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“Let me guide you,” said the rabbit. “Keep
watching me, and you can see my dark fur against
the white snow.”

As he said this he hopped away, and Wesakchak,
looking only at the little, dark body, was able to fol-
low, till at last they reached the bank of the river.
The canoe was there, and Wesakchak stepped in at
once, glad that he would now be able to carry the
good news to the warriors and hunters. Before he
paddled away he turned to the rabbit and said:

“ My little Brother Rabbit, you have been very
kind to me, indeed, and through your kindness the
lives of our tribe will be saved. In return for this
your brown fur shall become white as the first snow-
fall, so that no one will be able to sece your body
against the snow. In this way you may protect
yourself, and people will know how kind the rabbit
was to Wesakchak.”

As he spoke, the rabbit’s fur suddenly became
pure white, and it looked like a little ball of snow
near the bushes. Wesakchak smiled when he saw
this and said:

“Your enemies will need to have sharp eyes now,
little Brother Rabbit, for you will give them many a
long chase over the winter prairies.”




