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    Balancing the desire to remake oneself against the responsibility to understand a people and place already complete in their own right, this narrative follows a newcomer’s passage into Blackfeet society, mapping how apprenticeship, language, and landscape test the limits of identity while revealing the possibilities of kinship across difference on the wide, wind-swept northern plains; through seasons of risk and restraint, it considers the cost of survival, the ethics of witness, and the delicate work of becoming at once guest, student, and kin without presuming mastery or erasing origin, a crossing whose echoes reach beyond one life to the questions we bring to history.

True Life Story: Rising Wolf the White Blackfoot, by James Willard Schultz, belongs to the tradition of early twentieth-century American frontier narrative that blends biography with ethnographic observation. Set on the northern Great Plains during the fur-trade era, it centers the world of the Blackfeet and the experiences of a young man who comes among them. While the book presents itself as a true account, its craft is shaped by a storyteller attuned to scene, character, and place. Within that frame, Schultz situates events amid river valleys, buffalo ranges, and camp circles, giving readers a historically inflected portrait of contact and change.

Without detailing later turns, the book begins with the arrival of the youth who will be called Rising Wolf and traces his first immersion in Blackfeet life: learning routes, customs, and the habits that make travel, hunting, and exchange possible. Schultz organizes the episodes as a sequence of encounters, small tests, and lessons, creating a measured pace that alternates between quiet observation and moments of danger. The voice foregrounds concrete actions and precise description, while the tone remains attentive and respectful. Rather than argue a thesis, the narrative invites readers to observe closely, letting character and landscape reveal their own contours.

At its core lies the question of identity formed between cultures: how a name, a pathway, or a promise can bind one to a new circle of relations without severing other ties. The book explores apprenticeship as a moral practice, showing how skill and patience become forms of respect. It examines the labor of translation, of words, gestures, and intentions, required to cross from stranger to ally. Throughout, the narrative probes responsibility: what is owed to teachers and hosts, how risk is shared, and when restraint carries more honor than action. These themes give the story a tensile strength beyond individual adventure.

Equally compelling is the texture of daily life preserved in the storytelling: the cadence of camp movements, the making of gear, the reading of weather, the etiquette of visiting and exchange. Schultz's attention to material detail and seasonal rhythms renders the plains not as empty backdrop but as a demanding, animate presence that disciplines and teaches. The narrative's documentary intention coexists with artful shaping, and readers should recognize that both insight and limitation flow from its time and authorship. Still, the patient accumulation of specific, lived moments gives the work an immersive clarity that continues to reward careful, open-hearted reading.

For contemporary readers, the book offers an early attempt in popular literature to center Blackfeet life within a story of cross-cultural learning, even as it arrives through a non-Native author and thus requires a critical, historically aware lens. It can catalyze discussions about representation, consent, and the responsibilities of writing across difference. It also models forms of attentiveness: listening, observing, practicing that remain vital to ethical engagement with place and community. By foregrounding kinship, reciprocity, and humility as conditions of survival, the narrative converses with current conversations about belonging, stewardship, and the complexity of identity in plural, contested landscapes.

Approached as a bridge text: part adventure, part cultural remembrance, True Life Story: Rising Wolf the White Blackfoot guides readers through an initiation that is as much ethical as it is practical. The book does not depend on twists; it builds meaning through cumulative acts of learning and care, allowing tension to arise from choices made under watchful eyes of community and country. What endures is its insistence that becoming at home requires effort, gratitude, and fidelity to those who teach you. Read with attention and humility, it remains a resonant invitation to consider how we enter, and are entered by, a place.
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    James Willard Schultz’s True Life Story: Rising Wolf the White Blackfoot presents a biographical chronicle of Hugh Monroe, a Euro-American youth who came west and lived among the Blackfeet in the early nineteenth century. Drawing on oral histories, personal recollections, and his own long residence with the tribe, Schultz shapes a narrative that blends frontier history with ethnographic observation. The book follows Monroe’s transformation from outsider to trusted community member, and situates his experiences within the landscapes of the northern plains and mountain front. Without dramatizing beyond its sources, the account foregrounds cultural encounter, adaptation, and the everyday demands of survival in a changing trade world.

The story opens with Monroe’s decision to leave familiar settlements for employment in the fur trade, a move that carries him into Blackfeet country. Through cautious meetings and deliberate testing of intentions, he is received into a camp where hospitality balances with wariness of newcomers. Schultz traces how the young man accepts new routines, earns guidance from seasoned hunters, and is given a name that marks his new identity. The early chapters dwell on language, etiquette, and mutual curiosity, showing how patience and restraint avert missteps. The narrative keeps the focus on small, cumulative choices that begin to tie Monroe to his adopted people.

