
Preface

and we were settled on a cattle-ranch, where
the life was of a deadly monotony compared
witli that which we had led, I induced him
to take up the narrative once more. Some
parts of it he wrote with infinite detail

;

other parts consisted only of dates and a few
sentences.

He was destined never to finish the task.

An old bullet wound in his lung had always

kept him in poor health, and when, in the

winter of 1885, he contracted pneumonia,
the end was quick. His last request was
that I would put his notes in shape for pub-
lication. This I have done to the best ofmy
ability in my own old age ; how well I have
done it is for the reader to judge.

Brave, honest old Ah-ta-to-yi (The Fox),
as the Blackfeet and frontiers-men loved to
call him

! We buried him on a high blufl^

overlooking the valley of the Two Medicine
River, and close up to the foothills of the
Rockies, the " backbone-of-the-world " that

he loved so well. After we had filled in the
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