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In 'Sinopah the Indian Boy' by James Willard Schultz, readers are immersed in a vivid depiction of Native American life in the late 19th century. Through lyrical prose and detailed descriptions, Schultz captures the daily struggles and triumphs of Sinopah, a young Blackfoot boy, as he navigates the challenges of growing up in a changing world. The book provides a valuable glimpse into the cultural traditions and customs of the Blackfoot people, making it a compelling and educational read for those interested in Native American history and literature. Schultz's writing style is both engaging and informative, creating a sensory experience that transports readers to a different time and place. With its rich storytelling and heartfelt portrayals, 'Sinopah the Indian Boy' stands out as a timeless classic in Native American literature. Recommended for those seeking a deeper understanding of Indigenous cultures and a captivating coming-of-age story.
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In 'Boyhood in Norway: Stories of Boy-Life in the Land of the Midnight Sun', Hjalmar Hjorth Boyesen presents a collection of heartwarming tales that provide a glimpse into the everyday lives of young boys in Norway. The book is written in a descriptive and engaging style, transporting readers to the enchanting land of the midnight sun. With vivid imagery and relatable anecdotes, Boyesen captures the essence of boyhood in Norway, offering a unique perspective on childhood in a different cultural setting. The stories not only entertain but also provide valuable insights into the traditions and values of Norwegian society. This work is a delightful combination of fiction and cultural exploration that will appeal to readers of all ages. Hjalmar Hjorth Boyesen, a Norwegian-American author and educator, drew inspiration from his own childhood experiences in Norway to create this charming collection of stories. His deep connection to his homeland is evident in the vivid descriptions and authentic portrayal of Norwegian boy-life. Boyesen's background as a professor of Germanic literature adds depth and authenticity to his storytelling, making 'Boyhood in Norway' a truly immersive reading experience. I highly recommend 'Boyhood in Norway: Stories of Boy-Life in the Land of the Midnight Sun' to those looking for a captivating blend of storytelling and cultural exploration. Boyesen's work offers a fascinating glimpse into a lesser-known aspect of Norwegian society and will leave readers with a greater appreciation for the joys of childhood.
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In the 'BEATRIX POTTER Ultimate Collection - 22 Children's Books With Complete Original Illustrations', readers are transported to a whimsical world filled with beloved animal characters such as Peter Rabbit, Jemima Puddle-Duck, and Squirrel Nutkin. Beatrix Potter's charming tales are presented with vivid illustrations that captivate audiences of all ages. Potter's clear and simple writing style, coupled with her attention to detail in the illustrations, make her stories timeless classics in children's literature. The themes of friendship, nature, and adventure are prevalent throughout the collection, appealing to young readers and sparking their imagination. Beatrix Potter's works continue to engage and delight generations of readers worldwide, making her a renowned figure in children's literature. Her ability to bring anthropomorphic animals to life in her stories reflects her deep connection to the natural world and her passion for storytelling. Readers will find themselves drawn into a mesmerizing realm where animals speak, explore, and learn valuable life lessons. The 'BEATRIX POTTER Ultimate Collection' is highly recommended for readers of all ages who appreciate timeless tales filled with enchantment, humor, and heartwarming moments.
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George MacDonald's 'The Golden Key' is a whimsical and enchanting fairy tale that follows the journey of a young boy named Tangle as he embarks on a quest to find the mysterious Key that will unlock the door to Fairyland. MacDonald's literary style is intricately woven with vivid imagery and profound philosophical themes, making this novel a captivating read for both children and adults. The narrative unfolds in a dreamlike manner, blurring the lines between reality and fantasy, reminiscent of other classic fairy tales of the Victorian era. The Golden Key' explores themes of imagination, adventure, and self-discovery, inviting readers to delve into a world of magic and wonder. George MacDonald, a renowned Scottish author and poet, drew inspiration from his own experiences and beliefs to create this timeless masterpiece. His deep connection to nature and spirituality is evident in the rich symbolism and allegorical elements found throughout the story. 'The Golden Key' is a must-read for those who appreciate fairy tales that transcend the boundaries of time and space, offering a glimpse into the endless possibilities of the human imagination.
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George MacDonald's 'The Princess and the Goblin & The Princess and Curdie (Complete Illustrated Edition)' is a literary masterpiece that intertwines traditional fairy tale elements with symbolism and Christian allegory. The book is rich in imagination, making it a captivating read for both children and adults. MacDonald's descriptive writing style provides vivid imagery of the fantastical world he creates, drawing readers into the enchanting realm of goblins, princesses, and magic. The two stories in this complete edition explore themes of bravery, loyalty, and the battle between good and evil, leaving a profound impact on the reader's imagination and moral outlook. Set in a timeless literary context, MacDonald's works continue to inspire generations of readers with their depth and imagination. George MacDonald, a Scottish author and minister, was known for his fairy tales and fantasy novels that aimed to convey moral and spiritual truths to his audience. Influenced by his religious beliefs and personal experiences, MacDonald's works often contain Christian themes and allegorical elements. His unique storytelling style and imaginative world-building have earned him a lasting legacy in the realm of fantasy literature. I highly recommend 'The Princess and the Goblin & The Princess and Curdie' to readers of all ages who enjoy classic fairy tales with a deeper meaning. George MacDonald's timeless tales are sure to captivate your imagination and leave you pondering life's deeper truths long after you finish reading.
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  This is to be George Crosby’s — the Lone Boy Scout’s — own story. But before I set it down, as he told it evening after evening before the big fireplace in my shooting lodge, some explanations are necessary.