As Monroe’s apprenticeship deepens, the book dwells on the seasonal round that structures Blackfeet life. Buffalo hunts, horse care, and camp movement teach timing, cooperation, and resourcefulness. Winters test endurance in close quarters; summers bring travel, trading, and social gatherings. Schultz emphasizes the skills that sustain the group—tracking, provisioning, and vigilance—as well as the ceremonies and obligations that shape belonging. Monroe listens, observes, and learns, and his growing competence is measured not by singular feats, but by reliability under pressure. The setting emerges as a teacher in its own right, with rivers, plains, and foothills dictating pace, risk, and opportunity.

Trade relations form a second thread, and Monroe gradually serves as a bridge between visiting traders and Blackfeet leaders. The narrative attends to protocols of gift-giving, negotiation, and reciprocity, and to the suspicion that surrounds unfamiliar goods and intentions. Schultz recounts tense exchanges at posts and camps, where words carry real stakes and a misread gesture can escalate danger. Within these scenes, Monroe’s bilingual competence becomes practical diplomacy, managing expectations on both sides. The book neither romanticizes nor condemns commerce; instead, it shows trade as a field of calculation and trust-building, inseparable from questions of honor, foresight, and communal welfare.

Conflict is never far from the edges of the camp, and Schultz portrays raids, scouting forays, and defensive preparations as recurring tests of judgment. The book follows Monroe as he navigates responsibilities to companions while mindful of the shifting intentions of neighboring nations. Contest over horses, hunting grounds, and prestige presses individuals to weigh courage against caution. The narrative presents pursuit, retreat, and stalemate with the same sobriety it applies to daily work, keeping attention on discipline and cohesion. Through these episodes, Monroe’s status is earned step by step, reflecting a code where steadiness, loyalty, and measured action matter more than bravado.

As years accumulate, the chronicle marks subtle transformations in travel routes, trading patterns, and the balance of risk and opportunity. Episodes of scarcity and abundance alternate, and memories of earlier seasons become guides to decision-making. Schultz frames Monroe’s recollections as testimony to a generation facing new pressures without abandoning core obligations to kin and camp. Relationships—mentors, allies, and dependents—anchor the later chapters, shifting the emphasis from proving oneself to preserving wisdom. Changes arrive unevenly rather than all at once, and the narrative observes adaptation, loss, and continuity without assigning simple causes, staying close to the practical choices that sustained everyday life.

The book closes by situating Monroe’s life in collective memory, presenting him as both participant in and witness to a historical turning point. Schultz’s early twentieth-century account preserves details of custom, landscape, and leadership that might otherwise fade, while maintaining an even tone that favors observation over flourish. Rising Wolf’s name endures in regional history and oral tradition, and the narrative leaves the larger arc of his later years understated. The result is a spare, respectful portrait whose lasting value lies in its careful attention to lived experience, and in its invitation to consider how identity can be remade through commitment, service, and place.
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    Set in the northern Great Plains—present-day Montana and Alberta—the narrative unfolds within the homeland of the Blackfoot Confederacy (Siksika, Kainai, and Piikani/Piegan). Before intensive Euro-American intrusion, these nations organized mobile buffalo-hunting societies, governed by councils and ceremonial societies, and traded widely across the Plains. By the late eighteenth century, horses and firearms, acquired through Indigenous and Euro-American networks, had reshaped mobility, warfare, and diplomacy. Seasonal movements followed herds and sacred calendars, while river valleys like the Marias, Two Medicine, and Sun provided routes and camps. This environmental and cultural matrix forms the stage for later trade, migration, and policy disruptions.

From the 1790s to the 1830s, the fur trade rapidly expanded into Blackfoot country. The North West Company and the Hudson’s Bay Company competed from posts such as Rocky Mountain House (established 1799) to attract Blackfoot trade, valuing interpreters and cultural intermediaries. After the companies merged in 1821, American interests pressed up the Missouri. John Jacob Astor’s American Fur Company established Fort Piegan (1831) and Fort McKenzie (1833) near the Marias–Missouri confluence to reach the Blackfeet. This institutional infrastructure—posts, brigades, and interpreters—channeled goods, stories, and rivalries, creating the conditions under which a figure like Hugh Monroe could live among and work with the Piegan.

