














Sitting
Bul |

The bookBlack Elk Speaksends on this depessing and desperate noteeferring to what happened
at Wounded Knee:

| did not know then how much was endedWhen | look back now from this

high hill of my old age, I can still see the butchexd women and childen lying

heaped and scattezd all along the cooked gulch as plain as when | saw them

with my eyes still young.And | can see that something else died thenn the

bloody mud, and was buried in the blizzard.A people®dream died thee. It

was a beautiful deam.

And I, to whom so grat a vision was given in my youth, - you see me now a
pitiful old man who has done nothing, forthe nation® hoop is boken and
scattered. There is no centerany longet and the saced tree is dead.

Next week | will argue that this obituary was pemature!
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