
They say Raven used to live high up in the upper Skagit River country.  
Yú Yéił, Skagit Héeni yóo duwasáagu wé déinxʼ áyú ḵu.úx̱xʼun yú.á.

He was very lazy.  
Yéił kúnáx oodzikaa.

In the summer when the other animals were busy gathering food for the winter he would be flying from rock 
to stump to rock making fun of them. 
Ḵutaanxʼ áwé, wé tléixʼ.aa atgutu.ádeech ḵu.aa atx̱á yéi daanéi g̱anúgún táakw niyís, yú Yéil ḵu.aa chʼas 
atgoowú kaadé áwé kdaḵínch; tsu g̱una.aa kaadé, tsu g̱una.aa kaadé, a kíknáx̱ chʼu tle has akashóoḵ.

Raven just laughed when Crow (his cousin) urged him to follow Squirrel’s example- 
Tsʼaxweilch áwé Yéil áa shukoojeisʼ kenelsʼáak yáx̱ yéi jing̱aneit.

but Raven never prepared for the cold months, when the snow would drift over the ground and cover the 
remaining food. 
Yú Yéil ḵu.aa, tlél wé a yát ḵuwus.áatʼi dís niyís atx̱á koochákx̱, wé aag̱áa dleit at káx̱ ayakadan yé.

But now Raven was in trouble. 
Yeił kaxéełʼ tóo daak uwagút ásíwé.

Winter had come and the snows were deep. He was hungry and Raven loved to eat. 
Táakwt ḵoowaháa, wé dleit kaawadlaan. Yéil ḵu.aa du éet yaan.uwaháa ḵa chʼa tlákw at g̱ax̱aat tutée nuch.

He had to find someone who would share their food with him. 
Á áwé, «Kʼe a x̱ʼéitx̱ at ḵwaax̱aayi ḵáag̱aa ḵushee kḵwagóot sʼé,» yóo tuwditaan

Raven went to see Squirrel. 
Áwé Kenelsʼáak x̱ánde woogoot

He had a huge supply of pine nuts and seeds and other food hidden all over the place 
Aatlein sʼóosʼani ḵa at xʼaakeidí áyú ldakát yéixʼ seen tóoxʼ amlisín

Raven poked his head into Squirrel’s nest in an old fir tree 
Yéil ḵu.aa du kúdi tóode yawdzi.aa

Squirrel had lots to eat. Raven politely begged for some food. 
Aatlein atx̱á kenelsʼáak x̱ʼax̱áni kei wdig̱át. Á áwé chʼa a yáa awooné tin du éex̱ aawax̱oox̱ Yéilch.

Squirrel scolded him –  
Kenełsʼáak ash yaadé yawdzidáy. 

that was always Squirrel’s way –  
Yéi áwé nateech kenelsʼáak

“You refused to work and save for winter and you poked much fun at me. You deserve to starve!”  
«Tlél sh x̱ʼadaa yoo kayda.aadí kíknáx̱ x̱at keeyashóoḵ. Hachgwáʼ ikg̱waláaxw sʼé,» yóo ayawsiḵaa.

Raven went looking for Bear but he was sound asleep in his cave and could not be awakened. 
Á áwé Xóotsg̱aa ḵushee woogoot. Wé Xóots ḵwá de táach uwajáḵ du ḵoowú yeexʼ. Tlél aadé kei oox̱sigeedi 
yé Yéilch.

Raven looked around for some food but it was all in Bear’s belly. 
Á áwé chʼa daa sá oog̱aax̱aayi átg̱aa át wudlinook du ḵoowú yeexʼ. 

He had already eaten it all and was sleeping till spring. 
Chʼa ldakát wé atx̱á ḵu.aa de yú xóotsch yax̱ yawsikʼítʼ. Ḵúx̱de ḵundahéineedé kg̱watáa.

Raven was now very hungry.  
Yáaxʼ de yaan du kaanáx̱ yaa natéen.

He thought, “Who can give me something to eat? Everyone is either stingy like Squirrel or sleeping like Bear 
and Marmot, or they have gone south for the winter like the snowbirds.”  
Yéi tuwditaan, «Aadóoch sákwshéwé ax̱ x̱ʼéix̱ at g̱waatee? Chʼu yé ḵáa áyá kʼe kenelsʼáak yáx̱ dax̱ shig̱eiḵ 
ḵaachʼoo Xóots ḵa Sʼaax̱ yáx̱ de táach ÿax̱ yawlijáḵw. Wé tléixʼ.aa hás ḵu.aa yú ixkéexʼ ḵustáakw, kʼe 
Tʼaawáḵ.»

Then he thought of Crow.  
Aag̱áa áwé Tsʼaxweil káa daak tuwditán.

He would be easy to fool.  
Ḵut liyéilchʼán shákdé. (Heʼs probably easy to trick.)

Raven ignored his response.  
Yéil ḵwá tlél du x̱ʼadaat tooshtí.