International politics shaped the region’s borders and alliances. The Louisiana Purchase (1803) brought much of the Plains under U.S. claim, and the 1806 Two Medicine encounter between the Lewis and Clark expedition and Piegan men soured early U.S.–Blackfeet relations. The Convention of 1818 fixed the U.S.–British boundary at the 49th parallel on the Plains; the 1846 Oregon Treaty extended it to the Pacific. This imposed border cut through Blackfoot territory, later dividing the Piikani into North (Canada) and South (U.S.) communities. Despite the line and differing colonial regimes, Blackfoot kin, trade, and travel continued to link the transboundary homeland.

Trade brought wealth and risk. The 1837 smallpox epidemic, spread along the Missouri River steamboat routes, devastated Northern Plains peoples, including the Blackfeet, killing large proportions of some bands. Later, market demand and military campaigns accelerated the destruction of bison herds; by the early 1880s the great herds had collapsed. This ecological catastrophe forced many Blackfeet onto government rations and wage labor. In Montana, the “Starvation Winter” of 1883–84 marked the severity of this transition. These epidemiological and environmental shocks frame the stakes of survival, alliance, and cultural continuity that inform the book’s recollections.

U.S. expansion introduced treaties, soldiers, and surveyors into Blackfeet country. The 1855 Lame Bull Treaty (Blackfeet Treaty) recognized a large Blackfeet territory and established relations with the United States, but later agreements shrank the land base. The 1870 Marias (Baker) Massacre, when U.S. troops killed many Piegan on the Marias River, illustrated the violence accompanying this era. On the eastern Rocky Mountain front, the 1895 Agreement ceded more than 800,000 acres—later integral to Glacier National Park’s east side—in exchange for payments and limited reserved uses. These legal and military pressures structure the historical backdrop of travel, trade, and displacement.

Religious missions and federal assimilation policies transformed institutions of daily life. Jesuit missionaries founded Holy Family Mission among the Blackfeet in 1886, followed by Catholic schools and the federal Blackfeet Agency’s boarding and day schools near present-day Browning. After the Dawes Act (1887), allotment and agency oversight promoted farming, wage work, and English-language instruction while discouraging traditional governance and ceremonies. By the early twentieth century, allotment and leasing had reordered land tenure on the reservation. These institutions—mission, agency, and school—form an administrative landscape against which elders’ teachings, place-names, and ceremonies persisted and were recorded by observers and participants.

James Willard Schultz (1859–1947), known among the Blackfeet as Apikuni, lived in Montana from the late 1870s, married a Blackfeet woman, and worked as trader, guide, and interpreter. He later wrote extensively about Blackfeet history and the northern Rockies, collaborating with conservationist George Bird Grinnell and advocating appreciation of the region that became Glacier National Park (1910). Published in 1919, True Life Story: Rising Wolf the White Blackfoot draws on oral testimony and memory to present the life of Hugh Monroe, a long-term interpreter and resident among the Piegan. Schultz’s access to elders and places shaped his reconstruction of earlier decades.

As a narrative of cultural intermediation, the book reflects early twentieth-century interests in ethnographic description, frontier remembrance, and conservation. It centers Blackfeet geography and social life while showing how fur-trade institutions, epidemics, borders, and treaties altered possibilities for families and bands. The commemoration of Monroe—memorialized also in Rising Wolf Mountain in today’s Glacier National Park—aligns with contemporary efforts to fix names and histories on the landscape. At the same time, the work preserves significant Blackfeet oral accounts and place-based knowledge, offering a record of adaptation and loss that implicitly critiques the policies and economies that produced such upheaval.
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One of the greatest pleasures of my long life on the plains was my intimate friendship with Hugh Monroe, or Rising Wolf, whose tale of his first experiences upon the Saskatchewan-Missouri River plains is set forth in Rising Wolf just as I had it from him before the lodge fires of the long ago.

At first an engagé of the Hudson's Bay Company, then of the American Fur Company, and finally free trapper, Hugh Monroe saw more "new country" and had more adventures than most of the early men of the West. During the last years of his long life he lived much with his grandson, William Jackson, ex-Custer scout, who was my partner, and we loved to have him with us. Slender of figure, and not tall, blue-eyed and once brown-haired, he must have been in his time a man of fine appearance. Honest he was and truthful. Kind of heart and brave. A good Christian, too, and yet with no small faith in the gods of his Blackfoot people. And he was a man of tremendous vitality. Up to the very last he went about with his loved flintlock gun, trapping beavers and shooting an occasional deer.

