From the novel My Side of the Mountain

by Jean Craighead George
llustrated by Lyle Miller

it was late spring when Sam Gribley left his family’s
crowded New York City apartment home and set out
for some land in the Catskill Mountains that his great-
grandfather had once tried to farm. He carried only a
penknife, a ball of string, an ax, a flint with steel,’
and forty dollars. He knew how to fish and build fires,
and he figured that was ail he needed for a new life.

During his first few days in the wilds, Sam was
hungry, cold, and confused. But he learned from his
early mistakes, and the mountain soon provided him
with food, shelter, and company—Frightful, a baby
falcon; The Barony.a weasel; and Jesse C. James, a
young raccoon.

Midsummer brought easy living, but also the |
threat of discovery, as Sam telis it in his diary.

1. flint with steel tools' used for making sparks fo start a fire
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Life was leisurety | was warm.

well fed. One day while | was
down the mountain, | returned
home by way of the old farmhouse
site to check the apple Crop They
were summer apples, and were
about ready to be picked | had
gathered a pouchful and had sat
down under the tree to eat a few
and think about how | would dry
them for use in the winter when
Frightful dug her talons into my
shoulder so hard | winced.

“Be gentle, bird!"" | said to her

| got her talons out and put her
on a log, where | watched her with
some alarm. She was as alert as a
high tension wire, her head cocked
so that her ears, just membranes
under her feathers, were pointed
east. She evidently heard a sound
that pained her. She opened her
beak. Whatever it was, | could hear
nothing, though | strained my ears,
cupped them, and wished she
would speak.

Frightful was my ears as well
as my eyes. She could hear things
long before I. When she grew
tense, | listened or looked. She
was scared this time. She turned
round and round on the log,
looked up In the tree for a perch,
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lifted her wings 10 fly, and then
stood still and listened

Then | heard it. A police siren
sounded far down the road. The
sound grew louder and louder, angd
| grew afraid Then | said, “No,
Frightful, if they are after me there
won't be a siren. They'll just slip
up on me quietly.”

No sooner had | said this than
the siren wound down, and appar-
ently stopped on the road at the
foot of the mountain. | got up to
run to my tree, but had not gotten
past the walnut before the patrol
cars started up and screamed
away.

We started home although it
was not late in the afternoon. How-
ever, it was hot, and thunderheads
were building up. | decided to
take a swim in the spring and work
on the moccasins | had cut out
several days before.

With the squad car still on my
mind, we slipped quietly into the
hemlock forest. Once again Fright-
ful almost sent me through the
crown of the forest by digging her

talons into my shoulder. | looked at

her. She was staring at our home.
| looked, too. Then | stopped, for |
could make out the form of a man

stretched between the sleeping
house and the store tree.

Softly, tree by tree, Frightfyl
and | approached him. The man
was asleep. | could have left ang
camped in the gorge, but my enor-
mous desire 10 see another human
peing overcame my fear of being
discovered.

We stood above the man. He
did not move, so Frightful lost
interest in my fellow being. She
tried to hop to her stump and
preen. | grabbed her leash, how-
ever, as | wanted to think before
awakening him. Frightful flapped. |
held her wings to her body as her

flapping was noisy to me. Appar-
emly Not so to the man. The man
did not stir. It is harg to realize that
the rustle of a falcon's wings is not
much of a noise to a man from the
City, because by now, one beat of
her wings and | would awaken
from a sound sleep as if a shot
had gone off. The stranger slept
on. | realized how long I'd been in
the mountains,

Right at that moment, as |
looked into his unshaven face, his
close-cropped hair, and his torn
clothes, | thought of the police
siren, and put two and two to-
gether,
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“An outlaw!" | said to myself.
‘Wow!"' | had to think what to do
with an outlaw before | awoke him

Would he be troublesome?
Would he be mean? Should | go
live in the gorge until he moved
on? How | wanted to hear his
voice, to tell him about The Baron
and Jessie C. James, to say words
out loud. | really did not want to
hide from him; besides, he might
be hungry, | thought. Finally |
spoke.

“Hil" | said. | was delighted to
see him roll over, open his eyes,
and look up. He seemed startled,
so | reassured him. “It's all right
They've gone. If you don't tell on
me | won't tell on you.”” When he
heard this, he sat up and seemed
to relax.