“Crow, everyone is talking about your potlatch. Will you sing at it?” 
Adax̱ áwé yú Yéil wé Tsʼaxweil yéi ayawsiḵaa, «Ha chʼu yé ḵáach i ḵu.éexʼi daa yoo x̱ʼali.átk. Áa kei at 
gag̱eeshée gé?»

“Sing?”  
«Kei at kuḵashée gé?»

Crow had not known that anybody cared for his singing voice, even though in those days his song was much 
more like that of Wood Thrush than it is today.  
Tsʼaxweil ḵwá tlél awuskóowun wé aag̱áa tsu aadóo gúkg̱aa teeyí sáwé du satú. Wé aag̱áa tsús du satú 
ḵu.aa tlél unalé thrush yáx̱ du.áx̱ji.

Raven continued to talk of Crow’s potlatch.  
Chʼu du ḵu.éexʼi daa yoo x̱ʼayatánk Yéilch.

“You are very talented and possess a beautiful voice. Everyone will be so disappointed if you don’t sing at 
your potlatch.”  
«Ḵúnáx̱ ix̱ʼakaajáḵwk ḵa i satú tlax̱ xʼéig̱aa ḵaa gúkg̱aa yatee. Tlél at geeshéeni i ḵu.éexʼixʼ áwé ḵaa toowú 
akagux̱lawáalʼ.»

“What potlatch?” Crow inquired.  
«Ḵu.éexʼ ágí? Wáa sá x̱ʼayeeḵá?» yóo ash x̱ʼawóosʼ.

“Do you really like my singing?”  
«Xʼéig̱aa ágé i gúkg̱aa yatee ax̱ satú?»

“We love your singing, Crow,” Raven answered.  
«Aaá, tle yankáxʼ haa gúkg̱aa yatee i satú,» yóo adaayaḵá Yéilch.

“The winter’s cold has chilled the forest. We’re cold and hungry and singing will help us forget our cold feet 
and empty stomachs.  
«Táakw áatʼich atgutú wsi.átʼ. Uháan tsú, haa seiwa.átʼ ḵa haa éet yaan.uwaháa. At.shéech ḵu.aa yá haa 
x̱’oos aadé wsi.atʼi yé ḵa haa l koodi.edi yoowú kaax̱ yéi agux̱sanéi haa tundatáani shákdé.»

“Now you get started fixing the food – looks like you have plenty there – and I will go invite the guest to your 
potlatch. You can practice your songs as you cook!”  
«Góok, atx̱á yan saní de. De aatlein á i jeewú x̱á. X̱áach ḵu.aa yei ḵukḵwa.éexʼ. Sh tóo x̱ʼakakg̱idligóok i 
x̱ʼasheexʼí at yisa.eeyí tin.»

Crow’s hesitation now overcome, he began to prepare all the food he had collected for winter and as he 
prepared it, he practiced his songs.  
Adax̱ áwé tlél tsu ḵúx̱de yóo wdatee. G̱unéi yánde yaa anasnein chʼa ldakát wé táakw niyís akaawachagi 
atx̱á chʼu tle du x̱ʼasheeyí tsú sh tóo ax̱ʼakalgúkch.

The more he thought about the feast and how everyone wanted to hear him sing, the more excited he 
became.  
Yáa du ḵu.éexʼi daa yootutánk ḵa aadé sax̱du.aax̱ít saduwahéiyi yé daat áwé du toowú wditúx.

Meanwhile, Raven was offering invitations to all the animals of the forest.  
Yáaxʼ áyá yú Yéilch ḵu.aa ldakát yá atgutu.ádi éexʼ.

Of course Marmot and Bear and Beaver were sleeping, and Robin and Goose had gone south).  
Ha chʼa ayáx̱ áwé, sʼaax̱, sʼigeidí ḵa xóots ḵu.aa x̱éxʼw. Shóox̱ʼ ḵa tʼaawáḵ ḵu.aa de ixkéede yóot kawdliyích.

To each he said the same thing, “Come to MY potlatch! I have worked hard to prepare it.  
Yéi ḵwáawé ḵuwanasḵéich yú Yéil, «Ax̱ ḵu.éexʼeedé nay.á! Tʼéexʼdéin a daa yéi jix̱waanei x̱á!

There will be much food at Raven’s potlatch and Crow is helping and will sing for us.  
Aatlein atx̱á áwé yee x̱ʼayeexʼ áa yéi kg̱watée, ḵa Tsʼaxweil ax̱ éex̱ dashee. Kei at gug̱ashée tsú g̱atoo.aax̱ít.

There will be fern roots and wild potatoes, dried berries, fish and meat. Come to MY potlatch! It will be a 
great occasion.”  
Sʼaach x̱aadí, kʼúntsʼ, tléiḵw kaxook, x̱ʼáx̱w ḵa dleey áa yéi kg̱watée! Kei gux̱lakoodzée x̱á yá yoo at 
kooteek.»