He died in his ninety-eighth year, and we buried him in the Two Medicine Valley, under the shadow of the cliffs over which he had so many times helped the Pi-kun-i stampede herds of buffalo to their death, and in sight of that great, sky-piercing height of red rock on the north side of the Two Medicine Lake, which we named Rising Wolf Mountain. It is a fitting monument to the man who was the first of his race to see it, and the great expanse it overlooks.

J. W. S.
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You ask me for the story of my life[1q]. My friend, it would fill many volumes, for I have lived a long life of great adventure. But I am glad! You shall have the story. Let us set it forth in order. So! I begin:

I was born in Three Rivers Settlement, Province of Quebec, July 9, 1798[2q]. My father was Captain Hugh Monroe, of the English Army. My mother was Amélie de la Roche, daughter of a noble family of French émigrés. Her father owned a fine mansion in Montreal, and the large estate in Three Rivers, where my father lived with her what time he was not with his regiment on some expedition.

My childhood days were quiet enough. I played with the children of our peasantry; a Jesuit Father, resident with us, taught me a smattering of reading and writing in both French and English; and presently I got a gun, a beautiful, light smoothbore carrying thirty balls to the pound. From that time on it was always the gun with me. I ceased playing with the peasant children, and spent the most of my time hunting in the great forest surrounding the settlement. In my twelfth summer I killed my first deer. I shot two black bears when I was thirteen, and oh, how proud I was of that! An old pensioner of my mother's, a half-breed Montagnais Indian, too old and feeble to do much himself, taught me to trap the beaver, the otter, and the land fur-bearers, the fox, fisher, marten, and mink, and I caught many of them. Every spring my Grandfather de la Roche sold the pelts for me in Montreal for a good price, one winter catch, I remember, bringing me in thirty pounds, which was a large sum for a boy to earn in a few months' time.

After the beginning of 1812 I saw little of my father, for then, you know, began the war between the English and the Americans, and he was with his regiment here and there, and took part in several battles. It was in the autumn of that year that my grandfather sent for us to move in to Montreal and live with him.

I did not like the town. I could neither hunt nor trap. I had little to do with the town boys; I did not understand their ways, so different from my ways. Mornings I attended the parish school; afternoons I rowed on the river, or visited in the warehouses of the Hudson's Bay Company[1], with which my grandfather had much to do. There I met voyageurs[2] and trappers from far places—men dressed all in buckskin clothes, with strangely fashioned fur caps on their heads, and beaded moccasins encasing their feet. Some were French, and some English, the one race having little to do with the other, but that made no difference with me; I made friends with both factions, and passed many, many pleasant hours listening to their tales of wild adventure, of fights with Indians, encounters with fierce bears of the Far West, and of perilous canoe trips on madly running rivers.

"That is the kind of life I want to lead," I said to myself, and, young as I was, began to importune my mother to allow me to engage with the great company. At first she but laughed at me. But as winter and summer and winter went by, and I never ceased my entreaties, not only to her, but to my grandfather, and to my father when he visited us, it became a matter not to be dismissed with idle jests.

And at last I had my way. "He was born for the adventurous life, and nothing else," said my father, "so we may as well let him begin now, and grow up to a responsible position with the company. Who knows but he may some day become its governor!"

It was my mother who objected to my going. Many a tear she shed over the little traveling-kit she prepared for me, and made me promise again and again that I would return to her, for a visit at least, at the expiration of my apprenticeship to the company. It was a fine kit that she got together for me, changes of underclothes, many pairs of stockings, several pairs of boots, an awl, and needles and thread, a comb and brush, and a razor, strop, and brush and soap. "You will need the razor later on. Oh, just think! My boy will be a bearded man when he returns to me!"

"Not if I can keep the razor. I despise whiskers! Mustaches! They are unclean! I shall keep my face smooth," I told her, and I have done so to this day.

When the time came for my going my father gave me a brace of silver-mounted pistols in holsters for the belt, and plenty of balls and extra flints for them. My grandfather gave me twenty pounds, and a sun-glass. "There are times when flint and steel are useless, but as long as the sun shines you can always make fire with this," he told me. Little did we think what an important part it was to play in my first adventure upon the plains.

At last the day for my departure came. We had breakfast by candlelight and then my grandfather took us and my kit down to the wharf in his carriage. I went into the office and signed articles of apprenticeship to the Hudson's Bay Company for five years, at twenty pounds per year, and found, my father and mother signing as witnesses. Whereupon the chief clerk gave me a letter to the factor to whom I was to report without undue delay, Factor James Hardesty, at Mountain Fort, Saskatchewan River, foot of the Rocky Mountains, the company's new fort built for the purpose of trade with the little-known tribes of the Blackfeet, said to be a very numerous people, and possessors of a vast hunting-ground teeming with beaver and other fur animals.

