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WHITE FANG

PART |

CHAPTER |—THE TRAIL OF THE MEAT

Dark spruce forest frowned on either side the fnomaterway. The trees had been stripped by
a recent wind of their white covering of frost, ahdy seemed to lean towards each other,
black and ominous, in the fading light. A vasesite reigned over the land. The land itself
was a desolation, lifeless, without movement, @ land cold that the spirit of it was not even
that of sadness. There was a hint in it of laugluet of a laughter more terrible than any
sadness—a laughter that was mirthless as the sitie sphinx, a laughter cold as the frost
and partaking of the grimness of infallibility. iias the masterful and incommunicable wisdom
of eternity laughing at the fultility of life anddheffort of life. It was the Wild, the savage,
frozen-hearted Northland Wild.
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But therewaslife, abroad in the land and defiant. Down thezén waterway toiled a string of
wolfish dogs. Their bristly fur was rimed with &0 Their breath froze in the air as it left their
mouths, spouting forth in spumes of vapour thatesktipon the hair of their bodies and

formed into crystals of frost. Leather harness wrathe dogs, and leather traces attached them
to a sled which dragged along behind. The sledwi®ut runners. It was made of stout
birch-bark, and its full surface rested on the sndhe front end of the sled was turned up, like
a scroll, in order to force down and under the ludreoft snow that surged like a wave before

it. On the sled, securely lashed, was a long anbw oblong box. There were other things on
the sled—Dblankets, an axe, and a coffee-pot amagfyan; but prominent, occupying most of
the space, was the long and narrow oblong box.

In advance of the dogs, on wide snowshoes, toil@dma. At the rear of the sled toiled a
second man. On the sled, in the box, lay a thiad mhose toil was over,—a man whom the
Wild had conquered and beaten down until he woaldenmove nor struggle again. It is not
the way of the Wild to like movement. Life is affiemce to it, for life is movement; and the
Wild aims always to destroy movement. It freereswater to prevent it running to the sea; it
drives the sap out of the trees till they are froetheir mighty hearts; and most ferociously
and terribly of all does the Wild harry and crustoisubmission man—man who is the most
restless of life, ever in revolt against the dictilnat all movement must in the end come to the
cessation of movement.

But at front and rear, unawed and indomitableetbthe two men who were not yet dead.
Their bodies were covered with fur and soft-tanleadher. Eyelashes and cheeks and lips
were so coated with the crystals from their frobegath that their faces were not discernible.
This gave them the seeming of ghostly masques, rakides in a spectral world at the funeral
of some ghost. But under it all they were men gpeting the land of desolation and mockery
and silence, puny adventurers bent on colossaldugines pitting themselves against the might
of a world as remote and alien and pulseless aaltsses of space.

They travelled on without speech, saving their thréar the work of their bodies. On every

side was the silence, pressing upon them with giltepresence. It affected their minds as the
many atmospheres of deep water affect the bodyeodiver. It crushed them with the weight

of unending vastness and unalterable decreeushed them into the remotest recesses of their
own minds, pressing out of them, like juices frdma grape, all the false ardours and
exaltations and undue self-values of the human smil they perceived themselves finite and
small, specks and motes, moving with weak cunnnayliétle wisdom amidst the play and
inter-play of the great blind elements and forces.

An hour went by, and a second hour. The pale bflihe short sunless day was beginning to
fade, when a faint far cry arose on the still dirsoared upward with a swift rush, till it reache
its topmost note, where it persisted, palpitanti@nde, and then slowly died away. It might
have been a lost soul wailing, had it not beensteacwith a certain sad fierceness and hungry
eagerness. The front man turned his head untéyes met the eyes of the man behind. And
then, across the narrow oblong box, each nodd#tetother.

A second cry arose, piercing the silence with reedidle shrillness. Both men located the
sound. It was to the rear, somewhere in the snparese they had just traversed. A third and
answering cry arose, also to the rear and to thefithe second cry.

“They’re after us, Bill,” said the man at the front
His voice sounded hoarse and unreal, and he hagispath apparent effort.
“Meat is scarce,” answered his comrade. “I aie#rsa rabbit sign for days.”

Thereafter they spoke no more, though their ears ween for the hunting-cries that continued
to rise behind them.
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At the fall of darkness they swung the dogs inthuster of spruce trees on the edge of the
waterway and made a camp. The coffin, at the@idlee fire, served for seat and table. The
wolf-dogs, clustered on the far side of the firsarded and bickered among themselves, but
evinced no inclination to stray off into the darkee

“Seems to me, Henry, they’re stayin’ remarkableselto camp,” Bill commented.

Henry, squatting over the fire and settling the gfatoffee with a piece of ice, nodded. Nor did
he speak till he had taken his seat on the coffthizegun to eat.

“They know where their hides is safe,” he saidhéy’d sooner eat grub than be grub. They’re
pretty wise, them dogs.”

Bill shook his head. “Oh, | don’'t know.”

His comrade looked at him curiously. “First timeer heard you say anything about their not
bein’ wise.”

“Henry,” said the other, munching with deliberatithe beans he was eating, “did you happen
to notice the way them dogs kicked up when | wéseahin’ 'em?”

“They did cut up more’n usual,” Henry acknowledged.
“How many dogs 've we got, Henry?”
“Six.”

