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         - Sarcee legend about the destruction of a wicked medicine man. 
          
                             THE WICKED MEDICINE MAN 
          
          
              This man takes pretty women away from people to marry 
         them.  Tsalmatasgaya they called him.  This one old man, for a 
         long time, was travelling around on the prairie.  It was his 
         son.  He was a young man when they moved back to the people.  
         This man, Tsalmatasgaya, killed handsome young men.  Then he 
         married their wives.  Then this old man came home from camping.  
         And then they told him, "What did you do it for?  You come back 
         amongst the people with your son?  Somebody will kill him."  
         Then the youth says, "He can't kill me."  Then he went up on a 
         hill.  Tsalmatasgaya caused a big wind to come.  The young man 
         was blown over at the river bank.  They said, "The young man 
         that was boasting was blown over."  It was then the young man 
         was made into a feather.  The feather he was formed into landed 
         point down.  Having got up again he shook his blanket.  He 
         returned to his home.  He went in again.  
          
              After a while, "Tsalmatasgaya has invited you," was said 
         to him.  He went out.  He entered over there.  There was a big 
         pipe inside.  It was filled up with something to smoke.  It was 
         a snake inside of it.  It was handed to him.  He took the pipe 
         stem off, then blew out the smoke from inside it towards the 
         fire -- into it.  Then it burnt up.  Then to somebody -- the 
         medicine man -- he gave it back.   
          



              Then Tsalmastasgaya -- then somebody -- people said, "Make 
         friends with him.  You can't kill him."   
          
              Then he said to him, "When you go to sleep you'll never 
         get up again."  Then the young man went out again into his 
         home.  He went in again.  It was his mother he gave directions 
         to.  He said, "If anything happens to me, this robe of mine, 
         you'll spread it out turned inside out on top of me and then, 
         after that, close up the tent flaps, the door likewise.  You'll 
         do it properly," he kept saying to her.  This was his blanket.  
         Swallows were painted on it.  Then he lay down and went to 
         sleep.  When she lifted the blanket off him only his bones were 
         in a pile.  Then she spread out his blanket inside out on him.  
         Then she closed up the tent flaps.  Then she and her old man 
         went out. When a certain time had elapsed swallows streamed in, 
         rope-like, flying in.  Tent flaps from a little hawk was 
         amongst them.  After a certain time had elapsed they flew out 
         again, up to the sky they streamed in a file.  They had all 
         gone out, flown out.  After a length of time the young man,           
         having sat up again, said to his mother, "You two, come in 
         again!  Quickly, hurry and make food for me -- cook."  The two 
         went in again.  Then she gave him food to eat.   
 
              Then Tsalmastasgaya, "Make friends with him!" they kept 
         telling him.  Then he (Tsalmastasgaya) said, "Wait!  Here they 
         move camp across this river but he will never get across.  I'll 
         kill him."  Then they broke up camp and moved.  Here at the 
         river they were moving across.  Everybody had moved across, 
         dogs -- even the ones he had thrown in -- swam across.  The 
         very last, at the end, the young man went into the water.  By 
         the time he got to the centre on each side a water monster 
         walked towards him angrily.  He pulled out a dagger he had 
         ready for them.  Then he cut them up, both of them.  Then he 
         came out at the other side of the water. 
          
              Tsalmastasgaya with his wife was getting wood.  She was 
         unable to break a willow off.  Then she said to her husband, 
         "You break this off for me.  I am unable to break it off."  
         Then he went to her.  While trying to break it, it went inside 
         his finger, in between flesh and skin.  Then he said to his 
         wife, " Try to pry it out for me!"  Then while she was prying 
         it out it went further in.  Then they two went home.  Already 
         it was swelling up greatly.  Then he tied an otter skin, with a 
         head of an otter, above it.  The swelling went past it.  Beyond 
         it, he tied again.  Then he was told, "Make friends with him 
         for making you right."  In spite of his trying to doctor 
         himself away from it, it swelled beyond.  In spite of it his 
         body was swollen all over.  And then only he said, "You ask him 
         for me!"  For him somebody went to him.  Then somebody went 
         after the young man to ask him.  Having taken his dagger to 
         him, he went out.  He entered where he lay ill.  "I'll doctor 
         you," he said to him.  Having raised up his arm, he cut him up; 
         his flesh he threw out.  "Now your wives, take them away," he 
         said to them.  Then people took away their own wives.  That is 
         how he killed him.  The one seated with him, the dead person, 
         he sat down with and married. 
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