a ts’én
cowboy ts’a delzén narés?g.

?1ta bendsni Beghiildesche nidel
ts'l ye. 2eyér nidel-u yuyéaghe
?enekul Weaver hiilye bets’) néani
k’é niya. ?eyér tI'éghet| deltsér
ch’élaze nechile thatsal tgz} nabel
?eyl ghaniya. “?ey1 t'é6ghet) deltsér
dlarjiti ?at'e t’a?” des;.

?ela)sd)ghe tsamba ?at'e, heni.

Ku tth'i tsamba lg sets’) chaile.
?eljisdjghe tsamba ?4z) sdtsgnaze
xa thés?g ta ?ey: tI'dghet) deltsér
ch’'élaze naiini.

Peyér ts’] t'oghet} deltsér
heresdén hjlé. Seba x4?3 dé
tI'oghet; deltsér t'a sasthér, ?até
bet’a sdsthér sat’e chdile ?aja.

Sin ghgdher-u Deschaghe ts'én

naidel. Ts'ékeresth: dé, déne se?; dé

k’étl'd ts’én cowboy ts’a delzén
narés?g-u tl’oghet) deltsér t'a
sdsthér. Ndan1 déne Cowboy Joe
séhiilshe.

Skyler Erasmus. Age 8.

Xala nighai-u chelekui hesh; ?aja-
u Beghuldesche nédsthér ?aja. Peyér
ts'} nék’e kunti kyé déneba hesjén
xél t'6ghet} deltsér t’a sanasthér.
?114 tsamba na tth'i Pelch’dsats’ede
denexél sdidhér hjlé. 1991 Explorer
Hotel ?at’e. ?eyér t'atthé hunilna t'a
selgngna tsamba thitts} hjle.

T'at'u k’étl’a ts'én cowboy ts'a
narés?a-u tl'oghet] deltsér t’a
sasthér xat'e?}. Déne lg Cowboy Joe
séhéled1 ?aja. ?ey! ts’} ?dne sezl
xdalj Pat'e.
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Cowboy Joe
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When I was young, I lived in Rocher River
with my parents, my older brother, and my
younger sisters. In the summertime,
sometimes we travelled to Fort Resolution,
and sometimes to Yellowknife. Wherever 1
_went, I always wore my little black cowboy
hat.

I can remember one time when we went to
Yellowknife by boat. When we arrived there,
I went down to old man Weaver's store.
There was a little guitar hanging on the
wall. I walked up to it. “How much is that
guitar?” I asked.

“It's seven dollars,” he said.

I didn't have very much money. All I had
was seven dollars and a bit of change, so I
bought the little guitar.

From then on I learned to play the guitar.

I played when I had time, until [ was playing

&
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not too badly.

After the summer, we went back to Rocher
River. Then, wherever I went, people saw me
always wearing my black cowboy hat and
playing the guitar. Some of them started
calling me Cowboy Joe.

Years later, as a young man, I started
living in Yellowknife. From then on,
sometimes | sang and played the guitar for
people in the bars. One time, I entered a
contest with other people. It was 1991 at
the Explorer Hotel. I came in first place and
won five hundred dollars.

I kept on always wearing my cowboy hat
and playing the guitar. Many people started
to call me Cowboy Joe. That's how I got my
name.

Joe Desjarlais Pady Beghildesche
nddhér.

Joe Desjarlais lives in Yellowknife,
Northwest Territories.
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Nun: Tth'1 Nija!

Senékul chu xanit'és k'ezj k'étl'a
ts'én ts'ériki n1 ndnis naitis xa.
Dedhdaidesche k'é ts’ériki t’a hyzo
nik} las1 P?eyér t'a nites. Beghashit)-
u, ?echiis ts'ér-u, xat'1 t’asie
ts'érily;. Xat'u Paldghe ts’ériki
nuweba hurelyg diiwé ni.

Ku ?eyér ?ats’} nuweskén ?aja-u
bexél ts’éréski xa diiwé 2?aja. Sek'yé
nasthér] sekul ddnishe t'a. Xala
nighdy-u nuweskéne daniya k'ézy.
Dénecha ?araja-u, senékui ?asélni-
u. “Ki ?edlat’e t’a nanis naitisle
t’atthe t'dit’} m1 k’iz}. Sekui dédnecha
tthén déltth’i xa duwélé,” séini. T'a
he xéles;. Harelyy ts’ér d4lj-u, t'asie
deyé nailya-u, t'a ts'ére bet'ait’'
hjléni deyenailchudh. Nuwe ts'1 yé
naik). Dedhéaidesche k’é naikj-u t’a
naitis hjlé n1 ?eyér nik}. ?éyer nikj
déné libarla nailbal beyaghe nites
Xa. 5a nad?a ?ane-u nites gha
nunidhér-u ts'ére xdilchudh-u ts’ér
senitchudh. Ts'ér yésge-u ?edini
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tth't ts’'éryé nét}. Pechus ts’ér
nuweba nechile ?aja k'é! T'a
haselni, “Dir1 ?yl} ts’ér hilchith t’a
nqQ.”

“?¢,” xéles}. “Nuweba sughdlya
t'ani. Dy nuweba nechile ?aja k'é.”
Xét'e t’a harelyy tédhe k'e ?elna
thités. ?edini nike to tdghe sadzi to

thet). S1 tth'i xdt'e-u. Xat'e xuli
thités chéile, dejul tth’i Ig diwé t'a.
T’a ts'ériki k'étl'a xat'u ndit'is tdghe
dzin xuk'e. ?eyér-u, xasélni,
“Nuweskéne ?yl} ddaniydjle nuni
tth’'i nija k'ela.” ?até nathidlogh.
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Cochise Paulette. Age 11.
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We Grew Too!
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When my husband and 1 were first
married we always paddled our canoe out to
camp in the bush. We paddled along the
Salt River. Then, when we found a good
spot, we would stop and set up camp. We
brought with us some food, a feather
sleeping bag, and other things for camping.
We were very happy being out in the bush
together.

When we started having children, [
couldn't go out with him anymore. I had to
stay home to look after our children. Over
the years our children grew up. When they
were big, my husband said to me, “Why
don't we go out camping again like we used
to do? The children are older now, so they
can stay home alone.”

I said, “Okay.”

We packed up all the things, like the
sleeping bag, that we used to use. Then we
left in the boat. We paddled down the Salt
River and arrived at the place where we
used to camp. As soon as we got there, we
made a shelter with a tarp to sleep under.
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When the sun was going down, it was time
to go to bed, so I took out our sleeping bag
and got it ready. I crawled into the sleeping
bag, and so did my husband. But we found
that the sleeping bag was too small for the
both of us!

“Is this the only sleeping bag that you
packed?” my husband asked.

“Yes,” | said, “It used to be big enough for
us. Now it's too small!”

Because of that, we had to sleep by taking
turns all night long. He'd sleep two or three
hours, and I'd do the same. But we didn't
sleep very well because there were so many
mosquitoes. For about three days that's how
we camped. After that, my husband said to
me, “Our children not only grew up, but we
grew too! We got bigger.” We had a good
laugh.

d Jane Dragon Pady Tthebachaghe
nddhér. Déniye narit?as zd 1940
denel; Tth; Kyé.

Jane Dragon lives in Fori Smith,
Northwest Territories. She was born in
September 1940 in Fond du Lac,
Saslcatchewan.
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Sekur hestj-u, setd sin dé Nuta Hue
xa tabil tuwé thela. Harelyy z; Nuta
nédide. Xdyt'gs nunidhér dé,
Deschaghe ts’én naidil. ?eyér dé
Deschaghe ts’} ?dne ?eldzus thela.
Setihkui-u, sendkui-u, Deschaghe
naide l6na seghdy ts’én. Bendsni
1959, Peyér ku Perehtl’is kyé
k'erik’g. Peyér ki, djghe seghay.
?erehtl'is kyé nahadléle t'4 Deninu
kyé nidel. ?eyér ?yldy ?erehtl'is
kyé naisda ?aja. ?ereht!l’is kyé
niya-u that’ine distth’aile-lesg ?;!

Benasn! t'atthe Deninu Kyé
nekeridhér. Nesjér xél tth’1 seba kyé
nedhe lat’e ni. T'atthe kyé nikj-u
?até déni yasti.