“Well, Henry . . . " Bill stopped for a moment, arder that his words might gain greater
significance. “As | was sayin’, Henry, we've gat gdogs. | took six fish out of the bag. |
gave one fish to each dog, an’, Henry, | was oste $hort.”

“You counted wrong.”

“We've got six dogs,” the other reiterated dispasately. “I took out six fish. One Ear didn’t
get no fish. | came back to the bag afterwardgab”m his fish.”

“We’'ve only got six dogs,” Henry said.

“Henry,” Bill went on. “l won'’t say they was alladjs, but there was seven of 'm that got fish.”
Henry stopped eating to glance across the firecandt the dogs.

“There’s only six now,” he said.

“I saw the other one run off across the snow,” Brihounced with cool positiveness. “l saw
seven.”

Henry looked at him commiseratingly, and said,|‘hé almighty glad when this trip’s over.”
“What d'ye mean by that?” Bill demanded.
“I mean that this load of ourn is gettin’ on yowsrmes, an’ that you're beginnin’ to see things.”

“I thought of that,” Bill answered gravely. “Anbswhen | saw it run off across the snow, |
looked in the snow an’ saw its tracks. Then | ¢edrthe dogs an’ there was still six of ‘'em.
The tracks is there in the snow now. D’ye warlbtik at 'em? I'll show 'em to you.”

Henry did not reply, but munched on in silencejlutite meal finished, he topped it with a
final cup of coffee. He wiped his mouth with thaeck of his hand and said:

“Then you're thinkin’ as it was—"
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A long waliling cry, fiercely sad, from somewheretle darkness, had interrupted him. He
stopped to listen to it, then he finished his secgewith a wave of his hand toward the sound of
the cry, “—one of them?”

Bill nodded. “I'd a blame sight sooner think thlaan anything else. You noticed yourself the
row the dogs made.”

Cry after cry, and answering cries, were turnirgygtence into a bedlam. From every side the
cries arose, and the dogs betrayed their fear bglimg together and so close to the fire that
their hair was scorched by the heat. Bill threwnmore wood, before lighting his pipe.

“I'm thinking you’re down in the mouth some,” Hensgid.

“Henry . . .” He sucked meditatively at his pijoe some time before he went on. “Henry, |
was a-thinkin’ what a blame sight luckier he isrtlyau an’ me’ll ever be.”

He indicated the third person by a downward thofishe thumb to the box on which they sat.

“You an’ me, Henry, when we die, we’ll be luckywke get enough stones over our carcases to
keep the dogs off of us.”

“But we ain’t got people an’ money an’ all the rdite him,” Henry rejoined. “Long-distance
funerals is somethin’ you an’ me can't exactly adffd

“What gets me, Henry, is what a chap like thist'tha lord or something in his own country,
and that’s never had to bother about grub nor lgkvhy he comes a-buttin’ round the
Godforsaken ends of the earth—that’s what | caxecdy see.”

“He might have lived to a ripe old age if he’d stdyat home,” Henry agreed.

Bill opened his mouth to speak, but changed higdminstead, he pointed towards the wall of
darkness that pressed about them from every Jitlere was no suggestion of form in the utter
blackness; only could be seen a pair of eyes glagiike live coals. Henry indicated with his
head a second pair, and a third. A circle of fleaming eyes had drawn about their camp.
Now and again a pair of eyes moved, or disappdaragdpear again a moment later.

The unrest of the dogs had been increasing, alydsthenpeded, in a surge of sudden fear, to
the near side of the fire, cringing and crawlingatithe legs of the men. In the scramble one
of the dogs had been overturned on the edge dirtheand it had yelped with pain and fright
as the smell of its singed coat possessed thélag.commotion caused the circle of eyes to
shift restlessly for a moment and even to withdaalat, but it settled down again as the dogs
became quiet.

“Henry, it's a blame misfortune to be out of ammntiom.”

Bill had finished his pipe and was helping his camipn to spread the bed of fur and blanket
upon the spruce boughs which he had laid overrtbes ©efore supper. Henry grunted, and
began unlacing his mocassins.

“How many cartridges did you say you had left?"ds&ed.

“Three,” came the answer. “An’ | wisht 'twas threendred. Then I'd show 'em what for,
damn 'em!”

He shook his fist angrily at the gleaming eyes, la@glan securely to prop his moccasins before
the fire.

“An’ | wisht this cold snap’d break,” he went ofit’s ben fifty below for two weeks now.

An’ | wisht I'd never started on this trip, Henry.don't like the looks of it. | don't feel right,
somehow. An’ while I’'m wishin’, I wisht the trip & over an’ done with, an’ you an’ me a-
sittin’ by the fire in Fort McGurry just about naan’ playing cribbage—that’s what | wisht.”
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Henry grunted and crawled into bed. As he dozéti®ivas aroused by his comrade’s voice.

“Say, Henry, that other one that come in an’ gh$ta—why didn’t the dogs pitch into it?
That’'s what's botherin’ me.”

“You're botherin’ too much, Bill,” came the sleepgsponse. “You was never like this before.
You jes’ shut up now, an’ go to sleep, an’ you#l &ll hunkydory in the mornin’. Your
stomach’s sour, that's what's botherin’ you.”

