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Aghajina 'Ur Dit’ala Taada
Little Red Riding Hood

Kwiday kwani, dghajana ghra ts'u nadkhia 13n nannje, kya t'at.

Once upon a time there was a little girl who lived in a house at the edge of the woods.

Chich’a nakwiye ye k'andda k'e jakwaday da'tr dét’ala t'adna datsua
ugha yétsi lay.

Wien she went out to play, or walked down to the village, she loved fo wear the

red cape that her grandma had made for her.

Din tsetlsw kena'j “iira d4t'ala taada, kwika uyinzhi “Aghajana "Ur
Dit’ala taada, ts'uzi keni.”

People were so used to seeing the little girl in the red cape thal they called her
“Little Red Riding Hood”.



Aghajina ‘'Ur Dat’ala Tadda, ddma ye tse’tlaw détsua gha nadket'dr.

Two or three times each week, LitHe Red Riding Hood and ler mother went to visit Grandma.

Kwiday kwitdna kwin’a ts'u dadghtir ga ketlel, utsua ku ts"an.

Always keeping to the main path, they walked quickly through the woods to Grandma’s
house.

Kwatan ts'akay kwéan’a dju t'aa’j kali, ihkinik’ay t'aa’i kuli.

The main path was bright and epen, and well away from the shadows of the trees,
where therc were dark and lonely places.

Ditsya dadédnthan ch’aw nédnnje.
Grandma lived by herself

Utsya uyinji sothian uts’dn mbida kaats’ila kwika, shatanidhi Aghajina
‘Ur Dat’ala Tadda, nd’i k’e.

She was pleased to get the basket of food that they brought, but most of all she liked to
see LitHe Red Riding Hood.

' Aawh, daatsit niyea,” N'iir itsi yandw kaajanyel.

“My goodness, how you're growing,” she would say. “Soon you'll be too big for the
red cape I made you.”

Lich’i dzenu, Aghajana ‘Ur Dit’ala Tadda, uma ndédsédla dju utsya gha
nuya lakwéch’e.

One day, Little Red Riding Hood's mother was too busy to visit Grandma.

“Shanthan didya,” Aghajina "Ur Dat’ala Taada, dama daakat, dtsua yaka
aju kinjel nadhj.

“I could go by myself,” said Litte Red Riding Hood.

“Please let me go - Grandma will wonder why we didn’t come today.”

Hak’al kwata nay dudya j¢, 4ju nfdn nidhat ch’aw, dama yani.

“Will you promise to walk quickly through the woods without stopping?” said her mother.

“Aghay.”

“Yes.”
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Tin kwiga ch’aw duya jé, kina ghay.

“ And will you keep to the main path where it's bright and open?”

* Akhg, kiniich’i shi,” Aghaj'ana "Ur Dat’ala Taada, ani.
“Indeed 1 will,” promised Little Red Riding Hood

Aghajina 'Ur Diat'ala Tadda, utsua ku ts'dn daya, Sunén ch'ii,
khe datthdwa ye takan ddth’ala dalat t'at dala.

So Little Red Riding Hood sct off for Grandma’s house with her basket of bread,
some buttter and some honey.

Kwita nddr nay daya k’e Iu &ju tsya ch'i ts’an jenttha, atlel.

On her way through the woods she didi’t stop to listen fo the birds singing.

Dliira ts'u day dak’dntl’e ch'i &ju k'dnéta, kaatsat uydnnli dlira
k’Andta gwanch’aw.

And she didn’t stop to watclt the squirrels playing in the trees, even thouylt
watching squirrels was a thing she liked to do.



Kwita dit ndnnya k’e dju kwinia kulj, ts'u shaw nay.

Suddenly, in the middle part of the woods where the frees grew especially tall, everything
went silent,

Tsua ch'i dju ghadzhana, dldira jii d&’tir shy nidhdn, Aghajina ‘Ur Dit'ala
Taada.

The birds no longer sang their songs, and Little Red Riding Hood wondered where
the squirrels had gone.

Yaka, tsena kwd’a kwéch’aw dju ddatria kulj?

And why was the wood suddenly so quiet and still?

Ye ch’aw &dk’anata kulj k’ay &0 ts’an nidhin.

Then she saw someone looking out from belind a bush.

Agay dch’e kha. Aju dan tach’i Aghajiana ‘Ur Dit'ala Tadgda ndal, dgay
gha kwindtir.
It was a wolf. No one had ever told Little Red Riding Hood about wolves.

Aju uyéts’énij kha, dgay dunen ghra ts'dn tl'a ch’aw ddmbiat lay. Lu &ju
uye nazhat na, “Hello” uyets’eni, dju kwakhir.