Kuyé nidel-u sare, Violet chu,
nanik'e ts’én nuwél?a. Ku kyé lifle,
xat'e xuli ?4ait'és nil ?até
2esta?inile-u nanik’é hul?3.
Harelyy ts’€n ts’erit’as ?yldy bul?3.
?ey: beghanoriya Deninu Kyé déne
?gyadl 2ey1 ku ?ats’} Deninu Kyé
nasthér, dy ?até hasni
Paja.

Lost in Fort Res!

When I was young, my father
fished in the summer at Simpson
[slands. All summer, we lived at
Simpson Islands. In the falltime,

we moved back to Rocher River. Then my
father trapped at Rocher River. My parents,
my brothers and sisters, and I lived at

Rocher River until I was about ten years old.

I remember in 1959 when the school
burned down. At that time, I was four years
old. They didn't rebuild the school, so we
moved to Fort Resolution. That was the first
time that I went to school. When I started
school, I couldn't understand English at all!

[ remember the first time that [ moved to
Fort Resolution. I was scared because it
seemed like such a big city to me. When I
arrived in Fort Resolution, I spoke only
Chipewyan.

When we got to Fort Resolution, my sister,
Violet, and [ were asked to go to The Bay.
There weren't very many houses then, but
we still got lost! We had a hard time finding
the store. We went all over the place before

we found it. It's amazing - a
§ person being lost in Fort Res!

4 From then on, I lived in Fort
§ Resolution and learned my way
around very well.

Grant Giroux Pady Tthebachaghe
nadhér. 1955 denel; Deschaghe.

Grant Giroux lives in Fort Smith,
Northwest Territories. He was born in
1955 in Rocher River, Northwest
Terriiories.

Nicole Bohren. Age 10,
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Seku! hestj-u, Deschage niya.
Setihkui-u, senakui-u nuweba
hurélya n1 ?eyér. Niats’] t’asie t'a
?até ddida. Ku tsamba-u, t’asie
danezy-u xat't nuwe ts’jle. Harelyy
?eyér ndide si Pelérdilt’e t'4 nuweba seba bénat’) duwé ni. Dzéhk’oz
sat’e sing. lahat’) xél bek’e sadé bek’e dathela.

Sekui1 daidlj-u t’asie nuwets’} si Seba bénat’} t'4 hurésdlg lat’ele.

t'a sdide ni. Ku bit’'gz] sendidé dé ?ey! ytdelch’el t’4 ?ama n1 seba ?1h
?erehtl'is kai k'e t’a dddanaidzus. thelts].

Yize sendidé dé ?}y4s ddiga nuwe l4& ?ey1 ?21h gédhe nathesya-u,

t’a ?enilkg-u. D4 nuwini duwé n1.  dats’édil ts’1 ya. ?até s1é de?44z]

Ku s1 de?44dzi sini ?aja bek'6dhi- ?ih nezq ndresya yjsthén ni. Ki
u, bets’gn-u, besken xél Deschaghe tth'i, kekélke godhe yes?éth-u,
njhjdel. Ku ?eyér ts’} k’étl’a ts’'én hytts'én gharé dasth ni. Xaslin t'4,
bek’6dh1 besken xél senaidé. seba hurélyg duwé ni.

Bek'6dhi ts’gne sekul ts’én nezq ni.
?11a bendsni yudelch’el
seghéilchudh hjlé. ?até bendsni

Isadore Boucher. Age 7. ’.’
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When I'was young, we lived at Rocher
River. My parents, my brothers and sisters,
and I were happy there. We lived very well
on the land. We didn't have much money or
any nice things. All the people who lived
there were the same, so for us it was all
right.

When we were children, we played with
what we had. When we played outside, we
went sliding on cardboard. When we played
inside, we sewed our dolls by hand. We used
to be very happy.

On the day that the Hudson Bay manager,
his wife and his children moved to Rocher
River, | was even more happy. From then
on, we always used to play with the

children. The Hudson Bay manager's wife
was very kind to us children. Once [
remember she gave me a yard of material. I
remember very well because it was so
beautiful for me. It was pink with sparkling
specks on it. It was so beautiful that I
couldn't believe it was mine. With this
material my mother made a dress for me.

Then I put on my new dress and went to
the dance. To me, I thought I had the most
beautiful dress. I also had on a new pair of
moccasins. [ danced all evening. My
goodness, I was so happy!

‘f Elizabeth Heron ?ady Deninu Kyé
nddhér. 1937 denel; Deschaghe.

Elizabeth Heron lives in Fort Resolution,
Northwest Territories. She was born in
1937 in Rocher River, Northwest
Territories.



Th’éltts’di?aze Na
Néidibath
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T'atthe sekui déaidl}-u Deschaghe
naide-u. ?}yez xa nailze ts'eridil.
Ts'gdar t'a ?}yez xa nailze. Tsgdar
naflts1 yuk'enaltsil tth’dy ts’}.

Harelyy dzj k’étl’a ?}yez xa
ts’eridil. Tommy King-u, Soclomon
King-u, Archie Smith-u, Noel
McKay-u, si1 tth'i. ?}jyeze
tth’élts’ai?aze hiilye. L3 nydil duwé
?at’e luk’é det'an njdil xél.

Ed Demelt hilye, bek’ddhi
nénik’é xal?4. ?eyl! bets’} nanik’é
t’gaz} hagai chogh xa?g3. Peyér t’a
?1yez xa nailze. Kyé ?aniz tth':
néailze.

Peyér ts’} ?jyez laildé dé xuat’a
bek’édhi ts’gne Mrs. Duncan hilye,
?eyl t'a begha njdel. Bekyé njdel dé
harelyy ?elk’'énedh narilya-u. ?}yez
beghailye yena naidibath
nuweghgle. Lemashi nezq hilts’i
nik’ela. Naidibgth nuweba lekén
duwé ni. Tth't Mrs. Duncan ba
?1yes lekén duwé ni.

‘ ’ i
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Brandie Mtersch. Age 124

Trading Snowbirds for
Candies

When we were children, we lived at Rocher
River. We used to walk all over hunting for
birds. We used long iron rods to hunt them.
We got these rods from the rim of the
galvanized wash tubs.

All day long we searched for these birds.
There was Tommy King, Archie Smith, Noel
McKay, and me. The birds were snowbirds.
Lots of these snowbirds came in at the same
time as the geese.

There was a free-trader named Demelt who
had a store. There was a big field behind his
store. That's where we hunted. We also
hunted among the houses.

After we hunted enough birds, then we tock
them over to the Hudson Bay manager's wife,
Mrs. Duncan. We all stood in
line at her house. We gave her
the snowbirds, and in return,
she gave us candies. What good
trading. For us kids, the candies
tasted so good. For Mrs.
Duncan, the snowbirds tasted
good too.

Frank King ?ady Deninu Kyé

nddhér. Pelets'elts'indz; z4 1943
denel; Deschaghe.

Frank King lives in Fort Resolution,
Northwest Territories. He was born in
January 1943 in Rocher River, Northwest
Territories.
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Nit; dé, ?ééé, ?eyune yiz} dagdel.
K'étI'a ts’én ?eghadalahena lad:
seyas Frank tth'i yeritgagh.
Tth'dyk'e yé tth’ay ddhereltsér
dit’agh beyé yu k’endltsil tsgtth’'ay
tth’1 deltsér. K'abjdéne nit’és dé
?eyun gha nayailti. Frank ?adi-u,
“Peyune thad déne lahjde hjlé ?at’e,
lesa nq. Beyu déidze t'a beyu
k'endralts’il, yi k’enddahetsil
hurelchuile t’a.”

“Peyune bér badé duwé t'dsg t'at'u
tth'ay dareltsér xa-u,” des}. ?eyune
bér badé t'dsa, didi.

Peyér tl'aghe ts'}-u, seghe Virjini-
ni be?1é seghgl chudh-u, tth’s
sechdi, Alexdn-ni beld?ane
seghdt’y. ?eyl t'asi seghglya
bet'ast’] t'4 Peyune sek'adé 2?aja.
Tédhe ?at’ilu tthitj-u. Beldk'e ?eya

diuwé. ?eyun silchiile xilf sek’e
dzérelni-u tth't ?eyun selni. Bet'd
ts’enasdhilu ts’ér yuwé nai?ar-u,
nit?y dé dédi déne huret’;le. Seyazj
nén?7anet’}-u desj-u. D6d1 déne
?at'jle.

