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t̕xac̕ Elk
k’ʷk’ʷátʼnaʔ Mouse

šk̓ʷuy (M) Mother
ləʔáw (M) Father

núx̌ʷnux̌ʷ Wife
šxálwiʔ Husband

x̌əšt Good
šnałúšłušmən Eyes

ʔačllə́əmən She Stealing
qʷəńmščút Pitiful

pičxʷt Disgusted
šwin̓úmtəxʷ Handsome

Elk and Mouse Vocab
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Once t̕xac̕ was living there with his šk̓ʷuy and his ləʔáw. He went and he 
traveled around and in the mountains he was sitting. Well, there were Indian 
people living there so he sat and watched them. There he watched those 
people and thought “What’s going on? That k’ʷk’ʷátʼnaʔ goes out and runs get 
water and she runs to her house an cuts firewood. Yes, okay she must be a real 
energetic woman. She’s smart. I’ll propose to her.” 
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That one went and he got to the woman and he said, “ You’re a x̌əšt woman and 
you work hard. You are industrious.” He is going to propose “Would you be my 
núx̌ʷnux̌ʷ?” They lived there. k’ʷk’ʷátʼnaʔ and the t̕xac̕ lived there. He lived there and 
when the men hunted and she went back to her house. Then she went and ʔačllə́əmən 
everything to eat. That one, she went, she ʔačllə́əmən dried Indian food and she came 
and she cooked it all. Then he came back, the man is tired. He’s glad. He caresses 
that núx̌ʷnux̌ʷ, “You’re really x̌əšt, you are clever.” From there he went again and the 
next day he went hunting again and he’s gone. Then he comes back. Again, there is 
a lot of her cooking of Indian food. He’s glad again and he caresses his núx̌ʷnux̌ʷ, 
“You’re hard-working.” 
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Then on the next day she goes again and 
that k’ʷk’ʷátʼnaʔ went. Just as she was 
stealing, the people saw her, “EH! No 
good! k’ʷk’ʷátʼnaʔ is stealing from us.” 
Grab her and rub her face in the fire and 
burn her šnałúšłušmən!” Well that one said 
to herself, “Now my šx̌álwiʔ will find out 
and leave me.” 
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Grab that and bandage your šnałúšłušmən and she got back and 
she cooks and the man gets back and he’s glad and he’s glad about 
his núx̌ʷnux̌ʷ. He caresses her, “You’re x̌əšt , what’s the matter 
with your šnałúšłušmən, they’re bandage?” She said “because, 
because I, because I… something, something, and I… I got burnt 
in the fire… It burnt my šnałúšłušmən.” he caressed her. Then he 
said “ You are real qʷəńmščut.” He found out from someone that 
his núx̌ʷnux̌ʷ was stealing. Then they grabbed her and they put her 
into the fire and to this day she does that, she steals, she steals. 
That t̕xac̕  was pičxʷt. 
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He was so šwin̓úmtəxʷ and tall. He looked 
at his núx̌ʷnux̌ʷ, he was pičxʷt with her. 
He got up and he left her. She is sad that 
k’ʷk’ʷátʼnaʔ and she feels bad. Due to her 
deeds, he left her. And then I came back.  
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