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    In the Great Apache Forest (Complete Edition) gathers, in a single continuous reading experience, the entire sequence of narratives that constitutes James Willard Schultz’s Southwestern adventure. Bringing together the linked episodes—from Introducing the Hero to Catching the Firebugs—this volume presents a sustained journey through the uplands often called the Apache Forest, where a young protagonist encounters tests set by country, season, and society. The purpose of this collection is completeness and clarity, so readers may follow the full development of character and setting without interruption. What appears here is the whole story, arranged to honor its internal continuity and the progression of its ideas and action.

The texts included are prose fiction, forming an episodic novel whose parts function as self-contained adventures while contributing to a single arc. Readers will recognize the familiar registers of frontier storytelling—trailcraft, community life, and the ethics of survival—shaped for a general audience and for younger readers as well. While Schultz’s wider career ranges across both fiction and nonfiction set in the American West, the works assembled here are narrative tales rather than essays, poems, or letters. Their unity lies not in genre variety but in the cumulative force of linked episodes that advance plot, deepen place, and nurture understanding.

Across these episodes Schultz returns to themes that have marked his reputation: cross-cultural encounter, responsibility to land and people, the testing of courage, and the hard work of making peace. Introducing the Hero sets the premise of a newcomer learning the ground and its rules. Alone on Mount Thomas explores isolation and ingenuity under pressure. The Mountain Cave reveals shelter and secrecy, while The People-of-Peace and The Wrongs of the Hopis bring questions of justice and redress into focus. The Firebugs at Work introduces mysterious blazes that threaten the country, and Catching the Firebugs pursues accountability and communal safety.

Stylistically, Schultz is known for clear, steady prose that privileges landscape and practical knowledge over ornament. His pacing allows room for observation—weather, light, water, timber—and for the material culture of daily living, from trails and shelters to food and tools. Action arises from conditions on the ground rather than contrivance, so that decision and consequence feel inseparable from place. Dialogue and scene-setting carry instruction without pedantry, reflecting the author’s characteristic balance of storytelling and careful attention to ways of life. The result is an immersive realism in which terrain and tradition shape both danger and possibility.

The ongoing significance of this work lies in its combination of narrative momentum with an ethic of respect. Schultz writes within his era, and the language and frames of reference reflect the time in which the stories were composed. Read attentively, the collection offers a historically grounded literary portrait of intercultural meeting grounds in the American West and a sustained meditation on stewardship. Its depiction of community response to threat, of mentorship across generations, and of learning through experience invites contemporary readers to consider how knowledge is carried, shared, and tested in demanding environments.

Though designed to be read in order, each episode presents a distinct premise that can be grasped on its own. Hunting the Deserter follows a pursuit shaped by terrain and choice. The Old Men in Rain God’s Cave centers on counsel sought from elders in a place of gravity. The Death of Old Double Killer confronts the consequences of a long-standing menace, while The Bear Skin Is Stolen turns on a loss that must be understood before it can be answered. Arranged together, these narratives move from orientation to crisis and toward a restoration of balance in community and country.

This complete edition offers a coherent path through Schultz’s vision of the Apache Forest as both geography and idea—a living presence that challenges bravado and rewards humility. By assembling the entire sequence in one place, the collection affirms the unity of a story that is at once adventurous and reflective, instructive and humane. Readers new to Schultz will find an accessible entry to his craft; returning readers will recognize the hallmarks that have sustained his reputation: respectful curiosity, steady suspense, and an abiding attention to the realities of the West. The journey begins with a meeting and ends with hard-won understanding.
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    Set in Arizona Territory’s high country during the final decades of the nineteenth century, Schultz’s sequence unfolds against the Apache Wars’ long aftermath. The White Mountains around Fort Apache (established 1870) and San Carlos were hubs for U.S. campaigns led by General George Crook and, later, Nelson A. Miles, culminating in Geronimo’s 1886 surrender. Rugged volcanic uplands, lava caves, and ponderosa forests offered both refuge and peril, giving narrative plausibility to episodes of hiding, tracking, and ordeal on Mount Thomas or in mountain caverns. Such terrain-centered realism mirrored contemporary maps, military reports, and travel narratives circulating when Schultz shaped these stories.

Following the peace of 1886, federal policy concentrated disparate Apache bands on reservations at San Carlos and Fort Apache while keeping many Chiricahua prisoners of war exiled in Florida, Alabama, and, by 1894, Fort Sill. Apache Scouts, recruited under chiefs like Al Sieber, had served Crook in Mexico’s Sierra Madre and continued to mediate between military authority and community needs. Their ambiguous status—both enforcers and kin—shaped tales of desertion, pursuit, and uneasy alliances. The reservation system’s ration economy, curfews, and pass requirements generated tensions that echo in Schultz’s depictions of order and resistance, as “people-of-peace” navigated survival under surveillance.

Arizona’s rapid integration into national markets reconfigured the “great forest.” The Southern Pacific reached Tucson in 1880, and the Atlantic & Pacific crossed northern Arizona by 1882–83, carrying settlers, livestock, and commercial logging equipment into the White Mountains and Mogollon Rim. The Forest Reserve Act of 1891 enabled withdrawals such as the Black Mesa Forest Reserve (1898), and the U.S. Forest Service, created in 1905, promoted aggressive fire suppression after the 1910 “Big Blowup.” Schultz’s episodes about “firebugs” resonate with early ranger campaigns against arson linked to grazing conflicts, while Indigenous labor and knowledge were increasingly conscripted into seasonal firefighting.

