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Kibatiyinut  andawindjigwaun  migké  ima®  papamdsenut
There were many . Y they hunted there waiked about
oshtigwa'ning Wa'nibozhd'.

on his head of Nanabush.

Several legends refer to Wamishi'wdjakiwa'nsi (vol. ii. p. 146).
One of these accounts for the black legs of the fox thus:—

Midish Wamishi'wdjakiwda'nsi andawa'ndjigi'wun oningwanan

And w. hunted his son-in-law
midush kabishiwad. Midash o6ta'pinin omukussinun oningwanam

and camped. And then he took his moccasins his son-in-law's
ota’ssun kaye’tush midash kizhégishun 6mukussinun 6ningwanan ;
his leggings and then he burnt his moccasins his son-in-law’s;
winitush i't 6mukussinun kizhdgishun init midish akuka'dja

and he those moccasins he burnt ; thesame and then coal
kisinigwunung okating, midush 1d kiwagwéshiwit. Midash 1'a

he rubbed on his leg And then he became a fox. And this

andji mdkatawanik ad wagwdsh oka'dun.
is why are black the fox his legs.

This story,! somewhat. condensed in the Indian version, is freely
as follows : Wamishi'wdjakiwa'nsi did not like his son-in-law. One
day they were out hunting together, and on camping placed their leg-
gings and moccasins by the fire to dry. W. changed the places of
the moccasins. Afterwards he threw what he thought were his son’s
moccasins and leggings into the fire. In the morning the young
man rose, found his own moccasins, and put them on. W. tried to
make out that they were his, but he had forgotten that he had
changed the places of the moccasins before he burned what he
thought were his son’s. So W. was forced to go barefooted and
barclegged. He then blackened his legs and feet with a coal, and
thus the foxes have black legs to this day.

Another legend 2 of Wimishi'wdjakiwa'nsi is this: W. hated his
son-in-law. One day he went with him to a little island, and aban-
doned him there. W. then went off in his canoce. W. made his
canoe go without paddling. He used to lie on his back and tap on
the cross-piece with his hands (Pan! pan! was the noise he made),
and the canoe used to go right along. Meanwhile his son-in-law had
changed himself into a young gull (Kaydshkons), and, flying over the
canoe, dropped some of his excrement (mitchinigut) on W.’s breast.
W. said, “Misukwd adjitchigéwod kiydshkdnsug kitebissi niwa'-

1 This brief legend is probably all that Nawigishkoké remembered of the Mis-
sissagua story corresponding to the tale of “ Mishosha the Magician,” given by

Mrs. Jameson (Winter Studies and Summer Rambles in Canada, iii. p- 96, etc.),
but there are some curious divergences.

2 For a similar legend, with soflewhat different incidents, see Mrs. Jameson
(0p. cit., pp. 101, 110).