?eyune bech’anesjérile, dédi. Beba
yast1 xuli t’at’'u nadé xat'ey;. Xat'e
xuli t’asi seghglya hjlé bet’a ?eyune
sek'ddé hunédi t'a. Ka t’asniile t'a.
7?eyl ?1h k'erilk’g-u, tth’l la?ane
déneghai?a.

34

Sheldon H. Age 14.
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I'm Not Scared
of Ghosts

I
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When I would go to bed, then the ghosts
came out. It sounded like they were always
working. My son, Frank, heard them too. We
heard the dishes rattling in the cupboard,
and we heard one of those old metal wash
tubs banging. In the morning when we got
up, we talked about the ghosts.

Frank said, “Those ghosts have probably
been dead for a long time. Their clothes
must be very dirty, since they were making
so much noise washing them."

“And they must have been really hungry
because of all the dishes they were rattling,”
I said.

Then another time, my sister-in-law,
Virginie’'s dress was given to me, and my
brother-in-law, Alexan's ring was given to
me also. It must have been because I was
wearing these things that the ghosts started
to bother me. It was at night when I was
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steeping. Their hands really hurt me. The
ghosts didn't really grab me, but they put
their hands on me and pushed me lightly. I
woke up because of them. I threw my
blankets off, I looked up, and didn't see
anyone. “Is that you, my son?” I said. There
was no one.

I'm not scared of ghosts, at all. I pray for
them, but they still stay around. It seems
like those ghosts bother me because of the
things that were given to me. I had to do
something, so I burned the dress and gave
the ring away.

Mary Louise King ?ady Deninu Kyé
nddhér. Tsamba nélyé zd 1905 denel;
THqdesche.

Mary Louise King lives in Fort Resolution,
Northwest Territories. She was born in
July 1905 in Rat River, Northwest
Territories.



Painéth Xut'|

(XXX XD LS
%0%%% %" %%

Yuniz; sekwi ddniye dy lit’ile sj.
Yuniz} sekui ?até ?alnéth déréttth’a
hjlé betihkui tth'i dérélttth’a-u, t’a
sdyelni lasi harelyy déne k’dh;t’e.
Sekul déne k’'arat’e hjlé ?at’e. Kii
tth'i sekui t'glasi ?gInéth nadhér
ghanjya dé, ?alnéth to t'asi ghalana
dé sekui yets’éni, tsés-u, xat'1 t'asi
yeba yisdaréle-u. Ku déne ts’én
nanile ni; tsamba xyljle njt’a.
T’asiaze sekui ghghjlchu to xat'ile
dé, ngni ?gtnéth yuniz; hani
k'édérelya sekui xél ddhalni.
Harelyy dechéntel k'e bega dzéltth’i-
u, xut’a sekui xél ddhalni lu.

Kua dy, sekui ?3inéth bahyl;le
?aja. S} xuli seba nezyjle, s} xat'u
niyaile t’a. ?anéth djlj si tsamba
begha nilyi si harelyy yek'érelya
yuniz} t'at'u danijg. T’a seba
?eltth’ile duwé, dy ja sekui nade
?eyl t'dlts'énile ts’én ni1. Jg néré kyé
xala Peyér t'asie ts{ hjlde. Djghe
kyé za k’dresya. Nok'e xit'u yize
dzéttth'i-u, tédhe dé, tthe chogh yiz
daltth'ir jak’é k’é. Ku déne
?estudanet’inilu.

2114 ghe ts’éku1 nadhér ?ey:
?estunet’in duiwé bedéne
beghala;dher Sekul harelyu Yegha
jak'é ngjyés. Nakey; t'a ]ak é
suldhén, ?elk’étaghe jak’é hjlé,
djghe jak'é chogh naté lu. Ku sekui

Delilah Blair. Age 8,

tth'1 t’at’} si tth’i bek'érejaile-u.
Betihkui tth’1 yaze bijlit’e ?at’e,
beskene nadédne?§nile.

T’atthe yunizj, s} t'a nasthér ?ats’1
nedhile ?eyér sets1 Wizg Beaulieu
aze n1 nadhér. ?ey: ?eneku! hjlts'én
natxél-u bit'gs nadhi-u, k’abjdén
yvélka dé, k’ahdené bit'as nadhérj
hjlé, k’abj?ani t'4. Ki, ?ey1 hjits'én
yuyédghe hiya dé, s}yé siino sunaghe
ni tth’i-u sechéle-u yuyéaghe
dzérudil niddhén t’a hidél. ?ey
setsié bekyé bglch'g kdnidél njdé,
“?edljz} huhdél t'auht’; t'a? Sa
ndi?a nut?;-u? Yudiaghe néhdéll”
heni H. Xut'a t'asaidi xa?§jle.
T’asaid1 dé niuwétthén ?eya xa t'd
xtt’a k’enothidély. Dy sekui xalini
dé, t’a dir1 nének’e xaslin si t'a
nets’én xa yatti xa.

Xat'e t'a sekui ?edy njdé. ?alnéth
het’jle t’4. T’4lts’énile tsén ni
?eghadalana ?aja. Dy sekul t'asi t'a
?edy njdé. Ku yuniz} xat'eles;.
Harelyy sekui ?ainéth dahuréltth’s
ni.
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Respect Your Elders

0949 .9

Children growing up long ago are not the
same as they are now. In the olden days the
children really listened to their elders and
their parents. When the adults spoke, the
children did as they were told. The children
obeyed the adults. If a young person visited
an elder, and the elder was working at
something, the young person would help,
like bringing wood inside and those kinds of
things. No one expected pay then; there was
no money anyway. Instead, some of the -
elders would give them something to eat, or
the elders who knew how to tell old stories
would storytell for the young people. The
young people would sit all around on the
floor listening to stories.

Nowadays, the children have no respect
for the elders. This is not right for me
because I wasn't raised that way. All the
elders who are receiving pensions now
remember how we were raised. What really
bothers me is that the children nowadays
are often getting into trouble. Around this
area there are four houses that I know that
are vandalized a lot. At times, when the
people would be sitting around in
the evening in these houses, a big g
rock would come in through the
window. Now these people are
unfortunate.

There is one really pitiful .
woman whose husband died. The §
kids broke all her windows except

&
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two. There were six big windows, four of
which were broken. They don't know which
kids did this. The parents are a lot at fault
too because they don't discipline their
children.

Long ago an old man named Wizo
Beaulieu lived not far from my home. This
old man he would be working around
outside in the evening, and in the morning
he'd still be working around because he was
an early riser. One evening my brothers and
I thought we'd go for a walk, so we left for
downtown. We had to pass by this old man's
fence and he would say to us, “Where are
you kids going? Don't you see the sun's
gone down. Get home!" We couldn't talk
back to him. If we had said anything, we
would have received a good spanking, so we
turned right around and went back home. If
you told a young person that today, he'd tell
you every swear word that he knows in the
world.

The young people have changed. They
don't respect the elders. And a lot of them
are working towards wrong. Somehow the
children have changed. It
ma wasn't like that long ago. All

{ the children would obey the
1 elders.

Alex Lafferty ?ady Xdt}oresche
nddhér. Peghéz zd 1928 denel;
Deninu Kyé.

Alex Lafferty lives in Hay River,
Northwest Territories. He was born in
June 1928 in Fort Resolution, Northiwest
Territories.
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Xayt’gs Luedalt: za 2at’e. Bit'az]
xajér duwé. Sets’gn chu yudaghe

?ene bets'it’as. Sets’4n xéles} yutth’é

tinéth k'e ts’1 ts’1zal talyel t'az) ts’1
thetg nal?}. Yuyok'e tu ga
?Pelts’ nathit’as nq. Ts'1k’é gha déne
natts1 déné beschéne thetg, kun
nareltth’él xél. “?edldat’{ t'a?” desj.

Beschén g helya t'a kuzj déne
ts'it’as. Déneghg nit'as-u, Donny
Morin segha njya. “Yutth’é ts’1yé
déne theda ?at’e kiin yatk’idh-u.
Tarjcha duwé t’a déne yekdke
hurel?ile,” sélni. Harelyy déne
tareti{ ja heneljér. Taretj necha
ts'1k’é tédhe natl'1 t’a.