  George Crosby was born and has lived all of his seventeen years, in Greer, a settlement of a half-dozen pioneer families located on the Little Colorado River, in the White Mountains, Arizona, and 108 miles south of the nearest railway, the Santa Fe, at Holbrook. Here is a high country; the altitude of Greer is 8500 feet, and south of it there is a steady rise for eleven miles to the summit of the range, Mount Thomas, 11,460 feet. And here, covering both slopes of the White Mountains, is the largest virgin forest that we have outside of Alaska, the Apache National Forest. It is about a hundred miles wide, and more than that in length, and contains millions of feet of centuries-old Douglas fir, white pine, and spruce. But it is an open forest — one can ride at will through most of it, and it is interspersed with many parks of open grassland of varying extent. On its southern slope it adjoins the reservation of the White Mountain Apaches, who are still carefully watched by several companies of United States Cavalry, stationed at Fort Apache. Because it is so remote from the railroads, the great forest still harbors an abundance of game animals and birds, and its cold, pure streams are full of trout. Here the sportsman can still find grizzly bears, some of them of great size. There are black bears, also, and mule deer and Mexican whitetail deer, and of wild turkeys and blue grouse great numbers. Cougars, wolves, coyotes, and lesser prowlers of the night are quite numerous, and In most of the streams the beavers are ever at work upon their dams and lodges.




  The settlers of Greer are a hardy people. Born and reared at this great altitude, they are men and women and children of more than the average height, and of tremendous lung expansion. Theirs is one continuous struggle with Nature for the necessities of life, for here, in the heart of Arizona, they are actually in a sub-Arctic climate. Summer frosts — even in August — sometimes kill their fields of oats, and in the deep snows of the winters some of their cattle frequently perish. But they do their best, these mountain people. Though their crops fail and their live-stock die, they ‘‘carry on” with hopeful hearts. And remote from civilization though they are — some of them have never seen a railroad — they are surprisingly well informed of world activities. For they have a tri-weekly mail service and subscribe for all the best magazines and several daily papers, and thoroughly read them. They are all patriotic: when the war broke out their sons did not wait to be drafted; they at once enlisted, and in due time faced the Huns in France. How the women and girls then worked for the Red Cross, and the men for Liberty Bonds! From Greer Post-Office went hundreds of sweaters and pairs of well-knit stockings, and every bond allotment of the settlement was largely oversubscribed!




