Flanders yikwahaskanihk

“In Flanders Fields”
— Plains Cree translation, by Jean Okimasis and Arok Wolvengrey,
— based on an original Woods Cree translation by Minnie Mckenzie.

Flanders yikwahaskanihk wah-wé&pastanwa wapikwaniya
In Flanders fields the poppies blow

tastawayihk pimitaskwahikana ka-nah-nipitésteki
Between the crosses, row on row,

ta-kiskinawacihtahk ita ka-pimisiniyahk; maka kisikohk
That mark our place; and in the sky

aniki &-sohke-nikamocik piy€sisak &-pimihacik
The larks, still bravely singing, fly

akawac pehtakosiwak iyikohk &-mah-matwe&wehk askihk.
Scarce heard amid the guns below.

onakataskéwak niyanan. namdya maka kayas
We are the Dead. Short days ago
niki-pimatisinan, niki-mosihtanan ka-sakastek, niki-wapahténan ka-pahkisimok.
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
niki-sakihiwanan mina niki-sakihikawinan, maka €kwa nipimisininan
Loved and were loved, and now we lie
ota Flanders yikwahaskanihk.
In Flanders fields.

kiyawaw ekwa naskwahihkok kinotinakaniminawak
Take up our quarrel with the foe:
g-ki-sakocihikoyahkik, kitasdonamatinan
To you from failing hands we throw
iskotéw; ohpinamok €kwa kiyawaw.
The torch; be yours to hold it high.
kispin anwéhtawiyahki niyanan ka-nakatask&yahk,
If ye break faith with us who die
namwac nika-ayweépinan, ata &-ohpikiki wapikwaniya
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
ota Flanders yikwahaskanihk.
In Flanders fields


http://www.flickr.com/photos/richjjones/7370242980/

