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Songs and stories are very traditional to our people. The songs below were created for preservation and teaching of the Southern Lushootseed language.
The story below was told by Earnie Barr. To get a recording and learn how sing these songs or tell this story email nancy.bob@puyalluptribe.com or call
253-680-5762. All songs and stories are in MP3 or WAV formats. Please let us know which you prefer.

The Butterfly Song The Berry Picking Song The Entrance Song
hadiwb ti dsyaya?
yu?yuba¢ yu?yuboé ?s to qa ?ad??ad?alus 2ukWilox™ - ?ukvilox¥ Cot hadiwb ti dsyaya?
The butterfly has lots of colors, Come in my friend/relative
: : : 2 9 W1 w _ 9 W1 w X
hiya wiyaiyay ha ] ukWilox™ - ?ukwiloxW ¢ot a way ya
yu?yubac ?ati yu?yubaol
there is 9 butterfly 25 ti sqWolatad a way 'YG
hiya wiya i yay ha away ya hi ya ya?
yu?yuba¢ yu?yuba¢ totad?od ti yu?yubod ?al ti sloxi(l) away ya
The butterfly is danecing a way ya hi ya ya?
hiya wiya i yay ha ?al ti sloxi(l)
yu?yubaé ?ati yu?yubod The Eagle Song
there is 9 buttertly ti yoxwulo? ti yoxvula? ti
hiya wiya i yay ha o . . yox“ula?
yu?yubad yu?yuboé 2osgadil ti yu?yubad We are picking berries on this day. The cagle
ﬂ@ battg‘fly i Si};ﬁm@ stab k¥i suhuys
hiya wiyatyay h? stab k™i suhuys
yu?yubac “?al ti cqaysab qa sq“alatad:-- mmm What is it doing?
on the flower . ?2u?usis, ?u?usis
hiya wiya i yay ha A lot of berries... mmm He’s diving

skwikwxWic
Little Silver Salmon
As told by Earnie Barr (Sidut) Oct. 4, 1992

2a tiit skvikvxvic 2al ti x¥alé gval luudox™ ti hikvik™ skvoxvic. tutayils ?al ti stulok¥ g™ u?ax™ gvala tayilex¥ gvalo ?o%o tiit skvik™xWic g¥ala cut,
“tugva dod. Xaktx™ ¢ad k%o ds?ux¥ tugva éod?
There was a small silver salmon in the salt water and he heard the big silver salmon. They will be going up the river.
They were fogether now and were going fo go up the river now. The little silver salmon came and then he said, “I am coming along. I want fo go. I am coming along.”

g¥al ?o%a tiit hik™ skwaxvic gvala cuudoxy “ x¥i? g¥(a)ads2ux¥ ci qoleb tiit stulok¥ tuikv éox™ g¥a?atabed. 2a ti 2ax%s g¥al lokvcid. ?a ti?it
ti¢a?ab. huy Eox¥ gvoxvigWvicut ?al ti gvatia?a. gval bo?a tiit ska?ak . gvelokweid. gval ba?a ti 2acittalbixy &aséasay? g¥a. ... gvacadacid. Eoxw
gVa?atabad. gvalo cay ?osxVabab. galob ti stulok¥
And a big silver salmon came and he fold him, “ No, you are not going. The river is very bad. You will just be killed. There is the seal and he will eat you up. There is the ones that
fish with nets. [You] will get yourself wrapped up in the net. And there is also the river ofter. He will eaf you up. And there is the people. And the salmon spears could. .. could stab
you. You will be killed. And then [the river] is very swift. The river is bad.”

gvalo qwu?ox™ ti lohikWik¥ skWoxWic g¥ala tayilox™ holgva?
And then the big silver salmon gof fogether and then they went up the river now.

g™alo tagsadox™ ti skWikWxWic g¥al tilox¥ tayilox¥ saxWob. 2uX¥ 2u...xVoxV tiit skvikwxWic latayil!
And then the little silver salmon waited now, and, in a while, he wenft racing up the river now. He went. That little silver salmon went up the river!

la?badox™ k¥ 2ax¥s g¥al x™ul basax“ob. huy g¥el box™i? k%i? sxviqvicut 2o tiit tida?a.
Now he saw the seal and he just jumped again. And he also did not get himself wrapped up in the nef.

huy 15%ux™ g¥el ?a tiit ska?aX g¥al Zal balostolawils. gvelo la?bdx™ ti 2abséaséosay? 2u.. lo?ux™ lotayil. x¥i? g~esucagad.
Now he went again, and there was river ofter, and again he went up the river now. And then he saw the ones with the salmon spears. Oh! He went up the river. He was not
stabbed.

tiloxW k¥ tu?acox™ dx¥?al tiit ?a. baéaldxVox™ tiit hikwik¥ skWox“ic ?2al tiit tubosZalag¥ils.
Soon, he was there at the place. Again, he had managed fo follow the big silver salmon fo where they were spawning.

ciox™ hiit g¥elo 1a?b g¥el 1a?bdxVex™ ti éuta? 2u 2ubi? 2uwiwiwalg¥ad g¥el ditox™ ti sohuy ?5 tiiskVik¥xWic. bok™ d?aladubox™ 2a% gval
2ula?bad tiit uta? wiwiwalg¥ad.
He was very happy now, and then he looked, and managed fo see leaves fall. The leaves were floating down and now this is what the little silver salmon does. Every year now, he
comes and watches the leaves as they float down.

dit huys
huyoxv ¢at
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