The men slept, breathing heavily, side by sidegeurige one covering. The fire died down, and
the gleaming eyes drew closer the circle they hadyfabout the camp. The dogs clustered
together in fear, now and again snarling menaciaglg pair of eyes drew close. Once their
uproar became so loud that Bill woke up. He gatadiped carefully, so as not to disturb the
sleep of his comrade, and threw more wood on tke f\s it began to flame up, the circle of
eyes drew farther back. He glanced casually ahtiokelling dogs. He rubbed his eyes and
looked at them more sharply. Then he crawled lraokthe blankets.

“Henry,” he said. “Oh, Henry.”
Henry groaned as he passed from sleep to wakingdamanded, “What’s wrong now?”
“Nothin’,” came the answer; “only there’s seveni@h again. | just counted.”

Henry acknowledged receipt of the information vatrunt that slid into a snore as he drifted
back into sleep.

In the morning it was Henry who awoke first andtealihis companion out of bed. Daylight
was yet three hours away, though it was alreadg’sivck; and in the darkness Henry went
about preparing breakfast, while Bill rolled tharitets and made the sled ready for lashing.

“Say, Henry,” he asked suddenly, “how many dogsydid say we had?”

“Six.”

“Wrong,” Bill proclaimed triumphantly.

“Seven again?” Henry queried.

“No, five; one’s gone.”

“The hell!” Henry cried in wrath, leaving the caonly to come and count the dogs.
“You're right, Bill,” he concluded. “Fatty’s gone.

“An’ he went like greased lightnin’ once he gotrggd. Couldn’t 've seen 'm for smoke.”

“No chance at all,” Henry concluded. “They jes’alewed 'm alive. | bet he was yelpin’ as
he went down their throats, damn 'em!”

“He always was a fool dog,” said Bill.

“But no fool dog ought to be fool enough to go aff commit suicide that way.” He looked
over the remainder of the team with a speculatyeetkat summed up instantly the salient traits
of each animal. “I bet none of the others wouldtdo

“Couldn’t drive 'em away from the fire with a cldlBill agreed. “I always did think there was
somethin’ wrong with Fatty anyway.”

And this was the epitaph of a dead dog on the Narthtrail—less scant than the epitaph of
many another dog, of many a man.
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CHAPTER II—THE SHE-WOLF

Breakfast eaten and the slim camp-outfit lashatiécsled, the men turned their backs on the
cheery fire and launched out into the darknesson&e began to rise the cries that were
fiercely sad—cries that called through the darkrmegscold to one another and answered
back. Conversation ceased. Daylight came ataicieck. At midday the sky to the south
warmed to rose-colour, and marked where the bulgigeoearth intervened between the
meridian sun and the northern world. But the ragleur swiftly faded. The grey light of day
that remained lasted until three o’clock, whemag, faded, and the pall of the Arctic night
descended upon the lone and silent land.

As darkness came on, the hunting-cries to rightleftdnd rear drew closer—so close that
more than once they sent surges of fear througtotiveg dogs, throwing them into short-lived
panics.

At the conclusion of one such panic, when he anaryHkad got the dogs back in the traces,
Bill said:

“I wisht they’d strike game somewheres, an’ go aawayleave us alone.”
“They do get on the nerves horrible,” Henry synpsed.
They spoke no more until camp was made.

Henry was bending over and adding ice to the baghdot of beans when he was startled by
the sound of a blow, an exclamation from Bill, @ansharp snarling cry of pain from among the
dogs. He straightened up in time to see a dim fdisappearing across the snow into the
shelter of the dark. Then he saw Bill, standingcktine dogs, half triumphant, half crestfallen,
in one hand a stout club, in the other the tail pad of the body of a sun-cured salmon.

“It got half of it,” he announced; “but | got a wtlaat it jes’ the same. D’ye hear it squeal?”
“What'd it look like?” Henry asked.

“Couldn’t see. But it had four legs an’ a mouth laair an’ looked like any dog.”

“Must be a tame wolf, | reckon.”

“It's damned tame, whatever it is, comin’ in hetdesedin’ time an’ gettin’ its whack of fish.”

That night, when supper was finished and they sdhe oblong box and pulled at their pipes,
the circle of gleaming eyes drew in even closen thefore.

“I wisht they’d spring up a bunch of moose or sdamr&j, an’ go away an’ leave us alone,” Bill
said.

Henry grunted with an intonation that was not whpathy, and for a quarter of an hour they
sat on in silence, Henry staring at the fire, afilaB the circle of eyes that burned in the
darkness just beyond the firelight.

“I wisht we was pullin’ into McGurry right now,” hbegan again.

“Shut up your wishin’ and your croakin’,” Henry ®atirout angrily. “Your stomach’s sour.
That’s what'’s ailin’ you. Swallow a spoonful ofdsg an’ you'll sweeten up wonderful an’ be
more pleasant company.”

In the morning Henry was aroused by fervid blasph#rat proceeded from the mouth of Bill.
Henry propped himself up on an elbow and lookesew® his comrade standing among the dogs
beside the replenished fire, his arms raised iarglgion, his face distorted with passion.

“Hello!” Henry called. “What’'s up now?”
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“Frog’s gone,” came the answer.

“No.”
“I tell you yes.”

