L. COYQTE FORETELLS SICKMESS IN SITTING BULL'S FAMILY

By Ons Bull

About the latter part of the month of June in the ye:r 1887 my uncle
snd myself, 1gcated on the Grand River, made a 1fying trip to the .gency
on sore important business with the Indian Agent. The ﬁgency was aboud
forty mileg from homs,

We 1oft our home a# horse back early in the morning and arrived at the
Agency about one otclock in the morning. .fter a very niece conference with
the Agent in his office we started back towmrd home, In those days there
was not z single house loented between the igency and our homes, so it was
rather a very tedious ride for one traveling bhetween these points.

It was dark befare we were well out of the Agemcy district for we had
been invited out by some of our friends‘aho kindly asked that we stip over
night with them which we politely declined because we hed promised to get
home that night without fail.

Then we were about helf way we got completely tired out from riding
and it wes grqwing piteh dsrk. Unele suggested that we stop snd sleep in
the open prairie, =nd as there beinz no othor way to get relief we decided
to do this and proeceded to unsa:dle our horses and és we had long picket
ropes =ith us, we tiad one end of the rupes sround the horses neck und
the other end on the permel of our saddles, For our bed’iing we used our
saddles for pillows nd our saddle blankets for covers.

For my part, being so cambletly played out, I fell asleep immediately,
ignorant of wzhat had transpired durins the night., bout two or three o'clock,
1 was swakened by the fact that I was getting chilly and for the further
fact, I heard sn owl hooting ahesd of us in & rather neculisr menner., At
intervals it would whistle like some bird or animsl. I nudged whisbered
to unele, "uncle did you hear thot?" He said, "Yes." "rhat is 1t?" I

said. "It scunds like an owl but an owl does not whistle thst way. It is



