The Rabbit in the Moon ®

Once upon a time, there lived many Indian.  At that moment, perhaps things were less complicated but then again who is to say what complicates. Many ages ago, long since babies wore clothing and before names were issued a people understood the stars.  Nowadays some revere these nomads and one might say they over stood and propagated the earth.  To live was to survive or become the meal for man was a warrior, unless a shaman.  To be adorned, protected and cherished was the primary concern for most women.  Not in light of the future ahead; however, this was not a place but a time.

Shamans remain the religious models, teachers and leaders as well as medical professors.  Shamans obtained objects from animals.  These were relics.  The wolf and bear were powerful spirits for many of these people.  Throughout the days many became concerned with worship of the Great * Nation and many with game.  Others found refuge and solace sitting in periods of complete silence with one and the moon.  Campfires were centered around the experience and some even say the energy that propagated during these celebrations got so strong the fire would dance alongside with them.  Some believed the fire to even elevate the shaman spirit, Ibtabr, the rabbit in the moon.  Ibtabr was seen soaring through the flames on occasion.

One particular crisp evening, Ibtabr found the maiden of his imagination in a dream.  She was a lioness and not a doubt passed without a knowing.  Someday he would meet her.  Her heart was easy and concave, no bear could rassle that!  When Ibtabr awoke, he was startled and believed someday he would find her.  So, he appears at celebration now and again in search of his princess.  The next celebration was extra special for Ibtabr encouraged the heavens to appear and invite his companion of the dreamtime.
The Great * Nation was generous for as he prayed and piloted his way through the night an innocent child appeared through the flames of the campfire.  Ibtabr saw her seated.  The fire lifted as Ibtabr passed through the passage and was face to face with a vision of a great beauty.  She wore gloves of elk with beads dangling and fringe around the neck.  Her dress was elk skin and moccasins up to her calf.  With seeing her, a rain of fire snatched the two and they were forever gone.  Vanished.  Her family passed their story along many translations and even completely different ways but one aspect is certain.  She disappeared.  If Ibtabr was real, he too was lifted to the moon and is still there.  Only he grew his animal spirit within and became the rabbit Ibtabr or Ibtabr the rabbit, whichever.  On evenings when the moon is full and sky, clear enough one may look closely and catch a glimpse of Ibtabr as he sits, in profile shielding his princess, with his ears pointing straight up.                                  
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