Scmetime aftorwards Slocum and I sent this 1ittle shirt to the
Army 'useun at Governor's Island, New York.

“Yhen we resched the ground shout Sitting Bull's two eadhins at»
the bottom of the valley the belessured police cams out to meet
us. In a space hardly ten yerds square in front of tho e¢abin
where they had taken cover lay the bodies of twelve dead Indisns.
Four of them were policemen, and Sitting Bull and seven of his
followers were the others. Two policemen inside, shot in the
abdomen, were nortally wounded, and another had a very painful
wound throush one of his inasteps. Three of 5itting Bull's people
were wounded,

In the eabin nct occupied by the policemen we foumd Sitting
Bull's two squaws and several other Indian women. I took a squad
of soldiers into the cabin to examino 1t. I notieed that two or
three of the squaws sat fast upon the bed which was very low,
This aroused iy suspicion and we pulled them off and lifted the
heavy tick. There beneath 15;. flat on his stomach and face, lay
Sitting Bull'as son, a mute sbout eighteen years old.

In this room there hung en oll portrait of Sitting Bull in a
deep gilt freme. It had bdeen painted by a Mrs. Welden, a women

from the Xast who had spent several weeks visiting Sitting Bull

the summer before. I had forbidden the soldiers to touch anything

in the room, but sudderly I saw one of the speciel Indian policemen

snatch this picture from the wall and smash its frame with his
rifle. He also punched a hole through the canvas, but I got the
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