
“He looked around suddenly, felt the hair on the back of his neck go up. Things might be looking at him right now, waiting for him—waiting for dark so they could move in and take him. He fingered the hatchet at his belt. It was the only weapon he had, but it was something.” (p51) This was 13 year old Brian Robeson’s predicament in the novel Hatchet, by Gary Paulsen. His plane had crash-landed in the Canadian wilderness, and his only option was to survive or die. As I read this compelling story of survival, I pictured myself in Brian’s shoes. Although I have never had to survive out in the wilderness alone, without a doubt, I can relate to Brian in many ways. 