“Oh,” he said. Then he leaned
against the tree and added,
“Thanks.” He evidently was think-
ing this over, for he propped his
head on his elbow and studied me
closely.

“You're a sight for sore eyes,”
he said, and smiled. He had a nice
smile. In fact, he looked nice and
not like an outlaw at all. His eyes
were very blue and, although tired,
they did not look scared or hunted
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However, | talked quickly beforg
he could get up and run away.

“1 don't know anything about
you, and | don’t want to. You don't
know anything about me and don't
want to, but you may stay here if
you like. No one is going to find
you here. Would you like some
supper?'’ It was still early, but he
looked hungry.

“Do you have some?"

“Yes, venison or rabbit?"

“Well . . . venison.”" His eye-
brows puckered in question marks.
| went to work.

He arose, turned around and
around, and looked at his sur-
roundings. He whistled softly when
| kindled a spark with the flint and
steel. | was now quite quick at this,
and had a tidy fire blazing in a
very few minutes. | was so used to
myself doing this that it had not
occurred to me that it would be
interesting to a stranger.

“Desdemondia!"’ he said. |
judged this to be some underworld
phrase. At this moment Frightful,
who had been sitting quietly on her
stump, began to preen. The outlaw
jumped back, then saw she was
tied and said, “‘And who is this
ferocious-looking character?”

“That is Frightful; don't be
afraid. She's quite wonderful and
gentle. She would be glad to catch
you a rabbit for supper if you
would prefer that to venison."”

“Am | dreaming?"’ said the man.
"I go to sleep by a campfire that
looked like it was built by a boy
scout, and | awaken in the middle
of the eighteenth century.”

| crawled into the store tree to
get the smoked venison and some
Cattail tubers. When | came out
again, he was speechless.

"My storehouse,” | explained.

“| see,"” he answered. From that
moment on he did not talk much.
He just watched me. | was so busy
cooking the best meal that | could
possibly get together that | didn't
say much either. Later | wrote
down that menu, as it was excel-
lent.

“Brown puffballs in deer fat with
a little wild garlic, fill pot with
water, put venison in, boil. Wrap
tubers in leaves and stick in coals.
Cut up apples and boil in can with
dogtooth violet bulbs. Raspberries
to finish meal.”
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When the meal was ready,

| served it to the man In my nicest

turtle shell. | had to whittle him

a fork out of the crotch of a twig,
as Jessie Coon James had gone
off with the others. He ate and
ate and ate, and when he was
done he said, ‘May | call you
Thoreau?""

“That will do nicely," | said
Then | paused—just to let him
know that | knew a little bit about
him too. | smiled and said, 1 will
call you Bando."

His eyebrows went up, he
cocked his head, shrugged his
shoulders and answered, ““That's
close enough.”

With this he sat and thought. |
felt | had offended him, so | spoke.
“I will be glad to help. | will teach
you how to live off the land. It is
very easy. No one need find you.”

His eyebrows gathered together
again. This was characteristic of
Bando when he was concerned,
and so | was sorry | had men-
tioned his past. After all, outlaw or
no outlaw, he was an adult, and |

<. Henry David Thoreau (thun-ROH) an American
wriler (1817-1862) who lived alone for time at
Walden Pc

in Concord, Massachusetts In his

0ok, Walden. Thoreau spoke of going

the woods to i o
tne woods o live with nature and 1o learn about
DOL
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still felt unsure of myself around
adults. | changed the subject.
“Let's get some sleep,” | said.
“Where do you sleep?’" he
asked. All this time sitting and talk-
ing with me, and he had not seen
the entrance to my tree. | was
pleased. Then | beckoned, walked
a few feet to the left, pushed back
the deer-hide door, and showed

Bando my secrét.
“Thoreau,”' he said. ““You are

quite wonderful.” He went in. | lit
the turtle candle for him, he ex-
plored, tried the bed, came out
and shook his head until | thought
it would roll off.