My mother almost fainted when she learned how very far away was my destination. She wept over me, kissed me many times, and made me promise again and again that I would return to her at the end of the five years. And so we went from the office to the end of the wharf, where were the five big keel boats of the company, all loaded, and manned by the sturdy French and English voyageurs, and I got into one of them with my kit, smoothbore in hand and pistols at my belt, and the men cast off and bent to their oars. As far as I could see them, my father and mother and grandfather kept waving their handkerchiefs to me, and I waved mine to them. I never saw them after that day! It was May 3, 1814, about two months short of my sixteenth birthday.

As I have said, there were five boats in the flotilla, and each one was loaded with four or five tons of goods for the Indian trade, everything being done up in waterproof packages of about one hundred pounds weight. The heavy goods were mostly guns, powder and ball and flints, tobacco, beads, beaver traps, and brass and copper wire for making bracelets, and ear and finger rings, and axes, and copper and brass kettles of various size, and small hand mirrors. The lighter goods comprised blankets, red, blue, and yellow woolen cloth, needles, awls, thread, and the many other articles and trinkets sure to take the Red Man's fancy. Not a very valuable cargo, you may say, nor was it there in Montreal. But at Mountain Fort, foot of the Rocky Mountains, it would be of enormous value. There a gun was worth sixty beaver pelts—sixty pounds' worth of fur—and all the other articles sold in the same proportion. Why, a yard of tobacco—it was in long twists like rope—sold there for two beaver skins!

I shall say little of our long journey to Mountain Fort. It was interesting, but as nothing compared to what I saw and experienced after arriving at my destination. We turned into the Ottawa River from the St. Lawrence. How strange it seemed to me, a boy, to sit in the prow as strong men drove us fast and faster toward that unknown land.

We ascended the Ottawa as far as it was navigable, and then portaged our boats and cargoes from lake to lake across a divide, and finally, early in September, arrived at York Factory, on the Saskatchewan River, and close to where the stream empties into Hudson Bay. There we wintered, and set forth again as soon as the ice went out in the spring. En route I saw, for the first time, buffaloes, elk, and one or two grizzly bears, monstrously big bears they appeared to be, even at a distance. I also saw some camps of Cree Indians, enemies of the Blackfeet, but friendly to the whites, and was told that they feared to visit the fort to trade when the Blackfeet were there.

At last, after many weary days of rowing and cordelling up the swift Saskatchewan, we arrived at Mountain Fort. It was the 10th day of July, 1815. I had been a year and a couple of months on my way to it from Montreal!

The fort, built of logs, the buildings roofed with poles and earth, was in a heavily timbered bottom above the high-water mark of the river. It was enclosed with a high, log stockade, and had a bastion at one corner, in which were two small cannon. It was later to be known as Bow Fort, as the stream it was upon, which was a main tributary of the Saskatchewan, was called by the Blackfeet Bow River.

The fort bottom came suddenly into view as our boats rounded a sharp bend of the river, and my eyes and mouth opened wide, I guess, when I saw that its shore was crowded with Indians, actually thousands of them. They had seen few white men, and few boats other than the round "bull boats" which they hastily constructed when they wanted to cross a river, and our arrival was of intense interest to them.

I noted at once that they were far different from all other Indians that I had seen on my long trip across the country. They were much taller, lighter of skin, and slenderly and gracefully built. I marveled at the length of hair of some of the men; in some instances the heavy braids touched the ground; five feet and more of hair! A very few of them wore blankets; the rest were dressed in well-tanned leather—call it buckskin if you will—garments, sewed with sinew thread. But these were well made, and very picturesque, ornamented, as many of them were, with vivid embroidery of porcupine quills, dyed all the colors of the rainbow. Men, women, and children, they all, excepting the few possessors of our company blankets, wore wraps, or togas, of buffalo cow leather, those of some of the men covered with bright-painted pictographs of their adventures, and strange animals of their dreams. I noticed that few of the men had guns; the most of them carried bows and arrows in fur or leather cases and quivers at their backs.

As we swept past the great crowd of people toward the landing, my heart went out to every one of them. I wanted to know them, these people of the plains, as yet unaffected and unspoiled by intercourse with the whites. Little did I think how very soon I was to know them, and know them intimately!

At the landing the factor, Hardesty, and some of his employees, backed by a half-circle of chiefs, awaited our coming. Little attention was paid to me, just a boy. The factor greeted the head voyageur of our
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