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The book starts out with the main character, fifteen year-old Matt, reviewing his closest past to himself. He tells that his father and he left to claim some land that they had bought. Once they got there, they built a log cabin to stay and keep their belongings in. The next day, his father left to get his wife and daughter. He left behind one of his shotguns, some coins, flour, and a fishing pole. From then on, Matt had to survive by himself until his father came back.


The next morning, Matt went fishing in the lake nearby and caught a fish. Later he ate the fish for dinner. The next day, Matt went hunting. While he was heading back home, he saw a man. At first, he thought that the man was an Indian. When the man came closer, Matt saw that the man was not an Indian, but a white man. The white man spotted Matt and yelled,“Howdy!” When the man and Matt got up to the cabin, the man said that his name was Ben. Matt was being cautious as he led Ben into his cabin. 
When they got inside, Ben looked around. When his eyes saw the shotgun, Ben whistled with admiration. He walked up to it and slid his hand down the back of it. “You got a father, boy?” Ben asked. Matt told him that his father was down at the lake fishing and that he would be back soon. Ben had dinner with Matt even though food was scarce there. They talked all through the night until they both fell asleep. When Matt woke up, Ben was gone. Matt looked around. The shotgun was missing! Matt panicked.
Matt ran outside but it was too late. Ben was gone and so was the shotgun. From then on, Matt could only eat fish. One day Matt had gotten a little too careless. Matt started walking home with a big fish in his hands. He was so happy about it! When Matt got home, the cabin door was open. Matt slowly walked inside. Flour was flung all over the floor, chairs were overturned and the flour barrel was on the floor. “Had Ben come back?” Matt wondered. No, Ben would not have done this. Ben had favored food too much to be wasting it like this. Then Matt realized that it must have been a bear. He had forgotten to put the bar lock down on the door. Thanks to his own carelessness, he had almost run out of flour. Matt picked up all of the flour that was left and put it in the barrel. 
A week later, Matt was hungry. He had no flour left to top the fish with, and he had no shotgun to hunt with otherwise. Then Matt remembered something. He and his father had spotted a bee hive toward the log cabin. Matt just wanted a little taste of that honey. He set out toward the bee hive.

Once Matt had gotten there, he started climbing the tree. He saw a bee flying around a hollow spot in the tree. He heard a loud buzz coming from inside. Matt started putting his hand in the hollow spot. Matt grabbed some honey! Bees came swarming out of the hole and formed a black and yellow cloud over Matt’s head. Matt started running for his life. He swore that he had more than fifty stings already. He spotted the lake and ran toward it. The bees could not get him in there. He jumped in. He remembered sinking, and sinking, and sinking… Then he felt arms, grabbing him and pulling him up out of the water…
 Later he regained consciousness, but he did not open his eyes. They were swollen shut. Matt felt like he had a thousand needles stuck in all over his body. “Ouch!” Matt yelped. “Stay still. Me take stinger out of white boy.” A voice protested. Matt fell back into a deep slumber.


The next time Matt awoke, he felt as if he was never stung before. He sat up and opened his eyes. He was back in his cabin, not a swollen part left. He had guessed that it had been two weeks since he had been attacked. Matt looked around, searching for his savior. Then, an Indian man walked in the doorway, being followed by a young boy. “White boy not smart,” said the man. “You bother bees.” “We take stingers out.” “Thank you very much for saving me!” said Matt. He searched the room for a gift for them.

His eyes got hooked on a book. He grabbed it and gave it to the man. The man opened the book. Matt, becoming very embarrassed, saw that the man was holding it upside-down. The man spoke, “White boy know white man’s symbols?” Matt nodded. “You teach Attean white man’s symbols.” He declared. The boy started yelping out an array of Indian words to the man in a fit. After a while, the boy gave up, very angry at the man. “He Attean,” the man said. “Sixteen winters.” “I’m Matt. Fifteen years old.”

After the meeting, Attean started coming every day, bringing a rabbit for Matt to eat in exchange for Matt’s teachings. One day, Matt asked Attean how he had caught the rabbit. Attean and he went into the woods and Attean showed him how to build an Indian snare trap. Another day, they showed each other their own way to fish and hunt. Attean taught Matt how to carve a wooden spear and bow and arrows out of wood. He also taught Matt how to read Indian signs. 

Once Attean came and asked if Matt wanted to come to their village festival. Matt accepted the offer. When they got there people were eating and dancing and children were playing and laughing. They were dancing very oddly. Attean made Matt join in. Later, Matt got so tired that he could not stay awake to dance. Attean directed him to a Wigwam.

When Matt woke up, he learned to play a game with the children and Attean. The game was very harsh and got bruises all over Matt. Attean directed Matt to his home afterwards. It was weeks before Attean returned. When he did, he told Matt that he had to find his guardian spirit. He sad that he would be gone for a long time; and so he was. Matt got lonely without Attean to talk with.

A month later, Attean came back with his grandfather. Attean’s hair was all shaved off except for a ponytail in the back. They asked if Matt wanted to join their tribe and go away with them for winter. Matt refused sadly and said that he had to wait for his family. They both walked away. The next day Attean asked Matt again, but he refused again. Attean gave Matt some presents from his family, some flour and snow shoes. Matt took them gladly. Matt said that they would meet again. Attean responded with a sad answer, “No, we won’t.” He said that they would be gone from there forever. Matt held back his tears and said goodbye.

Two months later it had snowed up to the top of the cabin door. Matt got on his snow shoes and winter clothing and went outside. He punched a hole in the ice on the lake and went ice-fishing. Then he spotted a human figure. He saw another behind it. It was his father pulling a sled with his family on it! He ran out to greet his family; his sister Sarah, mother, and father. They all entered the cabin. Matt told them all about his adventures. Later they went to sleep. Matt was thankful, and he knew that he would never forget the Attean and the Indians.

The End!
