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Mr. Lonesinger was born on the Red Pheasant Reserve in 1888.  

ve to Sweet Grass Reserve. 
tting 

ime, 

 of an Indian agent by a Blackfoot named 

ttlepoplar:  Where were you born?  On Red Pheasant Reserve? 

nesinger:  Yes.  The year was 1888 (on tape Lonesinger says 

 

         INTERVIEWER:                       ALPHONSE LITTLEPOPL
         INTERPRETER:                       ALPHONSE LITTLEPOPLAR 
         TRANSCRIBER:                       JOANNE GREENWOOD 
         SOURCE:                            SASKATCHEWAN ARCHI
         TAPE NUMBER:                       IH-054 
         DISK:                              TRANSCRI
         PAGES:                             11 
         RESTRICTIONS:                      THIS MATERIAL SHALL BE 
         AVAILABLE FOR READING, QUOTATION, CITATION, AND ALL OTHER 
         RESEARCH PURPOSES, IN ACCORDANCE WITH THE REGULATIONS WHICH
         HAVE HERETOFORE BEEN OR WHICH MAY HEREAFTER BE ESTABLISHED BY 
         THE SASKATCHEWAN ARCHIVES BOARD OR ITS SUCCESSORS FOR THE USE 
         OF MATERIALS IN ITS POSSESSION; SUBJECT, HOWEVER, TO THE 

HE          PROVISION THAT NO COMMERCIAL PUBLICATION OR BROADCAST OF T
         INTERVIEW IN WHOLE OR IN PART SHALL BE MADE WITHOUT PRIOR 
         WRITTEN PERMISSION OF THE INFORMANT, HIS HEIRS, LEGAL 
         REPRESENTATIVES OR ASSIGNS. 
          
          
         HI
          
         - 
         After school he worked at farming and then moved to the Sweet 
         Grass Reserve.  He is a good singer and storyteller.  (For 
         biography see IH-052, p. 11. 

nt reserve at the end of the          - Growing up on the Red Pheasa
         nineteenth century. 
         - His marriage and mo
         - Ways of making a living:  farming, trapping, cu
         firewood, cutting fence posts, making charcoal, making l
         etc.   

construction.          - House 
         - Account of the murder
         Owl Eyes. 
          
          
          
         Li
          
         Lo
         1898 by mistake) and the moon was April, the last day. The 
         house I was born in is long gone, but the little cellar that



         was under that house can still be seen today.  And I remember 
         back to the year 1892. 
          

   About that time my            brother was going to school and would 

 

d 

ttlepoplar:  Was the school you went to on Red Pheasant Reserve? 

s, I 

   I was in grade four when my father died.  I was then 
v. 

fter 

th 

 said. "Also, you can go to meetings and cast your vote on 

   So my sister and I worked, with me doing most of the work.  

r 

       trapping, and by hunting and trapping we had meat, and also a 

         bring me things from school; things like papers with things 
         like numbers and pictures written on them.  This is why I can
         count and do simple arithmetic.  My brother used to say, "This 
         is 1892."  "What are you counting?" I asked once.  "Every time 
         a year goes by we add one," he said.  That is why I am good at 
         remembering the year things happened.  My sister would write 
         1,2,3 on a sheet of paper, which I would copy.  I could write 
         numbers up to 100, and after a while up to 200. 
          
              As time went on and I grew bigger, I became very scared of 
         my mother and father, and also of my sister who would slap me 
         at every opportunity.  I would get back at her by tripping her 
         and doing other childish things to cause her to have accidents 
         - all of which came out in the open, with me coming out the 
         loser, and being slapped some more.  I loved my sister.  I di
         not hate her.  The things I did were childish, to get back at 
         her for slapping me.  As time went on, I grew bigger and was 
         sent to school. 
          
         Li
          
         Lonesinger:  The school was on the reserve, and I walked three 
         miles to school and back every day.  On cold winter days I 
         would sometimes get so cold I would cry.  On summer days, 
         cattle would sometimes be on the road.  Being afraid of cow
         would run into some bushes, and find my way to school, 
         sometimes walking almost double the distance. 
          
           
         twelve years old.  It was in 1900.  He died the night of No
         1.  Who would support us now?  My brother was gone and my 
         sister, not married yet, was still at home.  One day soon a
         my father's death, the Indian agent, George Dee and 

 brought wi         farming instructor Jefforson came to our place.  They
         them the inspector, a man named Chisholm.  This man did most of 
         the talking.  "You will stop going to school," he said to me.  
         "You and your sister will work here, looking after the stock," 
          
          
         he
         issues that may come up from time to time.  You are now the 
         head of this house," he said to me. 
          
