*To gain time, and not to dwell importunately on a sinsle point,

I asked SB to tell me something of his early life. In the first place,
wherc he was born, *'I was born on the Missouri River: at least I
recollect that somebody told me so - I don't know who told me or vhere
I was told of it.*

#eof what tribe ere ﬁmu?' 'l am an Unepepa.'

o*Gf the Sioux®' 'Wes; of the prent Sicux nation.!

#v ho was your father?' 'ly father is deed.’

#11a your mother living?' 'y mother lives with me in rny lodge.t

otGreat liocs are told sbout you. white men sey $hat you lived
mmonz, them when you were young; that you wont o school; tﬁat you
learmed 1o write end read from books; that you speal English; that you
know how to talk French?*® °*I{ is a lie.?

#'You are an Indian?' (Proudly) *I am a Sioux.!

“Then suddenly relaxing from his hsuteur, SB began 1o lsush. I
have heard,® he said, *of sonme of these stories. They are all strange
lies. What I em I am,' and here he leaned back and rosumed his attitude
and expression of barbaric grundeur. 'I amasman. I asse, I know; 1
began to see when I wos not yet born - when I was not in my mother's
erms. It was then 1 began to study a@bout my people. I studied aboutb
rany things. I studied about the smallpox, that was killing my
poople -~ the zreant gickness that was killing »y people - the great
sickness that was killing the women and children, I was so interested
what I turned over on my gide. The Great Spirit must have told me st
that time (and here he unconsciously revealed his seeret), that I would
be the rem to be the judge of all the other Indians - a big man, to

decide for them in all their wayas.®