The collection’s recurring attention to Hopi villages invokes the People of Peace, whose mesas in northeastern Arizona were set aside by an 1882 executive order yet remained encircled by outsiders. In 1894–95, Hopi resisters to compulsory schooling were imprisoned at Alcatraz, and the 1906 Oraibi Split divided communities over accommodation to federal policy. Rainmaking ceremonials, sacred caves, and the stewardship of springs provided essential context for episodes like “Rain God’s Cave” and “The Wrongs of the Hopis.” Traders such as Thomas V. Keam and officials at Keams Canyon Boarding School (opened 1894) mediated, and often inflamed, these pressures.

Throughout the Southwest, pothunters and collectors raided caves and pueblos for textiles, hides, and ritual regalia, prompting the 1906 Antiquities Act to protect “objects of historic or scientific interest.” Museums and curio dealers nonetheless continued to funnel artifacts eastward, blurring lines between scholarship and theft. Conflicts over sacred property, clan ownership, and public display shadow episodes involving stolen bear skins or violations of ceremonial space. These disputes also reflected broader legal ambiguities over tribal sovereignty and federal trusteeship, as communities sought redress from local agents or courts that rarely recognized the full religious significance of seized items.

James Willard Schultz, famed for Blackfeet narratives and “My Life as an Indian” (1907), wrote during an era when ethnography, conservation, and juvenile adventure fiction intertwined. Having lived on the northern Plains and guided George Bird Grinnell, he cultivated a sympathetic, sometimes romantic, stance toward Indigenous life. For Southwestern subjects he drew on travel, reportage, and Native informants, while illustrations by his son, the artist Hart Merriam Schultz (Lone Wolf), enhanced claims of authenticity. Progressive-era readers, primed by museum exhibits and National Geographic–style features, received such works as both edifying and thrilling, encouraging moral lessons alongside frontier realism.

Frontier military culture also frames episodes of pursuit and discipline. Fort Apache, San Carlos, and smaller posts relied on long supply lines, vulnerable couriers, and mixed detachments of infantry, cavalry, and scouts; desertion rates on remote stations were persistently high. Territorial law enforcement intertwined with tribal police and federal agents, producing cross-jurisdictional chases that suited serialized storytelling like “Hunting the Deserter.” After the railroads arrived, Holbrook and Winslow became staging points for courts and stock contractors, altering patterns of escape and capture. By Arizona statehood in 1912, these systems had matured, yet older martial habits persisted in local memory.

Finally, the collection reflects national debates about the “closing of the frontier.” After the 1890 census and Frederick Jackson Turner’s 1893 thesis, Americans consumed Western narratives as repositories of character and loss. Conservation campaigns, from forest reserves to archaeological protection, recast Indigenous homelands as national patrimony, even as Hopi and Apache families negotiated wage work in ranching, freighting, and forestry. By the 1910s–1920s, when Schultz’s Southwestern tales circulated and were later gathered, readers embraced their mixture of pursuit, ceremony, and landscape. The Great Apache Forest thus became a stage where policy, memory, and survival converged for wide audiences.
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    In the Great Apache Forest (Complete Edition)
This collection weaves a sequence of Southwestern wilderness episodes into a single arc of initiation, community responsibility, and cross-cultural encounter.
Schultz’s spare, trail-wise narration emphasizes landscape literacy, mutual obligation, and quiet suspense, moving from solitary tests to collective reckonings without sensationalism.
Opening and Ascent: Introducing the Hero; Alone on Mount Thomas; The Mountain Cave
These opening pieces set a young protagonist against the vastness of Mount Thomas and a hidden cave, testing stamina, observation, and self-reliance.
The tone is clear-eyed and reverent toward terrain, foregrounding survival skills and the quiet awe of discovery as foundations for later ethical choices.
Sparks and Pursuit: The Firebugs at Work; Hunting the Deserter; Catching the Firebugs
A string of suspicious fires and a fugitive force the camp into methodical tracking, reading sign and motive as carefully as the land.
The episodes blend procedural tension with frontier pragmatism, exploring how justice and safety are pursued collectively under pressure.
Diplomacy and Redress: The People-of-Peace; The Wrongs of the Hopis
Encounters with neighboring peaceable people and a dispute involving the Hopis shift the story from isolated adventure to careful mediation.
Schultz emphasizes respect, listening, and restitution, suggesting that courage includes restraint and acknowledgment of historical wrongs.
Ancestors, Legends, and Reckoning: The Old Men in Rain God’s Cave; The Death of Old Double Killer; The Bear Skin Is Stolen
Elders’ counsel in a ceremonial cave, a feared figure’s fate, and the theft of a symbolic bearskin thread lore and loss through the forest’s shadowed spaces.
The mood turns contemplative and elegiac, linking personal accountability to ancestral memory and portraying justice as both communal and restorative.
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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[1q]. 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
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