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K’akwe whaa hozil k’éhots’eezho-
le 1lé ts’edI. T’aa ts’0 k’ets’eet’]s sil,
ts’0 ts’ine k’e zo agot’e jle. Shihdee
nawhe?a gots’o hoteda nek’e
Yabahti Tf'acho gots’0 ts’1 zo Jle.
Ekoo dzeé k’e done k’odeé elj)
Tideebaa nadé le. ltaa todzii gha
nazé ha dehtta. Wets’éke gowhatso
yeda hok’é wheda.

Wets’eke tseehga wheda. Dedod
gha kw’ih?ego0 k’e na2eeli. Ch’oh
yek’e naeli gho wheda.

In the early days there were no
Barren Lands. Trees covered the
north from the Rocky Mountains
across the Inuit lands on Hudson
Bay. In those days a great medicine
man lived near Tondeé, our Great
Slave Lake. One day he went
hunting for toji ekwo, the woodland
caribou, and he left his young wife
behind, alone in the camp.

The young wife knelt in the
doorway of their shelter. She was
embroidering a new shirt for her
husband with a porcupine quill
design. A leather tassel dangled
from a thong around her neck
brushing away flies as she worked.






Xotsa done wijzii 2eh K’e ajaa t’a
dehyeh. Idoo k’eet’] 1a nazéedoo at’|
noo, yenada nawo, Iti yaeto xe.
Dozhiidaa ghaida-le, yegoht’o0 k’e
k’'eet’]l. “Eteét’) nahtt’),” ts’éko
haniwo. We2ee nezii nahdli-le, wek’e
ch’oh nahdli-le eyits’o wekw’e si
we?ee k'e while. “Eyi do wets’eke
gohti-le t’a yegha na2eell while,”
haniwo. Dozhiidaa ghajda-le et’i
ededoo gha 2eh k’e nazeell Jle sil
yegholaeda, nez) nayeél t’a wilaa k'e
hoiz,.

Nazeedoo dakwe t’a xayajhti-le,
ekil eyl nawo. Ts’éko, ifaa na2eell ha
hoéhdza yeghaeda. Wigholo k’e
winiti to nijtf'i. Xotsa ch’oh t’a
dilakw’00 ghathgé. Welakw’o0 k’e
edoo aja t'a edelakwo eht’o. Dozhil,
ts’éko wedaat’] ne yiihwho eyits’o
2eh k’e naell sit wet’awoht’i niwo.

Suddenly a shadow fell across the
shirt over her lap. With a slight shiver
the young wife looked up to see a
young hunter standing before her with
a bow in his hand. Before she even
saw his eyes she noticed the man’s
hide shirt, poorly sewn, no quill
embroidery, no fringes, and she
thought, “This man has no wife to sew
for him.” Without meeting his eyes she
looked down at her work again, proud
of the neat design she was creating
on her medicine man’s shirt.

The young hunter didn’t speak at
first. He just stood still, keeping his
shadow on the shirt on her lap. He
watched the young wife try to
continue her work. Droplets of sweat
formed on the tip of her nose. Her
hand slipped and a quill pricked her
finger. He glimpsed the drop of blood
before she sucked it away. The young
wife was beautiful and he wanted to
wear the shirt in her lap.






“Nazeéedoo nezi aht’e ne,” dozhii
hadi. “Ts’eko nez| eghalade sii
sets’eke el ha dehwho. Sek’é
najtta,” yehdi.

Tseko, dozhii hayehdi t’a deji laja,
demoo k’eet’]. Dozhil weéhda 1kw’ia
x& wedaa na?edlo ghaida. K'achi
we?ee K’e t’asii nahdli-le si ghajda.

Dozhii hadi, “Ets’énonee dehga
tich’aadidee gikeé k’é to gola.
Nedoo gowhatso wheeda anila. Amil
nexoehdi ha? To tich’aadi
nets’0ehgé nidé daide ha?” hadii t'a
Ts’eéko ga nagoihgé. Wigho k’e
weniti deyiitso. “Sets’éke gohlj nide
dehwho. Sek’e najtta. Nezji nek’éhdi
ha ne,” ts’éko éhd..

“l am a good hunter,” he said. “I
need a good wife. Come away with
me.”

The wife shivered when she heard
these words, shivered and furtively
glanced around the camp for the
medicine man. In the same glance
she saw the young hunter’s
smoothly plucked chin and his
sparkling eyes. Again she saw the
hide shirt with no embroidery.