           
         After our father died my sister was with us two years; then she 
         got married and left us.  She married David Buglar.  I was then 
         fourteen years old.  I worked and worked.  Sometimes I would 
         hunt.  When I did, we had meat to eat.  In the fall of the yea
         I would trap fur-bearing animals, and also in the spring.  
         Somehow we got by.  My father had taught me hunting and 
  
         few dollars now and then. 
          



              We had at this time, forty head of cattle which I looked 
 

r 
  

d 
wed into lengths some large trees that had been blown down by 

r 

 
on," 

 
s 

n 
 

lked in, and then Smoke walked in.  "Did you tell your mother 
 the proposition I had in mind?" he said to me.  "I have 

to 

ns.  
 

her things he brought with him when he moved in with us.  

 
n, 

         after.  For a very young boy, the work was hard.  Now and then
         jobs would come up that I was not strong enough to do.  When 
         this happened I would sit down and cry.  We drove horses at the 
         time, but I sometimes drove oxen.  On one set of sleighs we 
         kept the hay rack for hauling hay for the stock.  The other 
         sleigh we used for hauling wood and driving around.  If I eve
         took the hay rack off the sleigh, I would never get it back on.
         It was heavy.  This is the reason we had another sleigh. 
          
              Some time later when I was out getting firewood, I ha
         sa
         a wind.  After I had them sawn I found they were too heavy fo
         me to lift on the sleigh.  I was not a strong boy.  I thought 
         of my father who was dead.  Then I sat down and cried. After 
         having a good cry, I heard someone fire a small gun.  It 
         sounded like a .22.  Very soon after, a man named Smoke walked
         up.  He was carrying a gun and had a bunch of rabbits.  "S
         he said, "you stand over there while I load these logs onto the 
         sleigh for you."  After he had loaded the logs he said, "Your 
         father was my brother, and it hurts me to see you work so hard.  
         I wish I could do something to help you and your mother.  You 
         can take these rabbits home," he said.  "I have my gun here and 
         have already shot many rabbits," he said.  Then he said, "Two 
         years ago my wife died and I have no place to live.  I cannot 
         live with my brother; he drinks too much and is hard to get 
         along with. My other brother has an awful temper and I wouldn't
         think of moving in with him.  He can't even get along with hi
         wife.  When you get home," he said to me, "ask your mother if I 
         can move in with her.  In this way I can work for her and have 
         a place to live."  When I arrived home late that afternoon I 
         told my mother of what Uncle Smoke had said.  She cried and 
         said my father may not like it.  "You ask your grandfather whe
         he comes in for a visit."  While Mother and I talked, Grandpa
          
          
         wa
         of
         mentioned it to her," I said,  "but she wants me to ask 
         Grandfather first."  Grandpa was hard of hearing, and I had 

,          shout when I told him.  "Grandson," he said, "and you too
         Nephew," he said to Smoke, "you speak well, and I like what I 
         hear.  But my daughter is old enough to make her own decisio
         I leave the matter entirely up to her."  And so it came about -
         my uncle became my stepfather. 
          

and horses.  These and his               Uncle Smoke had a few cows 
         ot
         With him helping, there was not much work, and I even found 
         time to visit with my cousins.  My grandmother, who was named
         Wah-pah-koo-sees (Mouse), lived nearby.  Her two grandchildre
         two boys about my age, lived with her.  These boys were my 
         cousins, and we played and visited with one another till way 
         late at night.  Then I would sleep late and Uncle Smoke did 
         not like it one bit.  He did not put up with it; he saw to it 
         that I got up early in the morning so I could do my share of 
         the work. 



          
              Every morning my stepfather would shout and scream at me 

 get up.  An uncle of mine was living some distance away, and 
 

I 

morning the alarm woke me up.  I shut it off 
d then I got up and made a fire in the stove.  Later I went 

happen.  In 1903, I met your aunt 
ittlepoplar's) at the industrial school at Battleford where 

   

ow.  I kept putting it off.  I was saved the trouble.  On 
       wash day, Mother was going through my pockets when she found a 

tter I had received from my future wife.  When I came in for 

 

 her, I 

te for 
n Christina Bigman would be finished her 
moke and I cut logs for a house we would build for 

ding 

h 

 

 

         to
         I knew he had alarm clocks.  One night I took ten muskrat skins
         I had and went to see him.  "How many muskrat skins do you want 
         for one of your clocks, Uncle?" I asked.  "How many do you 
         have, Nephew?" he asked.  "I have ten," I replied.  "For ten 
         muskrat hides take any clock you want," he said.  That night 
         put the clock beside my bed and set the alarm to ring at six 
         in the morning. 
          