“Xat'e dé, bekaske sat’ile,” xéles).

Hiki tthe, bet’'a dzelel ?1h

néthésya ?asjla-u, “Niljér-u?” séini.

“P?edlaghe ch'anesjér ?ali-u, din
?44z] taretj necha yedzériki hjlé.
Bet'd dzelel ?1h bed;,” desj.

Déne nalts1 déné bets’1yé hikj.
Xat'u xaslin t'a tarjcha duwé. Nuwe
ts’1 h1?g ?dilye xa?§jle. Taghe
?etk’enedhe ts’1t banathik) ?ytdy
?ey!l déne nuwets’t yélgos. Ki eyl
déne helghéth diuwé t'a dédi betth’:
ndatsérile ?aja. Tth’i dodi déne
k’'érelyg lat’ele. Xat'u t’a nit’a
nailtj.

De?daq zj xat'u nilts’t xaljjle. Xdt'u
k’abjdén-u dédi ts'ik’e xul;le ?eyl
tlésts’1 tth’s yuwé tI'ds ts’én n1 k’e
dathelar.

1991 Gabbie, neljérile-u,
Panddithér t'd déne hiind xa ni
ts'én k'dldhér sdtsgn-u, Pereht¥is-u
yeghonni.
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Timothy Cardinal. Age 12,



The Brave Dene
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It was falltime in October. It was stormy
outside. My wife and [ were going uptown to
visit my mom. I said to my wife, “Let’s go
and see the boat that's anchored out on the
lake.” So we drove down by the lake. At the
wharf the R.C.M.P. vehicles were parked
with their lights flashing.

“What are they doing?” I said.

There were a lot of vehicles parked, so we
drove towards the scene. When we got
there, Donny Morin came over to me.
“There's a person who's shooting flares out
there from a boat. No one wants to go out
and get him because the waves are too
high!” he said to me. All the people were
scared of the waves. The waves were so big
that they were going over the wharl.

“It's okay. I'll go out and get him," I told
him. One young R.C.M.P. officer said that
he would go with me.

Before leaving, the young R.C.M.P. officer
got me to put on a lifejacket. “Are you
scared?” he asked me.

“Why should I be scared? I've travelled in
bigger waves than this and I wasn't even
wearing a lifejacket,” | said.
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We went out in the R.C.M.P.’s boat. My
goodness, the waves were huge! We couldn't
stop our boat. We circled around the boat
three times, and then on the third time the
man jumped into our boat. The man was so
scared that he went into shock. He was
completely disoriented. We brought him
right to shore.

Not that often is the wind that strong. The
next morning there was no wharf. That big
boat floated towards the bay and was stuck
on high ground.

In 1991, Gabbie was presented with an
award for his bravery and courage in saving
the man in the storm.

Gabbie Lafferty 2ady Deninu Kyé
nddhér. 1947 denely Deninu Kyé.

Gabbie Lafferty lives in Fort Resolution,
Northwest Territories. He was born in
1947 in Fort Resolution, Northiwest
Territories.



Nuwe Nén K'e
Nuweba Hurélya Ni
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T’atthe Dzéndesche naide. Luk’é
ndts’elze ts'y nets’ydel dé, ngn; déne
k’its’} tu hjtchu yet’s k'iti 2ale xa. \
Seku1 hesly t'4 ?até bendsni chéile A1 - AR PR I
xuli Rose chogh Boucher ?ey: k'1ti
heltsi ni bendsni bets’; k'itd tekén Xayt'gs nunidhér dé, noshi xélya
duwé t'a. tI'gghe dé, njtl'ér jie k’é ts’én ts'edél

?ey! t'’'gghe dé, déne 13 nosh1 k’é  njtl’ér huneje xa. Nitl'ér ta duwé t'a
xatl’és nagér ghg ndhede. Ni ndge  tésdhédh yé ddnel?g huneje. 2?ey!
tI'jghe dé noshi njlyel Noshi beghg tésdhédh ddnel?a si chelekul ts'1
tthén tth'i t'asi 13 nelye, tthay-u, ts’én nayehele. Ts’ekul t'a jie
t'ets’eldél-u, t’§chday chogh-u, huneye-u déneyu t’'a tabj! tale lue
t'gchdy ts'elaze-u. N1 nezq duwé t'4 xa. Lue dathéhelu dé, tibaghe
t’asi nezq neshe, ?alghane tu bek’'e  hurfk'g-u bérkarat’eth. Bérkaht'e
?al?}le xuli. t’gghe dé, harelyu déne ?alagh

?eyl noshi k'é si déne kyé t'gz1 t'a shéhely1 ?até ndsue lat'e.
noshi k’é xalé. Harelyy zj ?até nezq  Luk’é-u, sjne-u, xayt’gs hudher
t'asi neye xdayt'gs ts’én xadhér dé dé, xdy nunidhér dé. Xiit'a tth")
noshi t'dne danenéth. Noshi k’é naniz ts'én ?etdzus nilye xa
benat’; diwé ?até t'jchdy delgdy nats’edil lu. ?eldzus thela dené
harelyy ts'én k’erit’j. Sekui 13 nosh: harelyy ghai ghdre ?eldzus thela.

Shene Kalla Catholique-Vaipy. Age 5.

k’'é senaide 11. ?eyér sendide dé Déne k’edorel?a chaile ni.
nuwen! s}. Noshi t'd4ne ddanenéth Xutl’edh ?eghdddlaida xili nuwe
delgdy niz} t'a sendide nuweba nén k'e naide nuweba hurélyg nu.

hurélya diwé ?alnéth noshi k’é
senaide yeddnéljlé. ?ginéth nuwe
ts'én dahézil noshi k’e sohdele xuli.
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We Were Happy on
Our Land

Long ago we lived at Rat River. When the
people came back from the spring hunt,
some people would gather the sap from the
birch trees to make syrup. [ don't remember
too well because 1 was so young, but I do
remember Big Rose Boucher making syrup
because it tasted so good.

After that, many people would dig up their
gardens. After they finished digging, they
planted the potatoes. Besides potatoes, they
grew many other things like carrots,
turnips, cabbage and lettuce. The soil was
so fertile that things grew very well, even
though it wasn't watered often.

The people made their gardens behind
their houses. All summer, things grew very
well. By fall, the potato plants were quite
tall. The gardens were so beautiful with the
white [lowers all over. A lot of us children
used to play in the gardens. As we played,
we were so happy. We loved to play in
among the tall white potato plants. But the
elders didn't like us to play in the gardens.
They used to yell at us to get out of the
gardens.

In the falltime, after the potatoes were dug
out of the ground, the people would go to
the cranberry patch to pick berries. There
were so many cranberries that they used to
fill up flour bags full. The young men would
bring the full bags down to the boats. As the
women picked berries, the men set the fish
nets. When they caught the fish, then they
made a fire by the water and started
cooking. After they finished cooking, all of
the people would be eating together, just
like a feast.

After spring, summer, and fall passed,
then it was winter. This was the time for
trappers to go in the bush to set their traps.
The trappers trapped all winter.

The Dene people were busy in all seasons.
We worked hard and loved our life on the

land.

Vitaline Lafferty ?ady Beghiildesche
nddhér. Dzinédhaze z4 1939 denel)
Demnu Kyé.