Henry leaped out of the blankets and to the datgs counted them with care, and then joined
his partner in cursing the power of the Wild thatlmobbed them of another dog.

“Frog was the strongest dog of the bunch,” Billpyanced finally.
“An’ he was no fool dog neither,” Henry added.
And so was recorded the second epitaph in two days.

A gloomy breakfast was eaten, and the four remgidwgs were harnessed to the sled. The
day was a repetition of the days that had gonerbefdbhe men toiled without speech across the
face of the frozen world. The silence was unbroare by the cries of their pursuers, that,
unseen, hung upon their rear. With the comingglitnin the mid-afternoon, the cries sounded
closer as the pursuers drew in according to theitaen; and the dogs grew excited and
frightened, and were guilty of panics that tanglegltraces and further depressed the two men.

“There, that'll fix you fool critters,” Bill said wh satisfaction that night, standing erect at
completion of his task.

Henry left the cooking to come and see. Not omlgt his partner tied the dogs up, but he had
tied them, after the Indian fashion, with sticksbout the neck of each dog he had fastened a
leather thong. To this, and so close to the nleakthe dog could not get his teeth to it, he had
tied a stout stick four or five feet in length. efbther end of the stick, in turn, was made fast to
a stake in the ground by means of a leather thdig dog was unable to gnaw through the
leather at his own end of the stick. The stickvpreged him from getting at the leather that
fastened the other end.

Henry nodded his head approvingly.

“It's the only contraption that’ll ever hold One iEahe said. “He can gnaw through leather as
clean as a knife an’ jes’ about half as quick. yrakll be here in the mornin’ hunkydory.”

“You jes’ bet they will,” Bill affirmed. “If one 6em’ turns up missin’, I'll go without my
coffee.”

“They jes’ know we ain’t loaded to Kill,” Henry rearked at bed-time, indicating the gleaming
circle that hemmed them in. “If we could put a pleuof shots into 'em, they’d be more
respectful. They come closer every night. Geffitleight out of your eyes an’ look hard—
there! Did you see that one?”

For some time the two men amused themselves witthivey the movement of vague forms on
the edge of the firelight. By looking closely astéadily at where a pair of eyes burned in the
darkness, the form of the animal would slowly takape. They could even see these forms
move at times.

A sound among the dogs attracted the men’s attent@ne Ear was uttering quick, eager
whines, lunging at the length of his stick towdrd tlarkness, and desisting now and again in
order to make frantic attacks on the stick withtbesth.

“Look at that, Bill,” Henry whispered.

Full into the firelight, with a stealthy, sidelongovement, glided a doglike animal. It moved
with commingled mistrust and daring, cautiouslyesfigig the men, its attention fixed on the
dogs. One Ear strained the full length of thekstiiwvard the intruder and whined with
eagerness.
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“That fool One Ear don’t seem scairt much,” Billdsa a low tone.

“It's a she-wolf,” Henry whispered back, “an’ thetcounts for Fatty an’ Frog. She’s the decoy
for the pack. She draws out the dog an’ therhallrést pitches in an’ eats 'm up.”

The fire crackled. A log fell apart with a loudpering noise. At the sound of it the strange
animal leaped back into the darkness.

“Henry, I'm a-thinkin’,” Bill announced.

“Thinkin’ what?”

“I’'m a-thinkin’ that was the one | lambasted wittetclub.”
“Ain’'t the slightest doubt in the world,” was Hersyresponse.

“An’ right here | want to remark,” Bill went on, Hat that animal’s familyarity with campfires
is suspicious an’ immoral.”

“It knows for certain more’n a self-respectin’ walfight to know,” Henry agreed. “A wolf that
knows enough to come in with the dogs at feedméthas had experiences.”

“Ol' Villan had a dog once that run away with thelwes,” Bill cogitates aloud. “I ought to
know. | shot it out of the pack in a moose pasawer ‘on Little Stick. An’ OI' Villan cried
like a baby. Hadn't seen it for three years, hd.sBen with the wolves all that time.”

“I reckon you've called the turn, Bill. That wadf'a dog, an’ it's eaten fish many’s the time
from the hand of man.”

“An if | get a chance at it, that wolf that's a dbge jes’ meat,” Bill declared. “We can't
afford to lose no more animals.”

“But you've only got three cartridges,” Henry objed.
“I'll wait for a dead sure shot,” was the reply.

In the morning Henry renewed the fire and cookeshkfast to the accompaniment of his
partner’s snoring.

“You was sleepin’ jes’ too comfortable for anythjhglenry told him, as he routed him out for
breakfast. “I hadn’t the heart to rouse you.”

Bill began to eat sleepily. He noticed that hip etas empty and started to reach for the pot.
But the pot was beyond arm’s length and beside yHenr

“Say, Henry,” he chided gently, “ain’t you forgairaethin’?”

Henry looked about with great carefulness and sii®kead. Bill held up the empty cup.
“You don’t get no coffee,” Henry announced.

“Ain’t run out?” Bill asked anxiously.

“Nope.”

“Ain’t thinkin’ it'll hurt my digestion?”

“Nope.”

A flush of angry blood pervaded Bill's face.

“Then it's jes’ warm an’ anxious | am to be hearpou explain yourself,” he said.