“A long-toothed cat has left tracks
on the other side of the river,” the
young hunter said. “Your husband
has left you all alone. You have no
one to protect you. What if the long-
tooth visits you in the night?” He
crouched down before her and
wiped a droplet of sweat from her
nose. “l need a good wife. Come
away with me. | can keep you from
harm.”






Ts’eko wini dej t'a ts’ehty laja.
Tich’aadii dee eyits’o dedoo xj gho
naniwo t'a. Dozhii we?eé K’e t’asil
nahdli-le gho naniwo t’a k’achj ch’oh
t'a delakw’00 ghajihgé. Dozhii jtaa
yenada wheda, yeni k’e k’eet’].
Ts’eko dedod kw’ih?eh k’e naell sii
eyl zo ghaeda. Nodea ts’eéko hadl,
“Nexé naehtta ha dehj) dié. Sedoo
Ik'o t’a natso ne. Wech’adets’e?] ha
dii ne,” dl.

Nazéedoo, ts’eko wedoo
wekw’ih?eé neyli?a ga deehgo k'e
néyirah ga naéhtta ha ets’aehtta.
Ts’eko yets’0 niitta hadi, “Dehji ko
nek’e naehtta ha,” di.

The young wife shivered at the
thought of a long-toothed cat. She
shivered as she thought of her
husband. She pricked her finger with
another quill as she thought of the
hunter’s unembroidered shirt. The
young hunter remained crouched
before her, his fingers exploring her
face. Her eyes stayed fixed on her
husband’s shirt. Finally the young
wife said, “I’m scared to go away
with you because my husband is a
great medicine man. There is no way
to hide from him.”

The young hunter took the
medicine man’s embroidered shirt
from the wife’s lap, stood up and
threw it over his shoulder. He turned
and started to walk away. The young
wife scrambled to her feet. “I'm
scared to go,” she said. “But I'll go
with you anyway.”






Eyi t'a nazeedoo eyits’o ts’eko
etexé dechjni ts’0 tegeehtta,
k’abatso0 ts’onée dii hozii goyeh sii
ekoo ts’0 et’il ageja.

Xehts’0 agodaade ko nazéedod
ts’éko xé kweyil e20 gho négde,
eko tohogeewhi ha. “Jo hojzi ne,
hoila ch’a,” Nazéedoo hadii. Kwe yil
ori k’e nétégele. “Dechini goicha dié
ne. Nedoo gogoh?a holl) ha-le,” di.
Ts’éko dej t’a ts’ehti lat’s haniko
nazeedoo yegha ehkw’i adi t’a wha-
le et’ii geéte.

So the young hunter and the
medicine man’s young wife set off
into the bush together, heading east
to where the Barren Lands are now.

Near nightfall the hunter led the
runaway wife to a cave where they
made camp for the night. “We are
safe here,” the hunter said as they
lay down on a bed of spruce boughs
in the cave. “The bush is too big.
Your husband will never find us.”
The runaway wife shivered a little
but the hunter’s warm arms under
the medicine man’s embroidered
shirt made her believe him and soon
they were fast asleep.






Ik’0eliidoo nezii dechini nawheze.
Ekwo nake etaihde. Ekw’oobeh t’a
ekwo niwhet’a, edzee, ewall, ewo,
ets’00, edetehmj yii ynwa, ga
edets’eke ts’0 nayeéhg). Bo wehdaa
Ide aila sil kwe yek’e doyeéwa,
noodeée nide edets’eke xé yets’oetta
ha njwo ts’020.

Edii nadee sii tani nootta ko goowa
ts’0 do gode lagodi hot’e. Ezeh xé
eehkw’o hanikod esanagodi-le. Ahxo
tatsogaa naizeh adi njwo. lwhaa
najiehtta. Sets’eke bo k’aeht’e ha
seda kwe ko k’e yriwhi soni niwo.

Out in the bush the medicine man
had a good hunt. He killed two
caribou close together. With his
stone knife he butchered the
animals and filled his backpack with
hearts, tongues, livers, and kidneys
to take home to his wife. Then he
piled rocks on the carcasses to
protect them from wolves until he
could return with his wife to haul the
meat back to camp.

About halfway back to camp the
medicine man heard voices in the
distance. He called out, but there
was no reply, so he thought perhaps
a raven had cawed. Then he
quickened his step as he thought of
his wife heating stones in the fire,
preparing the cooking pot for his
meat.






lk’oelil doo edek’0 nootta ko, ko
dék’o-le noo. Dakwe t’a sets’eke jie
kaehtta ne njwo. Eyi tf'axo0 ti
kaéhtta ne niwo. Ko déek’oo k'é
edetehmj niynhxe, eyiga edets’éke

danaeh?). Haniko wets’eke nootta-le.