No one had ever told her that a little Qirl on her own is exactly what a hinigry wolf is
looking for, and so she was not a bit afraid when he said, “Hello.”

“Hello,” anja, “‘Aju nlin tich’e. Ama shinj, kwita dii ndal jek’e hak’al
n-chj je.”

‘Hello,” she replied, “1'm sorry but 'm not allowed to stop my mother said I must walk
quickly throwgh the woods.”

“Law uye nita, sha khy hak’al nithédn,” 4nj 4gay dldw nidhén ta.
““Ye n-thén nlat t'at nkal kalj?”

“Never mind, | shall walk quickly, too,” smiled the wolf. “What's in your basket?”

s

“Stinen ch’ii ye kikan déatth’ala dtsya gha dch’e.

“Some bread and honey for my grandma.”



“Dadan tha ndnnje yé mbét ts’etldw ughiishrii. Lakan détth’ala yannlja?”

“She lives on her own, you see, and we bring her things to eat. Do your like honey?”

Agay kwits'ata, Aghajana 'Ur Dat’ala Tadda k’dnita, k’e kaanj,
“Aju dyet zha yannitj.”

The wolf glanced sideways at Little Red Riding Hood. “It's not what I like best,”
he said quietly.

“Din tsya kwishdw uyannlj? Ayet yi ts'u ta d'a.”

“Would you like me to show you something that all grandmothers love? It’s just over
there among the trees.”



Ye K’e dch’y? Aghajina 'Ur Dat’ala Tadda nidhén, &ju tan kwak'ii tsha
ugha, 4tsua ugha tashanudhi.

What could lre mean? Little Red Riding Hood did not want to leave the main path where
it was bright and open; but it would be wonderful to have a surprise to give to Grandma,

Agay ke diya, dgay gyua jantl’ira nayia ts"u ta undal vada'.

So she follotwed the wolf bto the trees, and he showed her a place where bluebells grew.

*/ Aawh, nt'aya tlayaw sothdna!” Aghajina "Ur Dat’ala Tadda &ni.
“Oh, they're lovely flowers! “cried Little Red Riding Hood.

“Jak’e,” 4nj dgay, "I nt'aya sothén dch’e. Aju dén ts'dn ch’e. Liwa
ch’aw, ntsua gha kaatsintir?”

“They are” said the wolf, “they are lovely flowers. And they don’t belong to anyone.
Why don't you stop and pick some for your grandmother?”

Agay, Agha]ana "Ur Dit’ala Tadda k’dnita gyua jantl'dra natsi aya shy,
dazhaw nida ch’aw, itthii nidhén, dgay shi’an kwiéténichi tin kwiga
ts’an.

The wolf watched Little Red Riding Hood pick a bluebell here and a bluebell there; and
as e watched, he thought that this would be a good time and a very good place to eat
her - now Hiat she was away from the wmain path,

Ukhwa 4gay kwinia, dju d4k’an nidhin, kwatl’a ntich’i shi ki déte jek’e.
But he was a crafty wolf, and soon thought of a better idea. He could have kwo meals
instead of one,

’Ntsua jaw nannje, shakhu ugha nadsha.”

“If you tell me where your grandmother lives,” he satd, “perhaps 1 could visit her, too.”

Agay so6thian kwinji nidhén, Agha]ana "Ur Dat’ala Taada, dgay
kanatan jyji utsya nannje, ki udhin taki dch’e, nad’ay dawat
kwik'ii ndnnje.

So Little Red Riding Hood, who thought she had no reason to fear the wolf, told Iim
that her grandma lived in a cottage with two chimneys beside the crooked bridge.

“Aakha,” @nj dgay uyinji sdéthéana k'e, yadanii, nanich’i shi.
“Ah," said the wolf, smmiling as he waved goodbye.



“Tlakhu nadiizha, kwétl’a nanach’j shi da.”

“I have to o now, my little one, but perhaps we’ll ineet again soon - who knows?”

Hak’al njdhin k’e chetl’a, 4tl’a ki udhén 1aki kini’al nad’ay dawat
k'aati nidhan k'e.

Then he ran off as quickly as he could to find the cottage with two chinineys beside
the crooked bridge.

Aghajina 'Ur Dit'ala Tadda détsua ki ts'dn kinya, kwaniji.
After some time Little Red Riding Hood came to her grandma’s Iouse, and knocked
at the door.



“Shanichj, ishea,” kwits'dta kwini, “‘ddkwinchj k’e kwinda.”

“I'mt in my bed, dear,” said a hoarse voice, “just lift the latch and come in.”

Aghajana "Ur Dat'ala Tadda kwinya, dtsua uk’iir kwéshiaw jannada nidhén.

Little Red Riding Hood lifted the latch and went in, thinking that her Grandna must have a
very sore throat.

