
Preface

WHEN in the seventies I turned my
back on civilization and joined the

trappers and traders of the North-

west, Thomas Fox became my friend. We
were together in the Indian camps and trad-

ing posts often for months at a time ; he loved

to recount his adventures in still earlier days,

and thus it was that I learned the facts of his

life. The stories that he told by the even-

ing camp-fire and before the comfortable

fireplaces ofour various posts, on long winter

days, were impressed upon my memory, but

to make sure of them I frequently took notes

of the more important points.

As time passed, I realized more and more

how unusual and interesting his adventures

were, and I urged him to write an account of

them. He began with enthusiasm, but soon

tired of the unaccustomed work. Later, how-

ever, after the buffalo had been exterminated
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