Dehga ts’0 tomoehzha, haniko eko
s wheda-le. |zhit hodagoo?aa jie to
sil ts’0 tomoehzha, haniko eko si
wewhile. Edets’éke gho naniwo aja.
Edeko nootta ko dee k’e k’eet’l. Do
nake keék’e golaa ya?), té necha-lea
wets’eke weke lani eyits’o ite do
nechaa ke.

But when he got to the camp the
fire was out. At first he thought his
wife had just gone to pick berries.
Then he thought she had gone to the
river to get water. He set his meat
down beside the fire pit and waited
for his wife to return. But she did not
come back. The medicine man ran
to the river but his wife was not
there. He ran to the ravine where the
berries were thick but she was not
there either. He began to get
worried. Back at his camp he
studied the ground. He noticed two
sets of moccasin prints on the
ground, one small like his wife’s feet,
the other large like a man’s.






Ik’oeli dog its’é aja. Dechini dokee
k’é déhtta. Haniko sii googho ts’070
dokeé k’e wegaat’|-le aja. Dokee k’e
k’etomoeda t’a ets’aeda ets’aeda t'a
sii denahk’e its’e aja. EdJj gots’0 do
godeé hot’e Jlé niwo. Sii googho dii
ts’020 dets’éke eyits’o dozhii yexe
at’1 sit gogoh?a ha whijaja.

Now the medicine man was angry.
He chased the tracks into the bush,
but soon lost the trail in the thick
undergrowth. He got angrier and
angrier chasing around in circles
trying to find the trail again. He tried
to remember where he had heard
the voices when he was coming
home and he headed in that
direction but he couldn’t find his
runaway wife and her man. The bush
was just too thick.






Do Ik’oel) sii its’e, t'a had,
“Gigoh»a ha ne, déé gok’eehk’o ko
gigoh2a ha t'jit’e,” di. Dek’ahkaa ts’o
t'eh haidla ga jt’0a dezhaa ni
goehtta. Whaa-le et’ii ts’ilo ts’0
gook’o t’a kowoo necha aja. Daa
gots’o nawhets’i t'a Wekweéti gots’o
Yabahti Tf'acho ts’0 dée hazhoo
gok’enihk’o.

Xotsa dozhii eyits’o ts’eko ts’iginde,
kweyil g620 yil fo dagoeh?o t'a
geeko. Ts’éko ezeh, hadi, “Hot’a
gogoh20, etagohde ha,” dii ezeh.
Nazeedoo kweyil gots’o xaéhts’i.
Dechini gook’o t’a k’abatsoo ts’onee
tok’ee wegaat’i ya?). Ts’eko ts’0
naidzeh, hadi, “Ko ch’a k’et’a daa
ts’0 anats’ede zo t’aa ne,” yéehd..

The medicine man’s anger heated
up. “I'll find them even if | have to
burn the bush down,” he said. He
pulled out his flint stone and in no
time at all he had a fire roaring
through the dry leaves in the
undergrowth. In no time at all the
flames had raced up the tree trunks
to leap from crown to crown. With
the help of the west wind the flames
spread like wildfire across the land
from Snare Lake to Hudson Bay.

Suddenly, the runaway couple
woke up coughing. The cave was
filled with smoke. “He’s found us,”
the wife screamed, afraid of what
she had done. “He’s going to kill us.”
The young hunter crawled out of the
cave. He saw the roaring forest fire
sending clouds of smoke into the
eastern sky. “K’et’a anaade!” he
shouted to the woman. “We must go
back west to escape the fire.”






Ts’éko, dozhii x1 dechini ko ch’a
k’ekwigeéh?a. Lo to t’a geeko,
googho ni kw’ihchji gini k’e at’y,
eyits’o gigoht’00 ghaviika t’a nadla.
Tideébaa nitegeétta ko to k’éts’oaja,
haniko ts’éko deyilgog»aa yieta t'a
wekechjj ehke. Ekiyeeé k’e wedoo
naidzeeh hot’e yeehkw’o. “Sedoo
at’)! Dats’ede ha soni?” d.
Nazeéedoo ts’ékola daachi ga
nakwigee?a, |dée googho ta ts’o
1k’00do0 hott'o ezee hot’e.