U-ndiir kats’ena udadmbal ye dju kwikwach'j. Utsya ts’at zha nd'j ts’dt t'ay
ts"dn.

The curtains were drawn, and so there was very little light in the small room. The only

sign of Grandma was her bonnet above the blankets.

“Dazhaw nda yu kwéjannach’tr dk'an dzénu, dtsy,” dnj Aghajina "Ur
Dit’ala Taada.
“It's very dark in your house today, Grandma,” said Little Red Riding Hood.

*Aju, shawilj, shea. Nda dghadkha, kinna n-nu'j,” juts’ela kwéni.

“I'm not well, niy dear. Come over here where [ can see you,” whispered the hoarse voice.

Aghajana 'Ur Dit'ala Tadda ditsya gha ndnnya k’e gyua ts'an kanidhat.
As Little Red Riding Hood came closer, she remembered the flowers in her basket.

Atsya kwishidw dinku uk’inya, gyua jantl’dra nd’j jek’e uyinji stithi.

If grandina has a nasty cold, the bluebells would help to cheer her up.

*Atsua n-di sothana tini‘al,” anj Aghajina 'Ur Dat’ala Tadda.
“I've ot a lovely surprise for you, Grandina,” said Little Red Riding Hood
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" Aghaakha ndnna ny'i,” kwiéts'dta dnj.

“Get up on the bed and show it to me, my dear,” whispered the hoarse voice.

Aghajana "Ur Dat'ala Taada ditsya gha nannya k’e dju utsya lakwach'i nd'j.

As Little Red Riding Hood came closer still, she saw that Grandma didn’t look like
herself at all!

Atsya kwishaw jainnda nidhin.
She must be feeling really .



”Atsua, ndzay daadashe shdaw,” dnj.

"Grandma, what big ears you've got” she said.

“N-datth’ay sothén, adzya.”

"All the better to hear you with, my dear.”

“Atsua nday daddashe shiaw,” dnj Aghajina ‘Ur Dat’ala Taada.
“Grandmn, what big eyes you've got,” said Little Red Riding Hood.

““N-n’1 sothin, adzya.”

“All the better to see you with, my dear.”



“Atsua n-ghii daddashe shaw,” dni.

“And Grandma, what big teeth you've got.”

“N-ngtthii!” dnj dgay, ja jakwaday yatthet.
"All the better to eat you with!” cried the wolf, and he gobbled her up there and then.

Kwita ts'dn, din tsiir dkhel ts'an kinya, mbat utthi nén.

Out in the woods, a wood cutter was on his way home for tunch.

Nad’ay dawat kay nddaya k'e ts’eyan dzhel datth’ay dakwéch’i dchy
nidhén, shawnlj gwin ch’aw.

As he crossed the crooked bridge he heard a strange noise coming from the cottage,
and he wondered if the old lady who lived there was all right.

Dan tstir dkhel kwinya k’e dgay dndda ts"dn kinya.

Rushing in to see what was happening, the woodcutter found a wicked-looking
wolf with a full belly lying in the bed.

Dashakhwa ye utthi kay naayenk’aw k’e dyu dchj.
With one blow of his axe, he killed it stone dead.

Agay mbit shanjt’aw k’e kinya. Aghajina zddaghd ye nadzhit ach’e na.

Then he cut open the wolf, and out came a surprised and very frightened little girl

“Atsya ja?”’ anj.

“Where's my Grandnia? "she asked.

Agay ts’eyan shy dtthét nidhén, dén ts'iir akhel. Kwit'ala t'at nadkhel
dtl'y ts'inchj.

At first the woodcutter feared that the wolf had eaten the old woman, too, but

they soon found her, tied up in a cupboard.

“Naskhel shatl'y, nidal datth’ay ch’dw,” dni utsya, Aghajidna "Ur Dit'ala
Taadda, kwashdaw-ntidn ch’aw.

“He tied me up when e heard you coming, dear,” cried Grandma, as she gave
Little Red Riding Hood a great big hug.
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“Aawh, dgay atth’an 4zha! N-ma shiw ulé nia, shawiigli datth’ay k'é.”

“Oh, but he was a bad one! Your mother will be so glad we're safe and well.”

Ayet ts'an, Aghajina ‘Ur Dat'ala Tadda 4ju ntaya sothéna nitsi, Iy ts'u ta

From that day on, Little Red Riding Hood never stopped to pick flowers as she hurried
through the woods.



Lu dju dén ts’an kwiénje ch'i.

She wouldn’'t stop to talk to anyone.

Tan kwiéga uyekwéch'i ga itlal.

And she always kept to the main path, out tn the bright and open.

T1’akhuy
The End
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