              At six next 
         an
         to the barn and chopped a hole in the ice where we watered our 
         stock.  Then I went back to the house.  Mother and Uncle Smoke 
         were having breakfast and I joined them.  My stepfather was 
         pleased when I told him what I had done.  "Keep up the good 
         work, Son," he said.  "If you keep it up, very soon you will 
         have a very beautiful wife," he said.  I told him I did not 
         think there was a girl around so hard up for a husband as to 
         have me.  We all laughed. 
          
              But strange things do 
         (L
         she was attending classes.  Without my stepfather's or        
         mother's knowledge, we set our wedding date.  Then I went 
         home.  How to break the news to the folks at home I did not 
          
          
         kn
  
         le
         dinner, I was asked to explain. After I had told them 
         everything, Uncle Smoke said, "I am very happy for you, my son. 
         I know the girl.  It is like she is an orphan.  Her mother is 
         dead and her father is drunk most of the time.  You and
         am sure, will get along fine.  You will have many happy years 
         together, I am sure.  See, I was right when I said you will 
         have a very beautiful wife if you work hard and behave 
         yourself."   
          
              It was now late in 1903.  We had set our wedding da
         June 1905, whe

hooling.  S         sc
         my wife and I to live in.  The logs lay in the sun to dry all 
         the summer of 1904.  In January of 1905, we started buil
         the house.  We worked on the house in our spare time and when 
         the weather was warm.  The house was not yet finished when I 
         went to Battleford to get my bride in June 1905.  We lived wit
         my mother and Uncle Smoke, while Uncle Smoke and his brother, 
         Kah-pay-cha-nah-skees, worked on our house. In time, our house
         was ready and Uncle Smoke said to Mother and I, "I have helped 

n         you for three years.  I hope you won't mind my leaving.  You ca
         now get along without me."  Mother and I agreed Uncle Smoke 
         should leave if he so wished.  That same day, Uncle Smoke 
         packed up and moved away.  We were sorry to see him leave.  
         Before he left, he promised to visit us from time to time. 



          
              A boy had been born to Mother and Uncle Smoke; his name 
         was William.  We got along fine after Uncle Smoke left.  Fur

s selling for a high price, and I made money trapping and
 
 

r. 

 uncle 

eat and some oats.  In 1915, we came to Sweet Grass again, and 

me?  

        

d not have him yet.  When the industrial 
hool at Battleford shut down in 1914, his father, David 
glar, took him.  But it was not long before he came to us.  
 was a sickly boy.  He died here and we buried him at the old 

ree 
rses with him.  Before he left, he asked me break some more 

nstead of me going all the way back to Red Pheasant to 
llect it.  He refused, saying I would have to go to Red 

 

my 

 

 a 

         wa
         hunting.  Soon after this, Mother came to Sweet Grass to live 
         with a man.  Now I had a stepfather for the second time.  She 
         took my little brother, and my wife and I stayed at Red 
         Pheasant.  We worked hard and got along fine.  We did not suffe
          
              In 1914, we visited my mother at Sweet Grass, and my
         asked me to stay and work with him.  We planted a few acres of 
         wh
         worked again with my uncle.  I was beginning to like it here 
         (Sweet Grass), and I made up my mind to stay, perhaps even 
         become a member of this band. 
          
         Littlepoplar:  Did you bring your nephew with you at this ti
         The boy you raised? 
  
          
          
         Lonesinger:  No, I di
         sc
         Bu
         He
         cemetery which is not far from where you are living now. 
          
              In the spring of 1916, I came back to Sweet Grass to help 
         my uncle get his crop seeded.  After we had seeded the wheat 
         and oats, my stepfather went to visit at Hobbema taking th
         ho
         land for him.  This I did, using a sulky plow pulled by a team 
         of horses and a yoke of oxen.  It was hard work and the going 
         was slow.  But by treaty tim, we had forty-two acres ploughed 
         up.   
          