“Spanker’s gone,” Henry answered.
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Without haste, with the air of one resigned to origine Bill turned his head, and from where
he sat counted the dogs.

“How'd it happen?” he asked apathetically.

Henry shrugged his shoulders. “Don’'t know. Unl@sg Ear gnawed 'm loose. He couldn’t a
-done it himself, that's sure.”

“The darned cuss.” Bill spoke gravely and slowlyth no hint of the anger that was raging
within. “Jes’ because he couldn’t chew himselfdephe chews Spanker loose.”

“Well, Spanker’s troubles is over anyway; | guessiuigested by this time an’ cavortin’ over
the landscape in the bellies of twenty differentwes,” was Henry’s epitaph on this, the latest
lost dog. “Have some coffee, Bill.”

But Bill shook his head.
“Go on,” Henry pleaded, elevating the pot.

Bill shoved his cup aside. “I'll be ding-dong-daabif | do. | said | wouldn'’t if ary dog turned
up missin’, an’ | won't.”

“It's darn good coffee,” Henry said enticingly.

But Bill was stubborn, and he ate a dry breakfasthved down with mumbled curses at One
Ear for the trick he had played.

“I'll tie "em up out of reach of each other to-nighBill said, as they took the trail.

They had travelled little more than a hundred yandgen Henry, who was in front, bent down
and picked up something with which his snowshoedwdidded. It was dark, and he could not
see it, but he recognised it by the touch. Hedlitback, so that it struck the sled and bounced
along until it fetched up on Bill's snowshoes.

“Mebbe you'll need that in your business,” Henrydsa

Bill uttered an exclamation. It was all that wa#t bf Spanker—the stick with which he had
been tied.

“They ate 'm hide an’ all,” Bill announced. “Théck’s as clean as a whistle. They’ve ate the
leather offen both ends. They’re damn hungry, Meam’ they’ll have you an’ me guessin’
before this trip’s over.”

Henry laughed defiantly. “I ain’t been trailedghway by wolves before, but I've gone through
a whole lot worse an’ kept my health. Takes moeehandful of them pesky critters to do for
yours truly, Bill, my son.”

“I don’t know, | don’t know,” Bill muttered ominous.
“Well, you'll know all right when we pull into McGuy.”
“l ain’t feelin’ special enthusiastic,” Bill pergid.

“You're off colour, that's what's the matter wittoy,” Henry dogmatised. “What you need is
guinine, an’ I'm goin’ to dose you up stiff as scaswe make McGurry.”

Bill grunted his disagreement with the diagnosm Epsed into silence. The day was like all
the days. Light came at nine o’clock. At twelvelack the southern horizon was warmed by
the unseen sun; and then began the cold greyeshafin that would merge, three hours later,
into night.

It was just after the sun’s futile effort to appeéaat Bill slipped the rifle from under the sled-
lashings and said:
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“You keep right on, Henry, I’'m goin’ to see whatdn see.”

“You'd better stick by the sled,” his partner psted. “You've only got three cartridges, an’
there’s no tellin’ what might happen.”

“Who's croaking now?” Bill demanded triumphantly.

Henry made no reply, and plodded on alone, thodigim the cast anxious glances back into the
grey solitude where his partner had disappearedhdrr later, taking advantage of the cut-offs
around which the sled had to go, Bill arrived.

“They’re scattered an’ rangin’ along wide,” he sdkkeping up with us an’ lookin’ for game
at the same time. You see, they’re sure of ug, iy know they’ve got to wait to get us. In
the meantime they’re willin’ to pick up anythingtable that comes handy.”

“You mean theythink they’re sure of us,” Henry objected pointedly.

But Bill ignored him. “I seen some of them. Theypretty thin. They ain’t had a bite in
weeks | reckon, outside of Fatty an’ Frog an’ Sainkn’ there’s so many of 'em that that
didn’t go far. They're remarkable thin. Theirsils like wash-boards, an’ their stomachs is
right up against their backbones. They're pretigprate, | can tell you. They’ll be goin’
mad, yet, an’ then watch out.”

A few minutes later, Henry, who was now travellimghind the sled, emitted a low, warning
whistle. Bill turned and looked, then quietly gpepl the dogs. To the rear, from around the
last bend and plainly into view, on the very tthidy had just covered, trotted a furry, slinking
form. Its nose was to the trail, and it trottedhaa peculiar, sliding, effortless gait. When they
halted, it halted, throwing up its head and regagdhem steadily with nostrils that twitched as
it caught and studied the scent of them.

“It's the she-wolf,” Bill answered.

The dogs had lain down in the snow, and he walkest {hem to join his partner in the sled.
Together they watched the strange animal that heslpd them for days and that had already
accomplished the destruction of half their dog-team

After a searching scrutiny, the animal trotted fardva few steps. This it repeated several
times, till it was a short hundred yards awaypdtised, head up, close by a clump of spruce
trees, and with sight and scent studied the cnittihe watching men. It looked at them in a
strangely wistful way, after the manner of a dagf; ib its wistfulness there was none of the

dog affection. It was a wistfulness bred of hungsrcruel as its own fangs, as merciless as the
frost itself.

It was large for a wolf, its gaunt frame advertisthe lines of an animal that was among the
largest of its kind.

“Stands pretty close to two feet an’ a half atsheulders,” Henry commented. “An’ I'll bet it
ain’t far from five feet long.”

