Please memorize this dialog to be read infront of the class.

Grandpa was pleased. “Thank you,” he answered. “But don’t
feel bad that you didn’t bring me with you, for I would not have
come then. It was not time.” He said this in such a way that no one
could argue with him. To Grandpa and the Lakota, he once told
me, a thing would be done when it was the right time to do it, and
that’s the way it was.

“Also,” Grandpa went on, looking at me. “I have come because
it is soon time for Martin to have the medicine bag.”
We all knew what that meant. Grandpa thought he was going
to die, and he had to follow the tradition of his family to pass the
medicine bag, along with its history, to the oldest male child.
“Even though the boy,” he said, still looking at me, “doesn’t
have an Indian name, the medicine bag will be his.”
