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Oh he was a fiddler. . •
\ • «

(Well.)

Yeah, he was a fiddler. Red Cloud Duncan. '*

(Well, I guess, he was quite .a personality in his day.)'

1 V
Oh yeah. f '

(I guess he played for all the meetings around, dances around where he/

lived too.) 1 .

Why yeah, they said, he'd play till midnight,\ come home, saddle uphis horse,

call his hounds and fox hunt the rest of the night.

(Well, what about that.) * ^

That ' s what they s a id . _ . ,

'(Well, he must have been qu i t e a< f e l l a . )

He was qu i te a f e l l a . . •

STORY ABOUT A CERTAIN DRDHlfc INPIAN

That / Indian, you krfow, t ha t he was t e l l i n g about come, by there drunk

and h is dogs run out a t him and he got some wood and run'em under the

house. So, he got on him about i t . He was so r ry . Yeah man, he was

sor ry . He got tamed a f t e r he did t h a t . Wouldn't come close the house going
* » ' '

up to £he mailbo*. He got way-out in the field Sround,-you know.

(Yeah.) • %

This finally, got* a l i t t l e b i t tamer and finally got up to the house.

He wanted-1-that's what he wanted John to write in that l e t t e r to his

wife. You know she'd about quit him and went down to Tahlequah.

(Well.) \
• i r '

Well, John said, what do you want me to tell her. Tell her to come home.

Tell her I' .m a shame man. (words nQt clear - static.)
t
i

(I guess he was so lonesome.)

He's lonesome; ̂ Ye^ah, he said he'd go up and sit on the hillside. Stay

lonesome all the time. About, I guess, starving.