Vitaline Lafferty lives in Yellowlcnife,
Northwest Territories, She was born in
August 1939 in Fort Resolution,
Northwest Territories.
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Yi K’enaltsil Yuniz;
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Tth'u Dy Tth'
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Yuniz} sekui heslj-u, yi k’enaltsil
gha niunjdhér dé, yu 2elta halyé-u,
dashy thén-u, t'ats’elddy tth'i
tthén-u. Bet'a yu delk’él hule t'4,
tés tuwé xél doshy nelghuz ?4al?;.
Sin dé, tu lendily: lu, ndke dzin
xuk’e. ?ey! tI'dghe dé bit’'gz; kin
chogh dilk’g-u, tu nidhil lu yi
k’endriltsil . Bek'éz yuk’enaltsil
xat'1 k’e t'a yu k’endiltsil. Déneyy tth't bi'tagz yudatyele. Tth'1 yu
ts'] tu t¥’a?{ xat’1 t'a burenile harelyy ?elia bek'enareltsil.
bek’endltsil xa. Nok'e nake tl'ul Dy bet’a yuk’dltsil sets’} xuli
dénel?g yu dathilye. La nechdni! bet’anst'jlé yisthén t’a. Yudaghe
Xéy dé, de?§4dzj hurenile. Yath yi1z yuk'enaltsil kyé ts’én yi nash-u

Krystle Dourdages. Age 8.

dailye-u, naflghj-u xat'eile dé, ?eyér yu k’endztsil. Yik'enaltsil kyé
tabgaghe ts’} tén xailtthél-u, yiz yiz daiya dé, jg djzf ts'} déne
dailye. Tén nailghj-u tu 144 ja dé ki harelyy dettth’i-u. Yi taitdél

yui k’endrailtsil, nadlilu. Xay dé, dé,?etxél dahulni-u, diltth'i. Tth'
bitaz} yu dathilye xuli ?até belu xat'ele dé, yu taila dé, yuwé,

chogh xat'u t’'a yiz dailye tini. iz nanik'é t'asi ddnes?] xa ts’éresa.
yézelnilu xiat’u bit'gz ya daltye lini. ?eyér yuk’enaltsil kyé nésja dé,

Xat'u déd1 nuweba ?Pets’afleny. ts'etdy k'dhdéne seba yu k’enaltsél
Noriya t’a hutl’édh ?eghadailada thela?}. Hireni duwé.

hjlé! Xat'e xiili déd1 nuweba la Begha nanaadhér dé, ?edy lahit'e

lat’ile ni. dy ts'én,

Dy yu k’endltsil gha nunidhér dé,
hireni. Tu ténalyi lu, tu nidhil lu,
bek’éz yik’enaltsil tth’': t'dat’jle-u,

4
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Washing Clothes:
Then and Now
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As a young girl long ago, when it was time
to wash clothes, we would sort out all the
clothes with the dish towels in one pile and
the towels in another pile. We had to boil
the dish towels with lye because there was
no bleach. In the summertime, we had to
haul water for about two days. After that,
we would light a big fire outside and heat
the water to wash the clothes. We would
wash the clothes with a washboard. The
men's pants were very hard to wash.
Sometimes there would be two full lines of
clothes to hang. It was a very big job!

In the wintertime, it was even harder. We
would bring in the snow to melt. If we didn't
use snow, we would use lakeshore ice by
chopping the ice with an axe. As the ice
melted, there would be a lot of water so we
would begin washing the clothes. In the
wintertime, we would hang clothes outside,
and the clothes would be frozen stiff when
we brought them inside. We didn't have on
any gloves as we hung the clothes outside.
But it wasn't even cold for us.

My goodness - we worked so hard!
Although it didn’t seem like a lot of work for
us. ————

. 0.0

Nowadays, washing clothes is a very easy
job. We don't have to haul water, heat up
the water, use a washboard, or hang out the
clothes outside. We can even wash the
clothes all mixed up!

At home, I have a washing machine, and
when I don't feel like using it, I bring my
clothes to the laundromat to wash them.
When I arrive at the laundromat, some of
the people from the community are there
also. [ throw my clothes in the washing
machine, and then sit around and visit with
the people. If I don't feel like visiting, then I
go around to the stores to windowshop.
Then when I go back to the laundromat, my
clothes are all ready washed and waiting for
me. How easy!

Thinking about it now, things sure have
changed from what they used to be like.

Eliza Lawrence ?ady Xdtt'oresche
nddhér. 1934 denel; Deninu Kyé.

Eliza Lawrence lives in Hay River,
Northwest Territories. She tbas born in
1940 in Fort Resolution, Northwest
Terrilories.
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Sekui heslj-u Deschaghe nuwe kyé
xa?g xuli xayt'qs dé, setihkui chu
senakui chu xél niniz ts’én naidil.
?11d xdye nuta naide hjlé nuweta
?eldzus thela-u, tth'i begha nani xa
tue tabj! tiwe thela.

S1 chu sedés Doris chu k’étl’a ts’én
?alagh ?2ait’) ni. K'étl'a ts'én bit’az)
?eghdlaida kin ghanaidhér-u, tu
tth'i lendilyi-u, gabjtl tth’i daitt'u-u.
?€l tth'1 }éndily: n1 t’’qbal yé nérijis
xa. 2?8l tthet chén k'é, ?até bek'ésni-
u, ?él bek’eneréste. Bek'oresya diiwé
ni. ?até xéle nechds?}-u, nasgél
tini. Xat'u hutl’édh ?eghdlaida
nunagheke-u nuwe t'a ?eldzus
thela-u tth’i lue ghandhede t’a.
Hutl’édh ?eghalalda xili nuweba
hurélya?) k’étl’a ts’én naidlégh-u,
sud1 xayailts.

K s1 t'asie nashis duwé leno.
Tthelchén-u dechén bés-u, xat'1 t’asi
nashls djle. ?eyér dé Doris t'a
bets’'én nédorésle. ?edin t'a bets’én
ts'ul ch’ogh choile t’a ?edini t'a
njdere hel} t’a. ?eyér dé, ts’élt'u
beba hestsi nanel?] t’'a ts’élt’u t'a.
?edets’én nedorélye xa bets'én nasni
t'd. Xaslini t'a déne k’ait’ele njk’éla.

Harelyu dzik'e ?eghaldida tl'gghe
dé, hilts'én nités njdé yailti. Déne
k’adile xuli tth’l yatiril?g duwé
leno. Yalt1 xa nigérilya dé, sjk’gz)
yat'ar k’e buret’;. Sjk’az) t'a
ch’axasthér gha naidlégh, naidlégh.
Ku sedzaghe ga setthigha k’itath ni.
?ey1 lats’én xadathe?a. Sik'gz;
begha studi laborel?) de?44zj ?ey:
gha naidlogh. Ku s1 t'a t'atthére
hesl; xat'u déne k’asnile nik’éla.

?eghalalda u, t'asi nafjis-u, nuwe
ts’én ts’tilch’ogh-u, Ngltsin ts'én
yailti-u, harelyu xat e xuli nuweba
hurelya-u k’étl’a ts’én naidlogh.
?eyl t'asg duy ?elghanitg ?eldes ke
hitl’1 t’a.

Ham King. Age 14.
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When [ was young, we had a house at
Rocher River. But in the falitime, my
parents, my brothers and sisters, and I
moved to the bush. We stayed at Simpson
Islands because my Dad was trapping and
commercial fishing.

My sister, Doris, and I were always
together. We were always working outside,
cutting wood, hauling water, and setting
rabbit snares. We also gathered spruce
boughs for the ground in the tent. I would
put the spruce boughs on an axe handle
and press them down real hard. | knew how
to do this very well. I would make a big load,
then carry it on my back. We worked hard
like this because our brothers were out
trapping and fishing with our Dad. We
worked very hard, but we were always
happy, as we laughed and told jokes.

I always used to break things: axe
handles, saw blades, and other things like
that. Then [ would put the blame on Doris.
Usually she didn't get as much heck as me
because she was younger. | would then
make smokes for her because she was
hiding her smoking. It was her
pay for taking the blame. My
goodness, we didn't listen very
well.

All day long we worked, then after that, as
we were getting ready for bed at night, we
prayed. We were really mischievous, but we
were sure religious too. As we knelt down to
pray, there was my shadow on the wall. |
did tricks with my shadow and we laughed
and laughed. I had cut my hair really short
by my ears, so it was sticking out on both
sides. My shadow looked so funny; we
laughed even harder. Even as the eldest, |
was still so mischievous. '

We worked, we broke things, we got heck,
we prayed to God - and through all these
things we were so happy and laughing. That
was why we were so close as sisters.

Denise McKay ?ady Deninu Kyé
nddhér, Ndfddidz; zd denel; 1935
Deschaghe.

