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NUNE ITRIH

Porcupine Crying



Nidat’onh ti łonh nune dina di’ot ił kayih 
hizdo. 
Once upon a time there was a man porcupine and his 

wife living in a camp.

Nok’ołonh guga’ ko’ełtash. 
The young lady was carrying a baby.

Ts’ełdi dranh łonh dina sritodhtał’an’ ghine 
teneyo. 
One day the young man went out hunting.

No’edolts’e’.
And he never came back.

Nok’ołonh guga’ it’anh. 
Soon she had her baby.

Diguga’ ił dikayih zido. 
And so she just sat home with her baby.

Kunk’a highotinałnik. 
She got tired of staying home.

Dotisdlelinh’e siguga’ yinezinh.
And she started thinking what she could do with her 

baby.
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Guga’ k’o’edigasr ts’e’ didyoge ił 
ch’imodzigha’ yighwnh nedinane’onh, 
yi’iłsruditol’ole. 
Soon the baby was crawling around so she gave the 

baby a piece of punk to play with. 

Yich’o’ hwts’its’aneyo ch’imodzigha’ ił 
srudiloł deno. 
She left her while she was playing with the punk.

Ch’imodzigha’ k’ona’osh guga’. 
The baby was rolling the punk around.

Ts’ima k’amogh nakaydinołtws. 
She rolled it round and round the spruce tree.

Yats’ dit’anh deno nichoh ts’e’ didyok 
guga’. 
She grew big while she was doing this.

Ey hwye’ił dina’ena kwl ts’e’ hik’a’elnech.
Then she found out there wasn’t anybody around.
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Yugh k’o’edosh ts’e’ tomogh ts’aneyo. 
So she started walking around and went over to the 

bank.

Hwna’ yonan hwneł’ane ił dichinh 
ch’iditalyo ts’e’ ch’ineł’anh. 
She looked across the river and saw all kinds of trees 

over there.

Nidats’o hi’ił chu yonan dighusnaghe’ 
yinezinh. 
So she started thinking, I wonder how I could get 

across to the other side.

Noko’ zido ts’e’ taztrak.
So she started crying while she was sitting on the 

beach.

Noko zido ts’e’ itrih ts’e’ iłt’e itrih.
The porcupine was crying on the beach, crying on the 

beach.

Hwye’ił michinaz nayugh ghimał. 
Then along swam a muskrat.

“Gina’, yada eko etrih?” nune iłne.
“What are you crying for, Friend?” he asked the 

porcupine.
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“Yonan hik’at dichinh lone dinyah hw,” ne 
nune.
“I want to go across to where there are all kinds of 

trees growing,” said the porcupine.

“Ts’ima ił k’esh ił t’ighis ił k’isr ił k’wy’ ił 
ch’idinyah hw.”
“Where there are spruce, birch, cottonwood, alders and 

willows, all growing together.”

“Sichala’ k’its dozeyosh,” ne łonh michinaz. 
“Then get on my tail,” said the muskrat.

“De,” ne łonh. 
“No thanks,” she said. 

Nichala’ dighwtseye k’int’a di. 
“Your tail is skinny as an awl.”

“Yada eko etrih eda’?” ne michinaz ts’e’ 
hwts’its’ana’edimanh.
“Then what is the old tunnel nose crying for anyway?” 

said the muskrat as he swam away.
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Nune noko zido ts’e’ itrih. 
She was crying on the beach, crying on the beach.

Tahgudz mighwnh nenemanh. 
Then along swam a mink.

“Gina, yada eko etrih?” nune iłne. 
“What are you crying for, Friend?” he asked the 

porcupine.

“Yonan dichinh ch’iditalyo ts’e’ ch’idinyah 
hw hik’at,” ne nune.
“I want to go across to where there are all kinds of 

trees growing,” said the porcupine.

“Ts’ima ił k’esh ił t’ighis ił k’isr ił k’wy’ ił 
ch’idinyah hw.”
“Where there are spruce, birch, cottonwood, alders and 

willows all growing together.”

“Sichala’ k’its’ dozeyosh,” ne tahgudz.
“Then get on my tail,” said the mink.
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“De,” nełonh. 
“No thanks,” she said.

Nichala’ jamena ye mit’o k’oh dalyaye 
k’int’a deno.
“Your tail is as skinny as a stove poker.”

“Yada eko etrih eda’?” ne michinaz ts’e’ 
hwts’its’ana’edimanh.
“Then what is the old tunnel nose crying for anyway?” 

said the mink as he swam away.

Nune noko zido ts’e’ itrih. 
So she was crying on the beach, crying on the beach, 

crying on the beach.

Mizreya’ mighwnh nenemanh. 
Then along swam an otter.

“Gina, yada eko etrih?” nune iłne.
“What are you crying for, Friend?” he asked the 

porcupine.
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“Yonan dichinh ch’iditalyo ts’e’ ch’idinyah 
hw hik’at,” ne nune.
“I want to go across to where there are all kinds of 

trees growing.

“Ts’ima ił k’esh ił t’ighis ił k’isr ił k’wy’ ił 
ch’idinyah hw.”
Where there are spruce, birch, cottonwood, alders and 

willows all growing together.”