We didn't say much more that
night. | let him sleep on my bed.
His feet hung off, but he was
comfortable, he said. | stretched
out by the fire. The ground was
dry, the night warm, and | could
sleep on anything now.

| got up early and had breakfast
ready when Bando came stumbling
out of the tree. We ate crayfish,
and he really honestly seemed 10
like them. It takes a little time to
acquire a taste for wild foods, O
Bando surprised me the way he
liked the menu. Of course he was
hungry, and that helped.

That day we didn't talk much,

just went over the mountain ¢g|-
lecting foods. | wanted to dig up
the tubers of the Solomon's-seg|
from a big garden of them on the
other side of the gorge. We fisheq.
we swam a little, and | told him |
hoped to make a raft pretty soon,
so | could float into deeper water
and perhaps catch bigger fish.
When Bando heard this, he took

my ax and immediately began to
Cut young trees for this purpose
I watched him and said, “You
must have lived on a farm or
something.”
At that moment a bird sang
"The wood peewee," said
Bando, stopping his work. He
stepped into the woods, seeking it
Now | was astonished.



“How would you Know about a

~ o \’7 i
wood peewee In your business
grew bold enough t0 ask.

\

“And just what do you think my

business is?"' he said as | followed
him -

“Well, you're not a minister

“Right!"”

“And you're not a doctor or a
lawyer.”

“Correct.”

“You're not a businessman or
a sailor.”

“No, | am not."

“Nor do you dig ditches.”

“l do not.”

“Well

“Guess.”

Suddenly | wanted to know for
sure. So | said it

“You are a murderer or a thief
or a racketeer, and you are hiding
out.”

Bando stopped looking for
the peewee. He turned and
stared at me. At first | was fright-
ened. A bandit might do anything.

But he wasn't mad. He was laugh-

ing. He had a good deep laugh
and it kept coming out of him. |
smiled, then grinned and laughed
with him,

“What's funny, Bando?" |

“| like that,” he finally said, |
like that a lot.”" The tickle deep
inside him kept him chucklmg_ [
had no more to say, so | groung
my heel in the dirt while | waited
for him to get over the fun and
explain it all to me.

“Thoreau, my friend, | am just a
college English teacher lost in the
Catskills. | came out to hike aroyng
the woods, got completely |ost
yesterday, found your fire, and fe||
asleep beside it. | was hoping the
scoutmaster and his troop would

be back for supper and help me
home. "

"Oh, no." My comment. Then |
laughed. ““You see, Bando, before
| found you, | heard squad cars
Screaming up the road. Occa-
Sionally you read about bandits
that hide out in the forest, and |
Was just so sure that you were
Someone they were looking for.”

We gave up the peewee and
went back to the raft-making, talk-
ing very fast now, and laughing a
lot. He was fun. Then something

“ sad occurred to me.

“Well, if you're not a bandit,

§ you will have to go home very
£ soon, and there is no point in
R teaching you how to live on fish

and bark and plants."
“| can stay a little while,” he

%  said. “This is summer vacation. |

must admit | had not planned to

- eat crayfish on my vacation, but |

am rather getting to like it.
“Maybe | can stay until your
school opens,” he went on.
“That's after Labor Day, isn't it?"
| was very still, thinking how to
answer that
Bando sensed this. Then he
turned to me with a big grin.

“You really mean you are going
asked

to try to winter it out here?”
316
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"I think | can.”

“Welll"” He sat down, rubbed
his forehead in his hands, and
looked at me. “Thoreau, | have led
a varied life—dishwasher, sax
player, teacher. To me it has been
an interesting life. Just now it
seems very dull.” He sat awhile
with his head down, then looked
up at the mountains and the rocks
and trees. | heard him sigh.

“Let’s go fish. We can finish
this another day."”

That is how | came to know
Bando. We became very good
friends in the week or ten days
that he stayed with me, and he
helped me a lot. We spent several
days gathering white oak acorns
and groundnuts, harvesting the
blueberry crop and smoking fish.

We flew Frightful every day just
for the pleasure of lying on our
backs in the meadow and watching
her mastery of the sky. | had lots
of meat, so what she caught those
days was all hers. It was a pleas-
ant time, warm, with occasional
thunder showers, some of which
we stayed out in. We talked about
books. He did know a lot of books,
and could quote exciting things
from them.

One day Bando went to town
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and came back with five pounds o
sugar.

"l want to make blueberry jam »
he announced. “All those excellent
berries and no jam.”