Denise McKay lives in Fort Resolution,
Northwest Territories. She was born in
April 1935 in Rocher River, Northwest
Territories.
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Sekul hes!}-u Dzqdesche ndide-u
tuk’é tsath ts'} nets’jdel dé
Dzqdesche déne l3. Ka Peyér dé
hurélya. Déne ?elghg hyta nahidil-
u, dats’édil tth’t nats’idil-u, desk’é
ts'l yé ts’éts’edil. Desk’é tlést’oth
?até hején ladi. 2eyér dé, tl’est’s1
chogh ts’ikar xél niketh. Ku ?ey!
ts'ikar yé xél 1g nilye s} luk'é t'atthe
tth'u tl’ests’t chogh niketh ?at’e t'a.

Ts'ikar ts'y, ?eghéz-u, bjdzagh-u,
satsantil-u, tth't t’asi I3 ddlye. Ku
jik'os ?ey1 t'a ?até bendsni. ?até
jik’oz} nailta harelyy ts’én.
MmmmmmI! Noriya t'd jik’os déneba
tekén ni. Ku jik’os bats’ede hqt'elu
harelyy ghay k'étl’a xat’'1 t’asie déne
dhanile sit’a. Jik’os nuweba lekén
duwé t'a bet’'us x1li gha shily: ni.
Jik'os nat'us?ilye-u, bet’us ydghe
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delgay lin1 ?ey1 k’éydghe nuweghu
t'd hiddhogh. ?até be?ane bet’uzi
ts'et’alaze thelchuth ?at’e ni.
Sunaghe Noel ?adi-u ?edini jik'os
benaisch’ule heni. X4t'u bet'us xél
beghg shest} heni.

K1 jik’os ndke?adhél-u ?jlaghe
tsamba ni.

?ady selona ?3z} seghdy-u xét’'u
jik'os hestsén dé, yunizj t'atthe t'u
jik'os xél t’es ts't chogh niketh
benasni djle.
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The Smell of Oranges
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When [ was young, we lived at Rocher
River. In the spring, when people came back
from the spring hunt, there were so many of
us. It was a happy time. The people would
visit each other, go to dances, and drive
their boats up and down the river. The
kickers sounded like music on the river.
That was when the big boat and the barge
would arrive. On the barge, there was a lot
of freight because it was the first boat that
arrived in the spring.

Eggs, apples, canned food, and many
other things would be unloaded from the
barge. But oranges are what I remember the
most. The smell of oranges was all through
the air. Mmmm! Those oranges tasted so
delicious for the people. Of course, we were
hungry for oranges because we didn't have

things like that to eat all winter long. The
oranges tasted so good for us that we even
ate the peelings. We peeled the oranges,
then we ate the inside of the peelings by
scraping the white part with the bottom of
our teeth. We left only the thin layer of
orange peel. My brother, Noel, said he never
even bothered to peel his orange, he just ate
the whole thing, peeling and all!

At that time it was one dollar for one
dozen oranges.

Now, I'm over fifty years old, and when [
smell oranges, I always remember the first
boat that came in with the oranges.

'J Doris McQueen ?ady Beghiildesche.
Pelets'elts'lindz; zd 1941 denel}
Dzodesche.

Doris McQueen lives in Yellowknife.
Northwest Territories. She was born in
January 1941 in Rocher River, Northwest
Territories.
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?et’eke?aze heslj-u dats’édil When | was a young lady I loved to dance.
basthi duwé ni. Dats’édil gha I used to cry to go to the dance if they told
hestségh lin1 ndnegha xaile séts’edr me I couldn't go. My father used to go to the
dé. Setani sexél dats'édil ts'én dance with me because [ was not allowed to
nada?{ théne dzénegha xa duwé go by myself. My father would sit beside me

until the dance was over.

At the dances, there were so many people.
It was a happy time. People used to dance
Hurélva Hmi. H dats’édil so well. | was taught to dance like the other

ure Y,ﬂ L 0zy da S € 1"n}. people. At the dances, Dziga Barrens played
Hasunéha t'a dasth,,dene k’iz]. the violin for us.

Dziga Barrens ?eyl t'a nuweba I remember we danced all different kinds
tI'oghet. of dances: the handkerchief dance, the reel

Benasni ?elk’éch’a tg t'4 dats’édil: of eight, and the rabbit dance where we
k’dchédh t’a dats’édil-u, ?elk’édjghe chased each other around. The elders like to
dadil-u, gah k’'jzi dats’édil, dance the rabbit dance. They were elders to
ts'éleneju-u. ?eyér dé, ?atnéth xili  me because they seemed so old when I was
gah k’izi dadil danél}. ?glnéth n}sg so young. But really they were only about
di?ona xiik’e ddbeghdy, s1 sekui forty years old.
hesl; t'a seba ?aknéth larjt’e. The reel of eight was the one I liked the

2elk’éd)ghe t'a dats'édil ?ey1 t'a best. I really liked it the most.

benest) duwé, ?até benesl); diwé.

séts'ed1 t'd. Dats’édil nahijt'é ts’én
setd ni, sega theda.
?ééé déne g duwé n1 dats’édil k’é.

Rosa Mercredi n: Tthebachaghe
néidhér ni. 1913 denelj
Tthebachaghe.

The late Rosa Mercredi lived in Fort
Smith. Northwest Terrilories. She was

born in 1913 and died in 1995 in Fort
Smith, Northwest Territories.



T'atthe Tth’'u Déne
Naresya
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Pine Point x4?3 tth’u ?eyér t'atthe
déne naresya German Shepherd xat'i
1} t'ast’). Pelg}sd] I} 11 t'ast’) bengz)
19tg h-u, xat'1 t'a dahet’;.
Ts'Gltthéne gharé, Perehtl’is ?jtaghe
bek’erehtt’is ts'a yéts’} hitlchu. Xdt'e
t’a s1 tthe hiya. Njdha niyaile tth'u,
?ed1 kun ts’} dechén bet’ariya.
Sebeschéne harelyy naiyez-u tth'i,
selje seghjl?as. ?até ?esta?inlu,
yathyé xdiya. ?até niya-u yune
hunes?} tthe tth'u sek’in1 hegal ?ey!
I} t'a setedhéya. Peyér tth'i ?até
?esta?inlu yathyé xadiya-u. Ku ?aduy
nak’élya tth'y ?aildel yathyé. Pate
benol?g-u, tth'i taghe t’agal setedhe
nahja tth’i, nak’élya ?aitdel nadl;.
Xut'a duwé t'a, hesgol t’a tilu ch’az]
xasger hurésdza. ?até Pesta?inlu
niya. Nak’élya kanisthén xa nesthén
t'4 nakelya ka dzéresni-u, tth'i t'g
dighe t'agal setedheya. Nade ts’én
hadhér-u xiit’a dawé t'a tjluneth
ts’én hesgé. Déne désenel?] harelyy
seghg na hedlagh.

Xdt’e tth’u t'a
?elnats’eldel bunidhir si,
?eyér nesja-u ?elnats’eldel
nahut’e. Grant Beck seghg |
njya-u. “Harelyy durjdzijk’e
nexél t'andddhér 2aly I}
dzéniyu dé, ?ila dzjk'e
hunilni xat'e,” sélni.

Kyle Giroux, Age 7.

With Great Difficulty

When Pine Point was still there, I went into my
first race. I had a team of German Shepherds. I
used seven dogs and the other mushers used
about nine. By the luck of the draw, I picked
number one from the hat. [ had to start out first.
I didn't get very far when I ran into the power
pole. My toboggan crashed and my dogs took off
on me. With great difficulty, I got up out of the
snow. Just as I got up, before even looking back,
the team behind me ran over me. Again, with
great difficulty, I got up out of the snow. This
time I lost my glasses in the snow. Just as |
found them, the third team ran over me, and I
lost my glasses again. Then I didn't know what to
do, so I tried to crawl off the trail. With great
difficulty, I stood up. I thought I'd look for my
glasses, so | felt around in the snow, then again
the fourth team ran over me. In the end, [ was
having such a hard time that 1 started crawling
towards the highway. All the people
saw me and they started laughing!
4 By the time I got back to the

starting line, the race was over.
Grant Beck came over to me and
4 said, “With all the things that
‘4 happened to you today, if you keep
on driving dogs, someday you'll win
the race.”

Billy Norn 2ady Deninu Ky¢ nddhér.
Peyiindz) zd 1949 denel; Deninu Kyé.