“Kind of strange colour for a wolf,” was Bill's dicism. “I never seen a red wolf before.
Looks almost cinnamon to me.”

The animal was certainly not cinnamon-coloured.ctiat was the true wolf-coat. The
dominant colour was grey, and yet there was tdaira reddish hue—a hue that was baffling,
that appeared and disappeared, that was morenikision of the vision, now grey, distinctly
grey, and again giving hints and glints of a vagraness of colour not classifiable in terms of
ordinary experience.

“Looks for all the world like a big husky sled-db@ill said. “I wouldn’t be s’prised to see it
wag its tail.”
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“Hello, you husky!” he called. “Come here, you wéazer-your-name-is.”

“Ain’t a bit scairt of you,” Henry laughed.

Bill waved his hand at it threateningly and shoutedlly; but the animal betrayed no fear.

The only change in it that they could notice wagaression of alertness. It still regarded them
with the merciless wistfulness of hunger. Theyewaeat, and it was hungry; and it would like
to go in and eat them if it dared.

“Look here, Henry,” Bill said, unconsciously loweg his voice to a whisper because of what
he imitated. “We’ve got three cartridges. Bus$ i dead shot. Couldn’t miss it. It's got away
with three of our dogs, an’ we oughter put a stojp.t What d’'ye say?”

Henry nodded his consent. Bill cautiously slippieel gun from under the sled-lashing. The
gun was on the way to his shoulder, but it nevétigere. For in that instant the she-wolf
leaped sidewise from the trail into the clump afusie trees and disappeared.

The two men looked at each other. Henry whistbed)land comprehendingly.

“I might have knowed it,” Bill chided himself alowas he replaced the gun. “Of course a wolf
that knows enough to come in with the dogs at fédane, 'd know all about shooting-irons. |
tell you right now, Henry, that critter's the causeall our trouble. We’d have six dogs at the
present time, 'stead of three, if it wasn’t for hém’ | tell you right now, Henry, I'm goin’ to
get her. She’s too smart to be shot in the ofgart.I'm goin’ to lay for her. I'll bushwhack

her as sure as my name is Bill.”

“You needn'’t stray off too far in doin’ it,” his per admonished. “If that pack ever starts to
jump you, them three cartridges’d be wuth no motkiee whoops in hell. Them animals is
damn hungry, an’ once they start in, they’ll sue¢ ypu, Bill.”

They camped early that night. Three dogs coulddrag the sled so fast nor for so long hours
as could six, and they were showing unmistakalgiessof playing out. And the men went
early to bed, Bill first seeing to it that the dogsre tied out of gnawing-reach of one another.

But the wolves were growing bolder, and the merevegoused more than once from their
sleep. So near did the wolves approach, thataye decame frantic with terror, and it was
necessary to replenish the fire from time to timerder to keep the adventurous marauders at
safer distance.

“I've hearn sailors talk of sharks followin’ a skifill remarked, as he crawled back into the
blankets after one such replenishing of the fit&ell, them wolves is land sharks. They know
their business better’n we do, an’ they ain’t adin@lour trail this way for their health. They're
goin’ to get us. They’re sure goin’ to get us, Heh

“They’ve half got you a’ready, a-talkin’ like thatlenry retorted sharply. “A man’s half
licked when he says he is. An’ you're half eatemf the way you’re goin’ on about it.”

“They’ve got away with better men than you an’ mifl answered.
“Oh, shet up your croakin’. You make me all-firged.”

Henry rolled over angrily on his side, but was sisgx that Bill made no similar display of
temper. This was not Bill's way, for he was easihgered by sharp words. Henry thought
long over it before he went to sleep, and as hesicdy fluttered down and he dozed off, the
thought in his mind was: “There’s no mistakin’Bi)l's almighty blue. I'll have to cheer him
up to-morrow.”
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CHAPTER lll—THE HUNGER CRY

The day began auspiciously. They had lost no dagsg the night, and they swung out upon
the trail and into the silence, the darkness, hactold with spirits that were fairly light. Bill
seemed to have forgotten his forebodings of theipus night, and even waxed facetious with
the dogs when, at midday, they overturned the @ted bad piece of trail.

It was an awkward mix-up. The sled was upside damahjammed between a tree-trunk and a
huge rock, and they were forced to unharness tgs ithoorder to straighten out the tangle. The
two men were bent over the sled and trying to righthen Henry observed One Ear sidling
away.

“Here, you, One Ear!” he cried, straightening ug &mrning around on the dog.

But One Ear broke into a run across the snowraces trailing behind him. And there, out in
the snow of their back track, was the she-wolf iwgifor him. As he neared her, he became
suddenly cautious. He slowed down to an alertraimting walk and then stopped. He
regarded her carefully and dubiously, yet desihgfubhe seemed to smile at him, showing her
teeth in an ingratiating rather than a menacing.wélye moved toward him a few steps,
playfully, and then halted. One Ear drew nearenq &till alert and cautious, his tail and ears in
the air, his head held high.

He tried to sniff noses with her, but she retregiegifully and coyly. Every advance on his

part was accompanied by a corresponding retreaeppart. Step by step she was luring him
away from the security of his human companionsi@nce, as though a warning had in vague
ways flitted through his intelligence, he turned head and looked back at the overturned sled,
at his team-mates, and at the two men who wermgdt him.