He worked two days at this, He
knew how to make jam. He'd
watched his Pa make it in Missis-
sippi, but we got stuck on what to
put it in.

| wrote this one night:

ot
Ctugust 29—

“The raft is almost done. Bando
has promised to stay until we can
sail out into the deep fishing holes.

“Bando and | found some clay
along the stream bank. It was as
slick as ice. Bando thought it
would make good pottery. He
shaped some jars and lids. They
look good—not Wedgwood, he
said, but containers. We dried
them on the rock in the meadow,
and later Bando made a clay oven
and baked them in it. He thinks
they might hold the blueberry jam
he has been making.

“Bando got the fire hot by
blowing on it with some home-
made bellows that he fashioned
from one of my skins that he tied
together like a balloon. A reed iS
the nozzle.
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“It was a terribly hot day for
gando to be firing clay jars, but he
stuck with it. They look jam-worthy,
as he says, and he filled three of
them tonight. The jam is good, the
pots remind me of crude flower
pots without the hole in the bottom.
some of the lids don't fit. Bando
says he will go home and read
more about pottery-making so that
he can do a better job next time.

"We like the jam. We eat it on
hard acorn pancakes.

“Later. Bando met The Baron
Weasel today for the first time. |
don't know where The Baron has
been this past week, but suddenly
he appeared on the rock, and
nearly jumped down Bando's shirt
collar. Bando said he liked The
Baron best when he was in his
hole.
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“Bando taught me how to mak
willow whistles today. He and |
went to the stream and cut two
whistles about eight inches long.
He slipped the bark on them. That
means he pulled the wood out of
the bark, leaving a tube. He made
a mouthpiece at one end, cut a
hole beneath it, and used the
wood to slide up and down like a
trombone.

“We played music until the
moon came up. Bando could even
play jazz on the willow whistles.
They are wonderful instruments,
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sounding much like the wind in the
top of the hemlocks. Sad tunes are
best suited to willow whistles. When
we played ‘The Young Voyageur’
tears came to our eyes, it was

so sad.”

There were no more notes for
many days. Bando had left me
saying: “'Good-bye, I'll see you at
Christmas.” | was so lonely that |
kept sewing on my moccasins to
keep myself busy. | sewed every
free minute for four days, and
when they were finished, | began @
glove to protect my hand from

anhtful's sharp talons.

One day when | was think-
ing very hard about being alone
Frightful gave her gentle call of
jove and contentment. | looked up.

“Bird,”" I said. "I had almost
forgotten how we used to talk.”
she made tiny movements with her
peak and fluffed her feathers. This
was a language | had forgotten
since Bando came. It meant she
was glad to see me and hear me,
that she was well fed and content.

I picked her up and squeaked into
Ner neck feathers. She moved her
beak, turned her bright head, and
bit my nose very gently.

Jessie Coon James came down
from the trees for the first time
In ten days. He finished my fish
dinner. Then just before dusk, The
Baron came up on his boulder and
scratched and cleaned and played
with a fern leaf.

I had the feeling we were all
back together again
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Think about the S
filling in what Sam t

tory. Finish the diagram on page 307 by
eaches Bando and what Bando teaches

Sam. Then answer the questions.

Think
and
iscu

2.

3.

Use your diagram. Who seems to know more about
living in the wildemess. Sam or Bando? Explain your

choice

Use your diagram. What does Sam do for Bando upon
first meeting him?

Sam goes out of his way to help Bando, even though
Sam thinks he is an outlaw. Why is Sam so eager to
please Bando?

. How has Sam learned to do so many things in order to

live in the wild? Why might Sam have been so willing to
learn?

. How would you compare what Bill Lermer learns about

nature with what Sam learns in this story?

- Sam shows Bando many things about life in the woods,

from cooking wild vegetables to training a falcon. What
'S unusual about Sam teaching so much to Bando?

. How does the unit theme “To Live with Nature” relate to

teaching and learning?

e
mo:v might Sam and Bando be different because they
etand taught each other in the wilderness?

Talk about surviving outdoors in your o i-: &3
: aout

what things you would need to leam, Agk question
what your classmales say. Talk aboyt the answer s about
s.

WORK IN
A GROUP
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