Frantically the fugitives scrambled
through the bush, coughing in the
thick smoke, branches whipping at
their faces, tearing at their clothes.
When they got to the shore of
Toidee, Great Slave Lake, the smoke
had cleared, but the wife stumbled
into a hole and twisted her ankle. At
the same time she heard a shout at
her back. “My husband!” she cried.
“What will happen to us?” The
young hunter grabbed her hand and
they fairly flew as the medicine
man’s shouts echoed through the
bush behind them.






lhdak’eti ts’0 et’ii ageja. Goloti deh
X& goo~a netegeeétta ko ts’éko sii
ninitso daah naakw’ot’e. lka while
niwo, 1k'00doo wedawehda ko niwo.
Hanikd nazéedoo shih ts’o
dahkw’iekwi. Yila hott’d nayito ga
yaami shihk’aga dekiitta. Dozhi,
ts’éko edek’é dekiidli, kwe k’éezo sii
ts’0 ageja. Ts’éko wedoo jzhii ts’0
naidzeh yeehkw’o t’a sii dej) die.
Nazeedoo kwe daéchi, tfohbaacha
daxots’ii?ah lani kwe daéchi.

They fled toward |hda K’é To,
Marian Lake. When they got to the
mouth of Golo To Deh, the Marion
River, the wife was ready to
collapse. She wanted to give up and
let the medicine man catch her. But
the hunter pointed to a mountain.
Gripping her hand he led her up the
mountainside, pulling her along until
they reached a rock he seemed to
know well. As the terrified wife heard
her husband shouting down below,
the hunter lifted up the rock, just like
you’d lift a tent flap.






Ts’eko ts’0 ezeh, “Goyajtta hoo!”
yehdi. Ts’eko sii dej) daah naeda ha
dié. Ts’eko, shih togoott’o yi
goyayeehtso, haniet’ii eded) x) yek’é
goyaehtta. Kwe etets’0 ayele kwe-t’ii
1k'00 doo hadii ezeh yeéhkw’o.
“Naxeeh?| ne,” gohdi ezeh.

lk’00 doo shihk’aga dekiitta ko
kwe yil gots’o do gogedee hot’e
goehkw’o. Eko goyil ts’0 geél)
gok’eezo. Ed]i ts’0 agodi sil eko
naitto ga kwe kahdla. Kwe yii goowa
noo eyits’o kwe yil niwa ts’o
gogedee hot’e. Ts’éko wedoo sii
its’ee xé ed)i ts’0 agodi sil eko ts’0
naitto, dée k’e kwe kahdla haniko
kwe kahdla nidé k’ach) eko-le ts’0
gogedee hot’e goehkw’o. |da t’a
k’ach) eko-le gogedee hot’e.

“Goyajtta hoo!” he yelled. The wife
was too frightened to move. “Go
inside. Let’s go!” Roughly the hunter
shoved her into the dark hole and
jumped in after her. Just before he
pulled the rock back over their
heads he heard the medicine man
shout, “I see you!”

As the medicine man climbed up
the side of the mountain he heard
voices under the rocks. He knew the
fugitives were inside the mountain.
He scrambled to the spot where he
heard the voices and tore a rock out
of the ground. He found only more
rock underneath and he heard the
couple talking half way down the
slope. Angrily, he rushed to the spot
and started tearing rocks from the
ground, but as he would lift one rock
from one place he would hear them
talking someplace else. Each time
he lifted a rock they were in some
other part of the mountain.






Nodéa hot’a, |k’00 dod ninitso, sii

ninitso t’a its’e ha dii. Dagoechi ha-le

yek’eezo t’a 1k’00 dod dets’éke ts’0
naidzeh, hadi, “T’aats’0 dée go20
ts’o di neka negoéht’i ha-le,” wedoo
yehdi. Hadi t'axod hani shih yii geke
gots’00 naéhtta. |k’'00 doo ts’éko
tad) hak’eet’], yexé hozii k’e ekwo
ha naze ha.

Eko gots’o dit dzee k’e ts’0 ey shih

Weyiits’aatta wiyeh hot’e. Ihk’é done
1k’00 guln sii eko aget’) nidé do nake
shih yi1 gots’o gogede giikw’o hot’e.

Finally the medicine man got tired.
He got so tired he couldn’t even be
angry any more. He knew he
couldn’t reach them, so the
medicine man shouted to his
runaway wife and her lover, “So long
as the world goes on you are never
coming to the surface of the ground
again.” And he left them inside that
mountain and set off to look for a
new wife to go with him to the
Barren Lands to hunt caribou.

Since then we call this mountain
Wezitsatla, Went-Inside-Mountain.
Sometimes Dogrib medicine men
can hear the voices of those two
people inside the mountain.