But whatever idea was forming in his mind, wasigated by the she-wolf, who advanced
upon him, sniffed noses with him for a fleetingtar, and then resumed her coy retreat before
his renewed advances.

In the meantime, Bill had bethought himself of thike. But it was jammed beneath the
overturned sled, and by the time Henry had helpedid right the load, One Ear and the she-
wolf were too close together and the distance teatgo risk a shot.

Too late One Ear learned his mistake. Before ffa@ythe cause, the two men saw him turn
and start to run back toward them. Then, approgcéi right angles to the trail and cutting off
his retreat they saw a dozen wolves, lean and gaynding across the snow. On the instant,
the she-wolf's coyness and playfulness disappearéith a snarl she sprang upon One Ear.
He thrust her off with his shoulder, and, his ratreut off and still intent on regaining the sled,
he altered his course in an attempt to circle attdarit. More wolves were appearing every
moment and joining in the chase. The she-wolf aresleap behind One Ear and holding her
own.

“Where are you goin’?” Henry suddenly demandednigyis hand on his partner’s arm.

Bill shook it off. “I won't stand it,” he said. They ain’t a-goin’ to get any more of our dogs if
| can help it.”

Gun in hand, he plunged into the underbrush thatlithe side of the trail. His intention was
apparent enough. Taking the sled as the centteedfircle that One Ear was making, Bill
planned to tap that circle at a point in advanctefpursuit. With his rifle, in the broad
daylight, it might be possible for him to awe thelves and save the dog.

“Say, Bill'” Henry called after him. “Be carefulDon’t take no chances!”

Henry sat down on the sled and watched. Therenwtisng else for him to do. Bill had
already gone from sight; but now and again, appgand disappearing amongst the
underbrush and the scattered clumps of spruced tmuseen One Ear. Henry judged his case
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to be hopeless. The dog was thoroughly alivestdainger, but it was running on the outer
circle while the wolf-pack was running on the ina@d shorter circle. It was vain to think of
One Ear so outdistancing his pursuers as to bet@lolat across their circle in advance of them
and to regain the sled.

The different lines were rapidly approaching a poisomewhere out there in the snow,
screened from his sight by trees and thickets, yHkenew that the wolf-pack, One Ear, and Bill
were coming together. All too quickly, far moreiakly than he had expected, it happened. He
heard a shot, then two shots, in rapid succesammhhe knew that Bill's ammunition was

gone. Then he heard a great outcry of snarls alpsy He recognised One Ear’s yell of pain
and terror, and he heard a wolf-cry that bespasieieken animal. And that was all. The

snarls ceased. The yelping died away. Silentkedatown again over the lonely land.

He sat for a long while upon the sled. There waseed for him to go and see what had
happened. He knew it as though it had taken glatare his eyes. Once, he roused with a
start and hastily got the axe out from undernda¢Hashings. But for some time longer he sat
and brooded, the two remaining dogs crouching eerdliling at his feet.

At last he arose in a weary manner, as thouglalidsilience had gone out of his body, and
proceeded to fasten the dogs to the sled. He ghassmpoe over his shoulder, a man-trace, and
pulled with the dogs. He did not go far. At thivstfhint of darkness he hastened to make a
camp, and he saw to it that he had a generousysapfitewood. He fed the dogs, cooked and
ate his supper, and made his bed close to the fire.

But he was not destined to enjoy that bed. Bdfiw®yes closed the wolves had drawn too
near for safety. It no longer required an effdrthe vision to see them. They were all about
him and the fire, in a narrow circle, and he cadée them plainly in the firelight lying down,
sitting up, crawling forward on their bellies, dinking back and forth. They even slept. Here
and there he could see one curled up in the srk@naldog, taking the sleep that was now
denied himself.

He kept the fire brightly blazing, for he knew thizdlone intervened between the flesh of his
body and their hungry fangs. His two dogs stayesecby him, one on either side, leaning
against him for protection, crying and whimperiagd at times snarling desperately when a
wolf approached a little closer than usual. Attrsawments, when his dogs snarled, the whole
circle would be agitated, the wolves coming torteet and pressing tentatively forward, a
chorus of snarls and eager yelps rising about Aileen the circle would lie down again, and
here and there a wolf would resume its broken nap.

But this circle had a continuous tendency to dmrawgon him. Bit by bit, an inch at a time,
with here a wolf bellying forward, and there a wiodilying forward, the circle would narrow
until the brutes were almost within springing di&te. Then he would seize brands from the
fire and hurl them into the pack. A hasty drawragk always resulted, accompanied by angry
yelps and frightened snarls when a well-aimed bsinetk and scorched a too daring animal.

Morning found the man haggard and worn, wide-eyethfwant of sleep. He cooked breakfast
in the darkness, and at nine o’clock, when, withabming of daylight, the wolf-pack drew
back, he set about the task he had planned thittveglong hours of the night. Chopping down
young saplings, he made them cross-bars of a sg¢&iydashing them high up to the trunks of
standing trees. Using the sled-lashing for a megpxope, and with the aid of the dogs, he
hoisted the coffin to the top of the scaffold.