  It was then, at the opening of the war, that George Crosby considered what he could do for the good cause. At first he used all his spare time doing chores for those whose sons had enlisted. But that was not exactly what he wanted to do; it was n’t big enough. If he only had some authority, there was much that he could do. He had long wanted to be a member of the Boy Scouts; nothing about them in the magazines and newspapers that came to his home ever escaped his eye. And now he read of the great work they were doing toward the winning of the war, and determined that he must join the organization. But how could he do it? There could be no company of Scouts formed in Greer; he was the only boy there save two or three little toddlers. For days he brooded over the question, and then, without a word about it to his mother and stepfather, he one evening wrote the following touching appeal to me — the one man of the great outside world whom he knew, in far-away Los Angeles:




  

    Dear Friend:




    I call you friend because I know you are my friend. Your shooting lodge looks very lonesome these days, the windows all shuttered and no smoke coming out of the big chimney. We all wish that you may soon come back to it. You should come right away, for only day before yesterday, when I was hunting for some of our horses a couple of miles up the river, I saw the fresh tracks of a big grizzly bear, and I know that you want another one. Some big gobblers are using the spring just up the slope from your place.




    Uncle Cleve Wiltbank has gone to the war, and so have Mark Hawes, Henry Butler, and Forest Ranger Billingslea, and we sure miss them. I am just mad because I am not old enough to go, too. But if I can only join the Boy Scouts I may be able to help, some. Anyhow, I could then trail about after some strange men who have lately come into these mountains, and seem not to want to meet any of us. We never get more than a glimpse of them. We don’t even know where they are camped. I wish that you would get me into the Boy Scouts. I am sure that you can do it.




    Your mountain friend




    George Crosby


  




  Upon receiving this note, I at once sent it to a Phoenix, Arizona, friend who I knew was interested in the Boy Scouts organization, and the result was that, after the exchange of several letters, George Crosby became a member of a troop of the Phoenix Boy Scouts of America.




  Time passed. Came the summer of 1918, and the Supervisor of the Apache National Forest found himself woefully short of men, and the dreaded fire season coming on. The most of his rangers, fire lookouts, and patrols had gone to the war, and he could not find enough men of the right sort to take their places. When word of this shortage of men reached Greer, the settlers were seriously troubled about it. Said John Butler, George Crosby’s stepfather: ‘‘This is sure bad for us. Fires will be started by the lightning, and by careless travelers, and if there are no lookouts to report them, they will gain such headway that they will burn our whole cattle range. Then we will go broke!”




  “Well, I’ll be one of the lookouts if the Supervisor will take me on,” said George.




  “Sure! That is the very thing for you to do—” John began, but the good mother broke in: “No! No! George is too young — too inexperienced to undertake that dangerous, lonely work. Away up on one of those peaks by himself, right where the electric storms center — right among those terrible grizzly bears — strange men prowling about in the forest, bad men, of course, or they would make themselves known to us — no, I do not want my boy to be a fireguard.”




  “But those mysterious men have gone!” George exclaimed. ‘‘Roy Hall found their deserted camp. If I let the grizzlies alone, they’ll let me alone! And as to the thunderstorms, I know the rules: when they gather, the fireguards must leave the lookout stations and go down to their cabins. Don’t you fear for me, mother. I’ll be safe enough!”




  “Sure he will!” John told her. “And just think, wife, of the service he will be to the country in its time of need! And now that he has become a Boy Scout, something big is expected of him. Well, here is his chance to do the big thing!”




  The mother sighed. “ I take back my objections,” she said. “I should not have said one word against this. If my own young brother can face the Huns in France, then it is but fair that my young son shall face the lesser dangers in this Apache Forest!”




