Berry Picking
By Mabel Eronchie
When | was nine my family went on a fishing trip. There were about seven of us in the boat.

We were staying in a little cabin on a island between Rae and Lac La Marte. | was so happy to be out in the
bush again. It had been a long time since | had been out. The scene was beautiful and the lake was
sparkling clean.

| saw a lot of blueberries.

| ran back to the cabin and told my grandmother Adele. She and my mom and | went out with pails. We sat
there picking berries for a long time.

Most of the time | picked berries and put them in the pails, but the rest | ate. It didn't matter because | knew
my mother would pick lots.

After we had finished we went back to the cabin. By the time we got home Joe and Clifford were back. They
had caught some fish so my mom and granny started fixing them and | watched.

My mom taught me how to do it too. We made dry fish out of the whitefish and we kept the jackfish and trout
to eat.

We made a lot of dry fish and stayed there four days before we headed back to Rae.

Dzi Nahts’ehtsin

T'akw'e loto seghoxd, Séhty hhwe ghts:1 gha mixé ahdza, xazot'a, lohdy ts'ét'e ela
t'a ats'ety. Bécho-k'g evigots'o Ts'o-t1 gohge dia k'é k'o go2¢ ts'p ahts'edza,
K'atsi dehtsini nats'edé ts'¢2¢ sina. Wats'o dehtsim xo91 whela ts'gro.

Ndeé wedahty, t1 wek'e sa1 de xé as1 k'om lehk’go, Dziewah 1o eho ts'o29, gok'o
ts'd natd-wohdza tlaxo ehts'y xawohsy eyitt ah¢ semd eyits’o ehts’y eyits’'o sixé,
taets’'e-t'e ek'p ts'p ts'ede, to k'ets'é-lexé. Waehts'¢ eko ts'a-kw'eh, dzi ts'ehmon
tanesd gits'ahdi, gixe dzi md hamxd moda t'a ihoa, giga dzi1 ehde honmik’o edaht’e
semo dzi 10 natsia wek'eso ts'¢2¢, eyvitl’'aho gok'p ts'¢ nats’éde.

Joe eyits'p Clifford hé gokw'ea gok'¢ nolegetla, L1 noglane eyita semo eynits'o
ehts'in, h segeh9) t'a gia da, eyittaho semo dahm h sets'191 ghd xoghasito.

Ehgwa ts'etsi tlahxo inda eyits'o hzg weghg sets'ezia gha sets’ila.

Ih dze ek'on ts'akw'e, ehgwa 1o ts'éhts'y eyitlaho Bécho-k'd ts'd nats'ese.
— Dogrib






