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Neh¢, kil-ona keqsey akonutdmun.

[Hey, you tell about something now.]

Well, nil-6kahk téhpu kisi-wihqgessi waht thik, Sz. Croix River, well, well, ’cimaci
Vanceboro tokki thik Loon Bay, nit-0lu Grand Falls. Néqt nkoti-kahtopassin. Keqsey-al
yey... Well, nkoti-kahtopass-ehta nit. Nuskitomélkin y4, ’kankéhson. Moccokiye, pihcéyu,
nit-al ’taspopin. On-6tahk y¢y, nmoccokkuwan eli-skitkomelki.

[Well, 1 had just come down the St. Croix River, from Vanceboro by way of Loon Bay, and
then Grand Falls. At one point I wanted to land. There was something there... Well, I
wanted to land there. And I stepped out onto an old log. It was rotten and long, about this

high. I got my feet dirty as I stepped onto it.]

Mm, hm.

Naka pileyal-6te npolcisol, khaki pants. Naka kinahgekiye, yey...

[And My pants were new, khaki pants. And the legs flared out, you know...]

Bell bottoms.
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Aha. Céess-6te-na elomatokomessik yut oloqiw. Nit-te ali-kikcokihputek yuta.
Ntahtolitahasihpon athusoss. Ntahtolalokittiyenukcikonan. Ntahtoli-aliwinéhtun npolcisol.
[Yes. And then it felt like something was wriggling up this way. Then it was tickling and
wiggling around here. I kept thinking it was a snake. I kept on squeezing the damn thing. I

kept trying to rip my pants.]

[laughs] Wen-o6lu? Apigsehs?

[But what was it? A rat?]

Apiqgsehsaldkittis-ote-na. Nit-al qonéyin, wapéyu. Nit-al ’qonalokittiyahqaliwan. Nikk-olu
wapeyicik.
[A damn rat it was, too. It was about this long, and white. It had a damn tail about this long.

It was (one of) those white ones.]

Aha.

[Yes.]

Not-ehta nita. Kis, kis-0te etoli-ketapekhom npolcisol. Naka tett ologiw yut-tahk sakhi-
nutiyamit apiqsehsaldkittis. Kinaldkittiyéna. Eliiwe-te nsiktalokittiyehpawoloq. Ok boy, oh
boy.

[That was it. I was already undoing my pants. And down there here comes flying out this

damn rat. Holy smokes. The damn thing almost scared me to death. Oh boy, oh boy.]
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Apc neke yét oldqiw thik... Ntoli-soliposkahtinén Waite. Elapomuk wot cedar. Not-ona,
ma-na... Ma-te ytihtol weén ’tomiksawiyil. Ma-te weén ’tomihpulawiyil. Ma nkociciyaw eli-
ithits not ya... Amuwésok nit tama ’tihiniyasoponik. Ki! Nmaciyalokittiyeksawan nila.
Niktok-6na meéc-al dozen kisi-pisapasihtit npolcisihkuk. Boy, on nmace-pokehlokun,
lamiw. Boys, oh boys, oh boys. Nit-te ntotoli-apuckolotoqq ihik, tan-6te eli-wewdligetqihi,
apc-otahk kotokik nmatdligénkun. Nita, on nkisi-pisotdqqin thik jackfirs, nit-al
’qoneyossiniya, lamiw. On nkisi-ketséwan. Tokki kisi-ketsewi, psi-te nokka-soqskomkuk
yut oloqiw.

[Then another time out there in... We were cutting sleepers (railroad ties) in Waite (ME). I
was looking at this cedar. It hadn’t been... No one had sawed this one down. No one had
cut it down. I didn’t know there was this thing in it... Apparently there were bees in it there
somewhere. Well! I started sawing away on it. And about a dozen of them crawled on into
my pants. Oh boy, then they started to bite me, inside there. Boy, oh boy, oh boy! Then I
flipped right over there, jumping any damn way I knew how, and sure as hell some others
went after me. Well, then I jumped into a stand of jackfirs, about this high, inside there.
And I took my clothes off. By the time I got my clothes off, they had bitten me all over,

down here.]

[Yeah.]
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Psi-te knokka-pokehlok?

[They bit all over?]

Alokittis, alokittis.

[Hell yes.]

Yellow jackets nikk.

[Those were yellow jackets.]

Ahaya...

[Oh yes...]