Bill Norn lives in Fort Resolution.
Northwest Territories. He was born in
November 1949 in Fort Resolution,
Northuwest Territories.
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Seku! Dénk’anile
Diwé

Yona seghédy-u, t'atthe tth'u thén
hitjle. Ja Mari des k'é jik'e Peyér
?at’e. Se?e Alexi?aze ni, tth'u tth'i
?eyile ?jldghe déne ?ey1 bexél ?ast’;.
?eyér nidel déne shilyl. Se?e ?adi-u
sets'ent chu chéth xailze xa héni.

xa hunil?}-u ts'ériki d;yaghe k'é. Ja
nuweba hyd4a?4le t’asi ts'én hyya sa!l”
héni.

“He,"des). “?elk’idh t'a hjlk’edh
xylj-u,” seheledi.

“Dodi ?at’e,” des}. T'at'u ?ek’ichogh
deyét’a-u, 2elk’idh t'at'u helk’idh
hasunétta. ?)ldghe 2ek’ichogh til
setl’dhjtta-u. Sech'az he?as. T'a
xa?y, hy?as t'a ?elk'idh naresk’éth
gha thidjj. ?elk'idh naresk’éth,
?elk’idh naresk’éth. ?eyl! seldna beyé
the?3 sg ?jtaghe ?ek’ichogh til. Peyl
harelyy bek'itk’édh xut’ at’ asi ghgfle
thidalu. Ts'jnedhe hjlis’én ?aja.
Bérbaidhér t'4 shest]. Xut’a huret’jle
?édne. Dzjnédhaze z4a laghe hiuk'e s3.
Nalghil?ane, td déd1 huret’jle-u,
dechén chine tth'l hurelzéni-u. Héés,
xut'a nesjér duwé. Ts'|nedhe xiit'a
tsdghdesda. Xat'e tth'u ?estjl k'é. Bél
natsér dit’elu sekui xylj dé.

Ts'idhér nq, hurjltha hit} yjsthén
lu, ts’idhér-u, dzjdhe chdégh; k’é. Ku
nesjér n} dédié. T'a xit’'a t'asiaze gha
shestj-u. ?edu ?aja, dzjdiz t'ato. Ku
?ey! k'alichus tuaze the?3 hes?;. Kun
ga yu yehaiya-u, tuaze ts’1 ya-u tuwé
sasthér.

’.
%%

Wendy Boucher. Age 13.

Dexa ts'} yuddghe hunil?} nqQ senare
“Yunéazk’edhe ts’1 xatédh hit}; xa chéth ts’ékui ndrélya k’e. 2eyér t'a tuwé

nasthér nihidel déstth’aghile. Ku ?eyl1
setsuné Harriet ni-u, ts'gkui Charlotte
ni-u, ki tth'i nadéne t'eke, ?iljghe
Florence hiilye-u, ?jldghe Therese
hiilye, setsiiné se?}-u sets’ilch’e.
“Tuwe hatldnet’ai,” sélni. T’ tehasa
xano seyuwé tth'i kink'e theldlu.
Bet & nadynys?; xyljle t’a, harelyy
ts'én naiyes?;. Tsjtl'aghe satsén
nidhile thetg k’é. 2ey! hilchu
dets’'yk’éth nestg. Ku 2ey! tsgtl’aghe
betl’aghe harjk'a ?at’e k’é. Nadenes?)
yisthén ni. Harelyy suret’} k'é.
Setsune -ni de?34dzj sets’ilch’e!l

“Nadenil?jle duwé, ts’ékul nizi,”
séini. Setthén ?eya sjla. Ku hestsagh-
u, hesil-u, se?e Alexi?aze ni1 chu
bets’eni chu serétth’a si t'd. Xut'a
sekul kunk'é sdja sg henjdhén t’a, ts1
?édhelxél-u, nabahet’és. Nuwegha
nibah)?és. Se?e Alexi?aze ni hilch'e.

“Dechén yaghe xat'u sekui
ts'énelghél xa?jjle,” heni. Setsuné ni
k’elch’e.

Stidi lat’e hylé ku. Ku ?eyér seba
stdile ni. Dy benédnisthér-u, seba
sudi!
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A Mischievous
Young Boy
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When I was ten years old, I slept in the
bush alone for the very first time.

It was at a berry place on the Jean Marie
River. [ was with my late uncle, Alexi, and
another guy. As soon as we got there, we ate.
Then my uncle told me that he and his friend
were going hunting ducks. “We're going to
take a canoe across the portage to look for
ducks in the slough. You stay right here for
us and don’t go anywhere!” he said.

“Okay,” | said.

“Have you ever shot with a gun?” they
asked me.

“Never,” I said.

So they taught me how to put shells in the
gun and how to shoot it. They gave me a whole
box of shells. Then they left. As soon as they
were out of sight, [ started target shooting. I shot
and kept on shooting. There's fifty rounds of
shells in a box. I shot the whole darm works. 1
was left sitting with nothing to do.

After awhile, it was evening. | was hungry,
so I ate. Then it started getting dark. It was
around the end of August. It got darker and
darker until it was pitch black, even among
the trees it was just black. Hey, I
was so scared! Sometimes later, [
started crying. While I was crying,
I guess I fell asleep. Of course,
sleep is strong when you're a kid.

When | woke up, it didn't seem
that I slept very long. It was
daytime. I wasn't scared anymore.
Right away I had something to eat.
It was hot out, it must have been
noon. There was bullrushes and a
pond close by. So I took off my
clothes at the fire camp, and
walked to the pond and played in
the water.

All of a sudden, I looked up and there was
some ladies around me. I hadn't heard them
come to where I was playing. There was my
grandmother, Harriet, old lady Charlotte, and
two young women. One was Florence and the
other was Therese. When my grandmother
saw me, she was mad! "Get the heck out of
the water!” she said.

I was going to get out of the water, but my
clothes were back at the fire camp. | started
to look around for something to cover myself
with, There was an old tin pan near me. |
took the pan and put it in front of myself. But
that pan had a burnt hole in the bottom. I
thought I was hiding myself. Everything was
showing. My grandmother was even madder!
“You're not hiding yourself in front of the
women!” she said. Then she gave me a darn
good spanking.

I was crying and yelling so loud that my late
uncle Alexi and his friend must have heard
me. They must have thought that something
was happening to me. They threw down their
boat and started running. They ran to where
we were. My uncle, Alexi, got mad. “Why
would anybody be spanking a
kid out in the bush,” he said. He

gave heck to my grandmother.
1t all seemed so funny then.
But it wasn't very funny for me
at the time. When | think about
it now, it was really funny!

Marcel Norn ?ady Deninu Kyé
nddhér. Degdy marf zd 1932 denel}
Deninu Kyé.

Mareel Norn lives in Fort Resolution,
Northwest Territories. He was born in
May 1932 in Fort Resolution, Northwest
Territories.



Har! Har! Dodi!
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?{ld Tédheyat: tthe Deninu Kyé

nest’agh, Beghildesche ts'} Akaitcho

Hall ?ereht!l'is kyé naisda njt’a.
Tédheyatt nake tséreta seghg nadit’'s
t'a. 2eyér nest’agh tt’gghe k’asba
késa yjsthén t'4, sare Christine
bekuyé ts'i ya. ?eyér niya déné seghe
Frank bureskar, nelje t’6st’;
yundsk'éth Nylgghe nésa, kuzj
k'dsba kdnusta. Sat’ile sélni t’a I}
dek’ila. ?ey1 nast’'e-u yiz1 dasji-u,
led1 hesda-u, bit'gs tesja. ?eyér-u 4
hel?ds ?daste hurésdza.

“Har!” desi. Dédiye. “Har! Har!”
desj-u bets'én tthizel nadl}. Dédiye.
Xate t'a tth'1 yizdgsja seghe, Frank
xdles}, “L} seba hel?as hurél?|le t’'a
sets’énenl.”

“Hé,” sélni. “Bit'as seba nor;l?;.”
Sugha niltha-u, tetthjdg-u, thezel,
“Har!” heni. ?11a?]. Kudéné I
hel?as. Kudéné yunask’'éth Nylaghe
ts’iya?}. Seniii, xat'e t'a!l

Yundask’éth shéthlai niya-u, k'dsba
nanedil-u, nenaidil-u, ?ey! nes?}.
?eyér-u, 1} daitl'y. ?elk’'idhaze
hilchu-u, k’asba kaiya. ?elk’etdghe
to Pelgjsdjghe to xiik'e k’asba
liilde. Ts’jnedhe k’'dsba sech’azj
hidél} t'a xut’a xali yjsthén. Sely
gha nesja-u, k’asba beschén yildel-
u, nasda xa nuini?a.