Raven did not invite Squirrel however, since he had refused to share his food with him, but all of the other 
animals were invited to Raven’s Potlatch.  
Tlél ḵu.aa Kenelsʼáak awu.éexʼ, wé du x̱ʼéide yaa ashagéiyich du atx̱aayí. Tle chʼa ldakát tsu daa sá ḵu.aa 
áwé wduwa.éexʼ.

When he returned to Crow, he was still busy cooking and singing. 
Ḵux̱ dagóot áwé chʼu at sa.ée ḵa at shí Tsʼaxweil.

Raven told him, “Everyone is coming – be sure and fix all your food – they will be hungry after their journey. 
Your songs are sounding good. Crow’s potlatch will be a great feast!”  
Yéilch yéi daayaḵá, «Haadé yaa s ḵunatín, tle chʼa ldakát i atx̱aayí yax̱ wusaní xʼwán! Tlax̱ ḵúnáx̱ hasdu 
eedé yaan gug̱aháa shákdé. Kʼidéin isaduwa.áx̱ch x̱á. I ḵu.éexʼi kei gux̱lakoodzée x̱á!»

As the guests arrived, Raven welcomed each in to his potlatch. 
Át ag̱a.ádín áwé yú Yéilch áwé neil ḵaa jeel.aatch chʼa hú du ḵu.éexʼix̱ siteeyéyáx̱.

There was Deer, Mountain Goat, Mouse, Rabbit, Grouse, and Jay. 
Guwakaan, jánu, kutsʼeen, gáx, káaxʼ ka xʼéishxʼw áwé át kawdikʼítʼ.

The guests were seated and the food was brought out.  
Yax̱ ḵuwadax̱dusḵée áwé atx̱á ḵaa x̱ʼéix̱ wuduwatee.

Crow started to sit and eat but Raven asked him for a song first.  
Tsʼaxweil tsú at g̱ax̱aat wunoogú Yéilch at.shí du éex̱ woox̱oox̱.

“It’s not good to sing on a full stomach, Crow,” he encouraged. 
«Tlél i ée ushkʼé at yisheeyí ishawuheegí,» yóo adaayaḵá.

Crow began to sing.  
Tsʼaxweil kei at kaawashée.

Every time he would stop to eat Raven would insist that he sing another song.  
Ax̱ʼag̱anág̱ín du x̱ʼasheeyí at g̱ax̱aat Yéil ḵu.aa at.shí du éex̱ yei ax̱oox̱ch.

“You can’t sing with your mouth full, Crow!”  
«Tlél aadé at gag̱eeyasheeyi yé atx̱á i lakáa yéi teeyí!»

Encouraged again and again by the guests who were busy stuffing themselves with his food, Crow sang 
song after song after song  
Du wáx̱ ayadulx̱ʼéysʼich wooch eetíxʼ áwé aawashee du x̱ʼasheexʼí.

– all day until night –  
Tle tsu taat niyaadé chʼu at shí.

and Crow’s voice became hoarser and hoarser until all he could do was “Caw – Caw”.  
Wáa nanée sáwé aadé at shi yéich du satú kawlikísʼ. Tsʼas «G̱áa! G̱áa!» yóo du.ax̱ji nuch.

As was the custom, the leftover food was collected by the guests and taken by them for their homeward 
journey.  
Chʼa at yáx̱ wé l wudux̱aayi atx̱á yú wuduwa.éexʼi aach kaawachák éenwu sákw.

Even Raven had taken his share and left as crow was cleaning up. Crow had nothing left to eat.  
Tsu Yéil tsú aax̱ tóot yéi aa wsinéi. 

“At least”, Crow thought,  
Á áwé yéi tuwditaan Tsʼaxweil, «Chʼa kʼát

“I won’t be hungry. I will be invited to their feasts”.  
tlél ax̱ eedé yaan gug̱ahaa. Yei x̱at gax̱du.éexʼ x̱waa.éexʼi aach.»

For it was the custom that having been entertained, each guest was now obliged to return the favour and 
invite the host for a return potlatch. 
Chʼa ayáx̱ áwé ḵundunúkjeen chʼáakw; ḵug̱aax̱du.íxʼín áwé chʼu tle ách woo.éexʼi ḵáa yei akg̱wa.éexʼ.

But the invitations never came.  
Tlél ḵu.aa tsu tléixʼ wudu.éexʼ.

Since all the guests thought it was Raven who hosted the feast, Raven was invited to enough dinners to 
keep his belly full for several winters and he never went hungry.  
Wé ḵoowa.éexʼi aa áwé Yéilx̱ duwajée, ách áwé tlax̱ xʼoondahéen sáwé wduwa.éexʼ. Aadáx̱ áwé xʼoon 
táakw kaanáx̱ sáwé tlél atx̱á eetínáx̱ unateech.