  When Forest Supervisor Frederic Winn, in Springerville, received George’s letter of application for a position as fireguard during the season, he, too, heaved a big sigh, but it was a sigh of relief. He hurried home from the office to tell Mrs. Winn that George Crosby was to be a fireguard, and then he called for his big, black horse, and rode the eighteen miles up across the desert and into the forest to Greer, to give George his necessary instructions, and tell him that his salary would be ninety dollars per month.




  But there! I have talked enough. With this introduction, I let George tell his story, a story that I found exciting enough. I find, though, that I have omitted to describe his person. Well, in place of it I give you his photograph. Just note how tall and well-built he is for his age — seventeen years — and what a powerful chest he has. That is what one gets by being born and reared at an elevation of 8500 feet!




  
Chapter I.


  Alone on Mount Thomas
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  It was the 28th of May when Supervisor Winn rode up to our place from Springerville, and told me that I could be one of his fireguards, and that he would place me on Mount Thomas. That, the highest lookout station in all the forest, was the one I wanted, but had not dared ask for. I thought that it would likely be occupied by some experienced fireguard. Twice in my life I had been on Mount Thomas, but only for an hour or so each time, and it was such an interesting place that I had longed for a chance to spend days up there. At nine o’clock on the morning of June 1, all fireguards in the forest were required to telephone the Supervisor, at Springerville, that they were in their lookout stations, ready for duty, so I had but two days to gather an outfit for my season’s work, and another day in which to move up to the little fireguard cabin just under the summit of Mount Thomas. My mother and my sister, Hannah, packed the clothing that I would need, and the towels, dishcloths, and food, and I, myself, made a good sleeping-bag by sewing a blanket and two quilts together, and slipping them into an outer cover of heavy canvas. Up to this time my one weapon had been a little 22-caliber rifle; good enough for shooting turkeys, squirrels, and even coyotes. But now I needed a real rifle, and my mother said that I could take my Uncle Cleveland’s 30-30 Winchester. I found that it was still well oiled, and the inside of the barrel as bright as a new silver dollar. I promised that I would keep it in that condition.




  On the last day of May, right after breakfast. Uncle John — as I call my stepfather — and I packed my outfit upon two stout horses, and then we mounted our saddle animals and took the trail for Mount Thomas. We climbed Amburon Point, at the head of our oatfield, and between the East and West Forks of the river, and threading the seven miles of forest and open park land, struck the East Fork, where, leaving its narrow canyon at the foot of the big mountain, it meanders for a mile or more down through a narrow valley of open meadow land. Here, on the west side of the valley, rising from a narrow, pineclad slope, are the Red Cliffs, or, as some of our mountain people call them, the Painted Cliffs: high upshoots of red lava that have many a hole in them where bears sleep in winter, and where mountain lions have their young, so some of our hunters say.




  Well, as we were skirting the timber strip at the foot of these cliffs, ahead of us a couple of hundred yards three coyotes suddenly broke into the open and ran across the meadow so fast that they seemed to be just long, gray streaks in the grass; and they kept looking back as they ran, not at us, but at the timber from whence they had come.




  ‘‘Something in there has given them a big scare. Let’s.have a look-see,” Uncle John said to me, and I was willing enough to go in. We left the pack-horses to graze about, and had not gone more than fifty yards into the timber, taking as near as we could the back trail of the coyotes, when we came to a spring that had been freshly roiled, and along its edges, deep in the black mud, were the tracks of a big grizzly. We then discovered the partly eaten carcass of a big buck mule deer a few yards beyond the spring. But Uncle John was n’t so much interested in that as he was in the bear tracks: ‘‘Only one bear in these mountains leaves tracks the size of those, and that is old Double Killer,” he said. And just then came a swirl of wind in our faces, strong with the rank odor of bear, and our horses got it, too, and whirled about so suddenly that we nearly lost our seats; nor could we check them as they carried us out of the timber as fast as the coyotes had left it. We finally brought them to a stand at the edge of the creek, and then forced them to return to the pack-horses, quietly feeding and apparently unaware of the proximity of the big bear.
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