(4

0’0

(3

<,

Kurt Macdonald. Age 7.5.

“Harl” xélesi. Dddi. Déttth'1y}.
“Har! Har!” Bets'ésilu, t'at’u déltthi
xét'ey}. Ku tth'i seghg dqghun t’4,
beghdsnail}. Daitl'y-u, xit'a yu?dne
nasjayi.

T'q1?a bek’dresyijle, yu?4j nesja.
Yizdgsja-u, 1} si séts’edi.

“Ku yunasdez},” hebeles}. “L} d}z)
nal?és hurel?]le t'a nask’éth
daitl'yyj.”

Seghe, Frank, hilch’e 1§t’e xuli
tiya?}. Si sekyé ts’én nasja.

?eyl tI'gghe, Christine ?adi-u,
Frank I} t’a4 njja-u hilch’e laja.
Tédhe ttaghe ?aja xitduy bekyé njja-
u ku hegél t'a yunask’édh njya-u 4y
kédnahja t’a. Ku s1, Frank }j
benoreskar xyljle }; seghanola k’aile
yisthén t'a.
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Har! Har! Nothing!

X

One time before Christmas I flew back to
Fort Resolution from Yellowknife where |
was at Akaitcho Hall going to school. It was
the two-week Christmas holiday. After I got
back, I thought about going out to hunt
ptarmigans, so [ went to my sister,
Christine’s, house. As soon as I got there, |
asked my brother-in-law, Frank, if I could
use his dogs to go out to Mission Island to
look for ptarmigans. He said it was okay, so
I hooked up his dogs. After I finished, [ went
inside, drank some tea, and went back out
again. Then I tried to get the dogs to go.

“Har!” I yelled at the dogs. Nothing. “Har!
Har!” I yelled again. Nothing. So I went
inside, and told my brother-in-law, Frank.
“The dogs don't want to go for me. Can you
help me?”

“Yeah," he said. “Go outside and wait for
me.” After awhile, he stuck his head out,
and yelled, “Har!” Just once. The dogs took
off. As soon as the dogs went, I took off with
them across to Mission Island. Gosh, I was
happy!

When I got on top of the hill, T watched
the ptarmigans as they flew and
landed around. There I tied up

*
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the dogs. I took my 22 rifle, and started out
for ptarmigans. I killed about 6 or 7
ptarmigans. Finally they started flying away
from me, so I thought I would quit. When I
got back to the dogs, I threw my ptarmigans
in the toboggan, and got set to leave.,

“Har!" [ said to the dogs. Nothing. “Har!
Har!" I yelled at them, but they just kept
sitting there. Then they started growling at
me, so I let them be. I tied them up, and
headed home.

I don’t know how long it took before 1 got
home. When I went inside, they asked me
where the dogs were. “Well, they're across,” |
told them. “The dogs didn't want to come
back, so I just tied them up.” My brother-in-
law, Frank, was kind of upset as he went
out the door. I just went home.

Alterwards, Christine said that when
Frank got back with the dogs, he was quite
mad. It was alter dark when he got home
because he had to walk across and bring
the dogs back. As for me, |1 didn't ask Frank
to use his dogs again because I didn't think
he would have lent them to me anyway.

Isadore Tourangeau ?ady
d Tthebachaghe nidhér. 1942 denel; Jg
Mari Des K'’é.

Isadore Tourangeau lives in Fort Smith,
Northwvest Territories. He was born in
1942 at Jean Muarie River, Northiwest
Terriiories.
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T’atthe sekul hes!}-u benésni,
Dzgdesche naide. Kii 1956 xik’e
t6sa. Ts'gkui Mrs. McQueen hilye
?ey1 shéts’elyl kyé xalt?a. Nezq
bérkalt’édh ni. Harelyy t’asie
?eltk’éch’a helt’édh, lést’éthdhul-u,
pie-u, cake-u. Ice cream tth'i heltsi
ki ?ey! xiili luk’é ?ql;. (Ice cream
t'a de?44zji déneba thekén-ni, Mrs.
McQueen ?}laghay ?1la} yelts1 t'4.)

Degay mari z4 ljghe ts'én xik’e,
Dzddes k’é tén he?él 2ekudé luk’é
tsath ts’y ?elénats’ehdél dé. Harelyy
déne beba hurélyg. ?jlaghe t'asie
de?44zi déne day)! kén 2ey1 Mrs.
McQueen bets’} ice cream. Ice cream
déneyati t'a bezi xyljle, that'ine
k'izi ice cream didi ?at’e.

Mrs.McQueen luk’é dé Dzgdes k’é

tén he?ul xat'1 nalts1 yet’a ice cream

lekén heltsi. Lure tutil yé yele-u
bets’} shéts’elyl kué njyile. ?eyér dé
ice cream helts1 yinjltthir. Yet'a ice
cream helts1 s1 nanik’e ts’] nani
?at’e. Yet'a ice cream heltsi si1
dechén tth’ay be?ane-u, beyaghe
satsan til thetg. Mrs.McQueen tén
satsan til naré njyjle. ?eyér dé
sdtsan til yé ?ejéretth"i-u, suga-u,
?1dzidze-u, tth'l 2eyile t'asie ?até
Mrs. McQueen ?q!l; ye k’érelys.

Mrs. McQueen bit'gz] t'a ice cream
heltsi. Kiun k’et’éth k’e theda-u ice
cream bet’a ?ale heldéth ?até
deddgh ?ane ts'én. ?até njk’adh dé,
ice cream de?§4jzj deyér ?at’}. Mrs.
McQueen ?dlg sadzie ice cream
helts: gha nadhér. Beghg la necha
?at'e. Xdt'e xuli Mrs. McQueen
yegha néanidherile. Ts'eku1 déne
nélj-u tth'i xutl’éth ?éghaldna déne
ice cream gha shely! xa. Bendsni
dénelj§ ice cream nahelni xa
?elk’1ne niadaarel?]. Ice cream
?1ldghe lona sdats’dnaze heljnj. Ice
cream tekén duwé.

b/

Loren Hudson. Age 10.



Waiting for Ice cream

When [ was young, | remember when we
lived at Rocher River. It was about 1956.
There was a restaurant owned by an older
lady named Mrs. McQueen. She was a very
good cook. She baked all kinds of different
things, like bread, pies, and cakes. She also
made ice cream, but only in the spring. Ice
cream was the food that the people liked the
best because Mrs. McQueen made it only
once a year. (There is no Chipewyan word
for ice cream, so we say ice cream like the
Whiteman.)

Around the end of May, when the ice was
flowing down the Taltson River, the people
gathered after the spring hunt was over.
Everyone was very happy. One of the things
that the people looked forward to was eating
Mrs. McQueen's ice cream.

Mrs. McQueen used the spring ice from
the Taltson River to make her delicious ice
cream. She would gather the ice in
waterbuckets and bring it to her restaurant.
Then she would start making her ice cream.
She used a store-bought ice cream making
machine. It was a wooden tub with a metal
container inside. Mrs. McQueen

(S oe%%%%

e L 2 2 2

put the ice all around the metal container.
Then inside the metal container, she put
milk, sugar, strawberries, and other things
that only Mrs. McQueen knew.

Mrs. McQueen made her ice cream
outside. She would sit out on a log and turn
the handle of the ice cream maker until the
ice cream became thick. Then as the ice
cream got really cold it became hard.

Mrs. McQueen spent hours and hours
making her ice cream. It was a big job! But
Mrs. McQueen didn’t worry about all the
work she did. She was a kind lady and she
worked hard so the people could eat ice
cream. | remember all the people waiting in
line to buy ice cream. It was only ten cents
a cone. It tasted so good!

Agnes Villebrun ?ady Thebachaghe
nddhér. Ndfdsidz; zd 1949 denel)
Dzgdesche.

Agnes Villebrun lives in Fort Smith,
Northwest Territories. She was born in

April 1949 in Rocher River, Northwest
Territories.
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