Sitting Bull drew a square on the ground with hie
thumb nail. The Indians c¢raned their necks to see what hLe
wag doing.

*Therel" he sald. "Your soldiers nade & mark like that
in our country, and said that we nmust live there. They
fed us well, and sent their doctors to heal our sick.

They said that we should live without having to work. But
they told us that we must go only so far in this direction,

and only ao far in that direction. They gzave us meat, but

they took away our liberty. The white men had many things

that we wanted, but we could gee that they did not have the
one think we liked best, -« freedom. I would rather live in
a tepee and go without meat when game is scarce than give
up iy privileges as a free [ndian, even though I could have
all that white men have. Je marched acrosg the lines of
our reservation, and the soidicrs followed us. They at-
tacked our village, and we killed them all. What would you
do if your héma was attacked? You woulu stand up like &
brave man and defend it. That is our story. I have spoken.*

The old chief filled his pipe and passed it around.
Then we c¢rawled out into the sunlight again. As I was
about to leave, Sitting Bull approached me.

"Have you & do0llar?” he asked.

"I have."

7 would like to have it.*®

When the silver coin was producea the chief thrust it

into the bogom of his shirt.