              On treaty day at Sweet Grass in 1916, I went to see if I 
         could talk Indian agent Roland into paying me my treaty money 
         here, i
         co
         Pheasant if I was to collect my treaty money.  When the chief 
         and members of the band heard this, they asked me if I wanted 
         to become a permanent resident of Sweet Grass.  It was hard to 
         decide, and I had only a few minutes to think it over.  
         Blocking The Door and I had become good friends, and he, helped
         by his brother and a man named Thunder Blanket, talked me into 
         becoming a permanent resident of Sweet Grass.  Right then and 
         there I was put on the Sweet Grass treaty list and given 
         treaty money.  I had no time to consult my wife about us 
         becoming members of Sweet Grass but she was pleased with what I 
         had done, though it meant going back to Red Pheasant to dispose
         of our house and a few acres of land I had broken.  It was 
         hard; I loved Red Pheasant.  I was born there and grew up 
         there.  And it meant hauling all our things to Sweet Grass.  It 
         also meant building a house on Sweet Grass, which I did in 1918. 
          
              Blocking The Door would visit me now and then.  He was



         clownish character.  Just having him around made people happy.  
         Everybody loved him.  In the spring of 1918 he became sick.  
         All summer he was sick and lost considerable weight.  Late in 

 
 

 It came in handy.  I did all my own carpenter 

r people from as far away as Fort Qu'Appelle. 

ung I had 
ry good eyesight.  I never thought I'd be half blind. 

why I 
ow many old Indian stories, though I have forgotten many of 

 care of my body, and for that I lived to be 
 old man.  For one thing, I did not drink - only on very rare 

e case may be.  They did not swear or 
e spirits would send them sickness, or in 

 

 
ese people were stupid.  For one thing, they had their wagons 

 

 

         the fall his condition got worse and he stayed in bed.  In 
         December, Blocking The Door died on a stormy afternoon.  In 
         December, 1918, we buried him in the little Anglican cemetery 
         at Sweet Grass.  Many people came to his funeral.  He was my 
         best friend.   
          
              From Uncle Smoke and his brother, Kah-pay-cha-nah-skees, I
         had learned carpenter work.  I was a fair carpenter and I made
         good use of it. 
          
          
         work.  Also, I was good at making Indian costumes, headdresses, 
         drums, stone pipes and all sorts of things.  I have made things 
         fo
          
              Now I am almost blind and cannot do any kind of work.  I 
         am not sick.  I feel very good and would do some kind of work 
         if it wasn't for my poor eyesight.  When I was yo
         ve
          
              And when I was young I respected old people, old men and 
         old women, when they told me stories.  I listened - I never 
         tired of their stories.  Today I am glad I did.  This is 
         kn
         them.  And also I am glad that the young people, or most of 
         them, respect me. 
          
              I used to try to be wise when I was younger, but soon 
         found wisdom is only for the privileged few.  But I was wise 
         enough to take good
         an
         occasions.  A long time ago things were different.  Things 
         don't stay the same. 
          
              People in those days did not call one another by name.  
         They referred to one another as Brother, Grandpa, Cousin, 
         Nephew, or whatever th

ll lies for fear th         te
         some other way punish them. The days we are now living through
         are indeed different from the days of long ago. 
          
              In 1903, we helped some people freight some things to 
         Lloydminster from Battleford.  These people came from England.  

Lloydminster.          It took us three weeks to get from Battleford to 
         Th
         overloaded and were stuck in the mud most of the time.  When
         they started a fire to cook a meal, the fire would get away and 
         we had a job fighting a prairie fire.  They never learned.  
         Twice a day the fire would get away on them.  Their breakfast 
         fire did not get away because the grass was wet with dew and 
         wouldn't burn. 
          
              A man in Battleford told us, "Many more strange people are
         coming to settle down on your land.  This is only the start.  



         Before you are too old," he said, pointing at me, "you will 

cked flat prairie to settle on.  Russian settlers picked 
lly land.  They figured they got more land that way. 

ers our income became steady. 
e reserve was full of willows, and settlers bought willow 

om us.  They paid us 5  for each picket and we made 
me money.  They also bought firewood from us. 

s many as you 
to 
 

 

ttleford.  The school would also buy some.  There was a man, a 

ck poplar, white 
 this up with 

 

         have nowhere to set up your tipi when travelling.  It will be 
         full of strange people."  Years later I saw this man was right. 
          
          
          
              We freighted settlers and made a living.  German settlers 
         pi
         hi
          
              Once we hauled freight for a settler all the way to 
         Ribstone.  Henry Gardner was on that trip. 
          
