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dpaw thousands of persons to the exotic encampment of the "Wild

Weet." It was evident that the old chief was a good “card," al-
thougn Cody himself never ssemed to have a very exalted epiniog
cf the wéxiika merite of 8itting Bull,

, "I wag at the time mayor of Montreal, and I had received a
srecial invitation to "dine” with some friends in Sitting Bull'se
Xepas, %3&£?§?ack Murray, who at that time reaided in Montreal,
was one cof the péﬁty of five or six who sat or rather squated down
at the Indian feast, ¥hile the public flooked to see the cowhoys,

v&querca and the bucking bronchos, our intereat was conaantrated
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in Sitting Bull; and when the repast was over, we had quite a
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long oonversaticn with the cld ohief through a French half-breed \
interpreter, who was a perfedt master og§he S8icux language. Oute |
side of his prﬂS&ic avooxtiun as 2 showman, Sitting Bull preserved
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the dignity 2nd ths meditative seriousness of his race, and at
first restricted himself to grunting yeémor no to our ~- I must
gconfess it ~- rather indisoreet questicns, But he beocame a
littls more corrunicative when 1 addressed him personally in
French. He understood the language fai:ly‘wéll, having learned
it from the missionaries and the half-breeds who visited his
camp when he Wad been driven into Canada, with his pecple, after
%he Custer massacre.f {

"I oan vouch for the acouracy of Adirondaoi,ﬂurray's state~
ment in the New York ¥orld, when in answer to his inquiry, he
makes Sitting Bull respond vehemently: 'They tell you I murdered
Custer. It ie a lie, I am not a war chief, I was not in the
battle that day. His eyes were blinded that he oould not see.

He was a fool and he rode to his death. He made the fight not I.