“Sichala’ k’its’ dozeyosh,” ne mizreya’.
“Then get on my tail,” said the otter.

“De,” nełonh. 
“No thanks,” she said. 

Nichala’ jamena ye mit’o k’ohdalyaye 
k’int’a deno.
“Your tail is as skinny as a stove poker.”

“Yada eko etrih eda’?” ne mizreya’ ts’e’ 
hwts’its’ana’edimanh.
“What is the old tunnel nose crying for then?” said the 

otter as he swam away.
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Noko’ zido ts’e’ itrih hwye’ił tso’ mighwnh 
nenemanh. 
So she was crying on the beach, crying on the beach, 

crying on the beach when a beaver swam by.

“Gina, yada eko etrih?” nune iłne.
“What are you crying for, Friend?” he asked the 

porcupine.

“Yonan dichinh ch’iditalyo ts’e’ ch’idinyah 
hw hik’at,” ne nune.
“I want to go across to where there are all kinds of 

trees growing,” she said

“Ts’ima ił k’esh ił t’ighis ił k’isr ił k’wy’ ił 
ch’idinyah hw.”
“Where there are spruce, birch, cottonwood, alders and 

willows all growing together,” she said.

“Sichala’ k’its’ dozeyosh,” ne tso’.
“Then get on my tail,” said the beaver.
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“Oho’, oho’, atsa! 
“Okay, Okay, wait!

Sinozoya no’udeteghisnish.” 
I’ll get my cooking pot!”

Tso’ chala’ k’its’ dozyo. 
Then she got on the beaver’s tail.

Tso’ hwna’ notazmanh. 
The beaver started to swim across the river.

Yonan nohomał deno nune detsenh. 
While they were going across, the porcupine got 

hungry.

Hwdełk’onh ts’e’ ch’ik’otałnech. 
She built a fire and started cooking.

“Hwnalkwn’! 
Then the beaver said, “It’s hot!

Sichala’!” 
My tail!”

Tso’ chatalghił.
And flapped his tail.
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Nune tadalgotr’. 
The porcupine sank to the bottom.

Tu katł’ogh ghiyoł. 
She walked along the bottom of the river.

“Niney’ tu nighelode’?” yiłne tso’.
So the beaver asked her, “Did water go in your nose?”

“De,” ne nune.
“No,” said the porcupine.

“Nizo tu nighelode’?” yiłne.
“Then he asked, “Did water go in your mouth?”

“De,” ne.
“No,” she said.

“Nidzey tu nighelode?” yiłne łonh.
“Did water go in your ears?” he asked her.
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“De,” ne.
“No,” she said. 

“Ninak’a tu nighelode?” yiłne.
“Did water go in your eyes?” he asked her.

“De,” ne.
“No,” she said.

“Eda’ chu do’ent’a ts’e’,” nune iłne ts’e’ 
hwts’its’ana’edimanh.
“Then you’re okay,” he told the porcupine as he swam 

away.
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Nune misdon dikuzyo. 
So the porcupine went up the bank.

Totis tegheton’ hw tazyo. 
She started walking through the portage on a trail.

Tsone tin ghiyoł. 
Here she was walking through on a brown bear’s trail.

Ghiyole hododaznish.
Then she heard something thumping through the 

portage.

Tsone yi’ots’ ghiyoł. 
There came a big brown bear.

“Duhw! Sitin!” nune iłne. 
“Scoot! Off my trail!” he told the porcupine.

“Duhw! Sitin!” nune iłne edinh ey zido. 
“Scoot! Off my trail!” he told her, but the porcupine just 

sat there.

“Duhw! Nitł’its’ eteghistwł,” yiłne.
“Scoot! Or I’ll kick your gall,” he told her.
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“Yighwn ch’itazdluk’, sitł’its’ hughela’ 
ts’e’,” ne nune. 
“Ha! Ha! I don’t have a gall,” said the porcupine.

“Duhw! Nizit’ eteghistwł eda’,” yiłne. 
“Scoot! Or I’ll kick your liver,” he told her.

Nune ikadetalzish. 
So he started to kick the porcupine.

Tsone ka’ ko chatalghwł. 
And the porcupine just hit the bear’s foot with her tail.

“Igaya’! Sika’!” ne tsone ts’e’ k’otalgoch.
“Ouch! My foot!” said the bear and he started jumping 

around.

“Nich’idluk’! Nika’ no’ełtrił,” ne nune. 
“Ha! Ha! Wet it, wet it,” said the porcupine. 

Tsone tsedadiyok.
And so the bear died.
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Ch’idilyash ts’e’ totis tin 
nełk’ats’no’udadosh.
The porcupine made a song while she was walking back 

and forth through the portage. 

“Nut ese sungha tin istrin’; nut ese sugha 
tin istrin’.”
“Here I go dropping my droppings on my brother’s trail; 

here I go dropping my droppings on my brother’s trail.”

Hwsh nehdalnin ts’e’ k’itonh hwsh lidon’ 
kwl.
I thought the winter just started and here I’ve chewed 

off part of the winter.
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