         (End of Side A, Tape IH-054) 
          
         (Side B) 
          
              With the arrival of settl
         Th
         pickets fr
         so
          
              One settler south of Wilkie named Anderson bought some 
         pickets from me.  Before I left he asked me to dig out some 
         small maple trees and take them to him.  "Bring a
         want," he said.  "I will pay you well for them."  So I went 
         Baljennie and dug out many little maple trees and I took them
         to him.  He asked me to stay and help him plant them which I 
         did.  I don't know the price of young maple trees, but this man 
         gave me a large sum of money for them.  He must have been a 
         rich man. 
          
              Before this, when I was a young boy, the men burnt lime on 
         Red Pheasant which they sold for 30  a bushel.  They sold the

 police barracks and to the storekeepers at          lime at the
         Ba
         stonemason the Indians called Nah-po-uhs-ki-chass.  He would 
         buy much lime to use when he made foundations.  This was one 
         source of income the Indians had at the time. 
          

               Just before freeze-up the men would dig a trench, perhaps
         three or four feet deep and maybe five feet wide.  This they 
         would fill with equal amounts of birchwood, bla

plar and willow wood.  Then they would cover         po
         clay, leaving a place for a draft.  Then they would set it on 
         fire.  This would really burn with a loud roar.  After a time 
         it would collapse.  More time was allowed for it to cool off. 
         Then the clay was removed.  Under it was the coal the Indians
         had made.  They sold it to the school, the blacksmith, and the 
         Indian agency in Battleford.  They also sold it at the police 
         barracks.  All winter long they would make coal. 
          
              Cows were also milked at the time, and people had butter, 
         milk and cream, all of which helped a great deal.  Bacon 
          
          
         skin or pork skin was never discarded.  It was kept, and once 



         in a while the women would cut it up and boil it.  While it was 
oking, women would go pick wild rhubarb and put it in with 
e bacon skin.  It made good soup.  The women would also 

o 

en a fire was made inside, and kept burning till the 

 

e time.  I do 
ow people would get their logs out a year ahead of time, to 

s 
t 

 

er.  The roofs on these houses were also made 
 whatever material was at hand.  The roofs were peaked like 

 
be 
hen 

t up 

r 

er:  Butchering started in, ah, let me see - in about 

he beef would have to wait for payment while the bill 
Ottawa or Regina.  Whoever had beef to sell would take 

         co
         th
         sometimes cut the tops off some weeds growing nearby to add to 
         the soup - it was very flavorful.  They grew large gardens, and 
         most of them had vegetables for the winter. 
          
         Littlepoplar:  You spoke of people burning lime.  How did they g
         about it? 
          
         Lonesinger:  They dig a trench, only this one was on a hillside.  
         This trench was lined with stones, and closed at the top with 
         stones.  Th
         stones collapsed - perhaps three or four days and nights.  The 
         stones then became powder, which was the lime.  I never made 
         lime myself.  It had gone out of fashion.  But as a boy, I 
         often helped keep the fire burning at night. 
          
              Lumber was also made on the reserve when I was a boy.  It
         was a complicated set-up and I do not remember just how it 
         operated.  Like I said, I was only a boy at th
         kn
         let them season a bit.  Lumber made from black poplar was the 
         best.  It did not crack as bad and did not warp as bad.  Thi
         lumber had many uses, such as flooring for houses.  Some of i
         was even sold. 
          
              The log houses in those days were plastered inside and out
         with a mixture of mud and hay.  They were very warm in winter 
         and cool in summ
         of
         they are now, only they were constructed of logs and poles.  
         Over the poles, a row of straw or bone grass would be laid, 
         like the way shingles are laid nowadays.  The straw or bone 
         grass would then be plastered with mud six or eight inches from
         the bottom.  When a row had been plastered, another row would 
         laid and plastered, and so on, until the peak was reached.  T
         the same would be done on the other side.  It made a good, 
         watertight roof.  Inside were clay stoves, stoves fashioned of 
         stones and clay.  These stoves had many uses. They were used to 
         warm up the house, for cooking food, and with such a stove, lamps 
         were not needed.  They were like a fireplace, and would ligh
         the whole room.  Mud chimneys were also the order of the day.  
         Large barns were also made for cattle.  No stock was kept 
         outside in winter, and in those days cattle were very big.  
         Today cattle are small.  It was not unusual for a man to have 
         three, four, or even five barns, depending on how many cattle 
         he had. 
          
         Littlepoplar:  Did the Indian in those days butcher any cows fo
         beef?   
          

nesing         Lo
         1896.  The Indian agent bought the beef.  But the Indian 
         selling t

nt to          we
         his cow or cows to the agency on the reserve on a certain day 



         when a butcher would come out from Battleford to butcher the 

ork? 

 instead of beef in the 

   If a man was farming the agent would give him more food.  

ly, and the 
ung man would be required to give the Indian agent two young 

.  
 

 

ad to 

he 1885 
oubles.   

l colt lived.  My father collected costumes and 
  It was his intention to take them to Blackfoot 

 

ring of 1900 we were in Blackfoot country, 
s for horses.  A man who spoke very good Cree 

vited us to his place for a visit.  When we arrived at his 
ace, he took us to the agent's house where a murder had been 

, and 
d.  

 

se any 

         cows and dress the meat.  He would stay several days.  Never 
         before or since have I seen so much meat.  This meat was given 
         back to the reserve people.  Rations were given out every 
         Saturday.  Saturday became known as Ration Day.  People on 
         rations were given meat, flour and tea. 
          
         Littlepoplar:  How about salt pork - didn't they get salt p
          
         Lonesinger:  The agent gave out salt port
         summertime.  Salt pork kept well in hot weather. 
          
           
         And when a boy reached manhood, the agent gave him two young 
         cows.  As time went on these two cows would multip
         yo
         cows back.  These the Indian agent would pass on to someone 
         else.  After a time there were very many cattle on the reserve
         When Doeny became Indian agent, the cattle population increased
         sharply.  Doeny was an old rancher and knew the cattle 
         business.  All winter long, every day, he would go from house
         to house to see how the cattle were getting along. 
          
              When visiting relatives in other reserves, people h
         have a permit from the agent.  And no guns were allowed to be 
         carried when visiting.  This came about because of t
         tr
          
              The winter of 1897 was a tough one, very cold, and an 
         epidemic hit our part of the country.  All our horses died.  
         Only one smal

addresses.         he
         country and trade them for horses.  In the spring of 1899 he
         went to the agent to get his permit to travel to Blackfoot 
         country.  The agent refused to give a permit to my father, 
         saying, "There is trouble in Blackfoot country.  They have 
         killed an Indian agent.  More trouble may flare up while you 

          are there.  Perhaps you should wait a year."  This my father
         agreed to.   
          
          
          
              In the sp

ading thing         tr
         in
         pl
         committed the year before.  No one was living in the house
         he showed us a dark spot on the floor which he said was bloo
         It was a very large spot.  It seems a Blackfoot family was 
         living near the agent.  The Blackfoot family consisted of a 
         man, his wife and their only child, a boy of about eight or 
         ten.  One day the Blackfoot boy became sick.  He did not respond 
         to treatment and after several days was very sick.  In 
         desperation the father went to the agent, who at once came to
         see the boy and left medicine he thought might help the sick 
         boy.  Before he left, he told the parent, "If you need 
         anything or if I can be of some help, you come to my hou



         time, even if it is late and I am in bed."  The white man's 
         medicine did not help the boy, and late that night he died as 
         his parents sat beside the bed.  Right after the boy died his 

 

 the 

and found that the murderer 
d gone up a hill to a cemetery.  He would not let the police 

d 

 

sed to tell me to stay home:  "In this way you will 
t get into trouble," he would say to me.  "Me-qwuas-toh-tin 
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         father put on his coat and, without his wife noticing, took his 
         gun and left the house. A few minutes later he was knocking on
         the agent's door.  When the agent opened the door, the 
         Blackfoot Indian backed him into the room and shot him through 
         the head.  The man then went home. 
          
              The sun was not high in the east when someone found
         body of the agent.  The chief went to a place called Blackie to 
         notify the police.  The police came 
         ha
         come near.  He still had his gun, and the police fired a few 
         shots at him wounding him in the arm.  Then the police offered 
         $1,500 to the brother of the murderer "if you go to the 
         cemetery and bring us your brother."  The man went, spoke to 
         his brother, and came back without him.  The man who had kille
         the agent, whom the Blackfeet called Owl Eyes, then went to 
         some bushes beside the cemetery and died there.  This is the 
         way the Blackfeet told us the story of what happened there the
         year before.  That same year my father died on the first of 
         November.   
          
              At this time I did not attend any dances.  I was a boy of 
         twelve, and would have liked to go to dances.  But my 
         grandfather u
         no
         (Red Hat), your cousin, is a bad boy and will get you into 
         trouble," Grandpa would say. 
          
         (End of Side B, Tape IH-054) 
          
         (End of Tape)     
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