“They got Bill, an’ they may get me, but they’llreunever get you, young man,” he said,
addressing the dead body in its tree-sepulchre.

Then he took the trail, the lightened sled boundilopg behind the willing dogs; for they, too,
knew that safety lay open in the gaining of Forit®dicry. The wolves were now more open in
their pursuit, trotting sedately behind and rangatang on either side, their red tongues lolling
out, their lean sides showing the undulating rilith wvery movement. They were very lean,
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mere skin-bags stretched over bony frames, withgstifor muscles—so lean that Henry found
it in his mind to marvel that they still kept théet and did not collapse forthright in the snow.

He did not dare travel until dark. At midday, oofy did the sun warm the southern horizon,
but it even thrust its upper rim, pale and golddgve the sky-line. He received it as a sign.
The days were growing longer. The sun was retgrnBut scarcely had the cheer of its light
departed, than he went into camp. There weresstéral hours of grey daylight and sombre
twilight, and he utilised them in chopping an enous supply of fire-wood.

With night came horror. Not only were the starwnglves growing bolder, but lack of sleep
was telling upon Henry. He dozed despite himsetfuching by the fire, the blankets about his
shoulders, the axe between his knees, and on sitteen dog pressing close against him. He
awoke once and saw in front of him, not a dozehdeay, a big grey wolf, one of the largest
of the pack. And even as he looked, the brutddediely stretched himself after the manner of
a lazy dog, yawning full in his face and lookingoapghim with a possessive eye, as if, in truth,
he were merely a delayed meal that was soon tates.e

This certitude was shown by the whole pack. Falcore he could count, staring hungrily at
him or calmly sleeping in the snow. They reminted of children gathered about a spread
table and awaiting permission to begin to eat. Aadvas the food they were to eat! He
wondered how and when the meal would begin.

As he piled wood on the fire he discovered an apatien of his own body which he had never
felt before. He watched his moving muscles andin@sested in the cunning mechanism of
his fingers. By the light of the fire he crooked fingers slowly and repeatedly now one at a
time, now all together, spreading them wide or mglquick gripping movements. He studied
the nail-formation, and prodded the finger-tipswrsharply, and again softly, gauging the
while the nerve-sensations produced. It fascinhiex] and he grew suddenly fond of this
subtle flesh of his that worked so beautifully anaoothly and delicately. Then he would cast
a glance of fear at the wolf-circle drawn expedtaabout him, and like a blow the realisation
would strike him that this wonderful body of hiki4 living flesh, was no more than so much
meat, a quest of ravenous animals, to be torn lastied by their hungry fangs, to be
sustenance to them as the moose and the rabhaftesxdbeen sustenance to him.

He came out of a doze that was half nightmaregéatise red-hued she-wolf before him. She
was not more than half a dozen feet away sittinfpegnsnow and wistfully regarding him. The
two dogs were whimpering and snarling at his fieet,she took no notice of them. She was
looking at the man, and for some time he returrexddok. There was nothing threatening
about her. She looked at him merely with a graatfuiness, but he knew it to be the
wistfulness of an equally great hunger. He waddbd, and the sight of him excited in her the
gustatory sensations. Her mouth opened, the sédo@ed forth, and she licked her chops
with the pleasure of anticipation.

A spasm of fear went through him. He reached lyasti a brand to throw at her. But even as
he reached, and before his fingers had closedeomissile, she sprang back into safety; and he
knew that she was used to having things throwreat Bhe had snarled as she sprang away,
baring her white fangs to their roots, all her wiktess vanishing, being replaced by a
carnivorous malignity that made him shudder. Hangéd at the hand that held the brand,
noticing the cunning delicacy of the fingers thapged it, how they adjusted themselves to all
the inequalities of the surface, curling over ander and about the rough wood, and one little
finger, too close to the burning portion of thermasensitively and automatically writhing

back from the hurtful heat to a cooler grippinggalaand in the same instant he seemed to see a
vision of those same sensitive and delicate fingemsg crushed and torn by the white teeth of
the she-wolf. Never had he been so fond of thdylwd his as now when his tenure of it was

SO precarious.

All night, with burning brands, he fought off tharigry pack. When he dozed despite himself,
the whimpering and snarling of the dogs aroused horning came, but for the first time the
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light of day failed to scatter the wolves. The maamted in vain for them to go. They
remained in a circle about him and his fire, digjplg an arrogance of possession that shook his
courage born of the morning light.

He made one desperate attempt to pull out on &ile But the moment he left the protection of
the fire, the boldest wolf leaped for him, but ledshort. He saved himself by springing back,
the jaws snapping together a scant six inches farthigh. The rest of the pack was now up
and surging upon him, and a throwing of firebrandst and left was necessary to drive them
back to a respectful distance.

Even in the daylight he did not dare leave thetfirehop fresh wood. Twenty feet away
towered a huge dead spruce. He spent half thextapding his campfire to the tree, at any
moment a half dozen burning faggots ready at harfichg at his enemies. Once at the tree, he
studied the surrounding forest in order to fell tiee in the direction of the most firewood.

The night was a repetition of the night before esthat the need for sleep was becoming
overpowering. The snarling of his dogs was losie@fficacy. Besides, they were snarling all
the time, and his benumbed and drowsy senses gerdook note of changing pitch and
intensity. He awoke with a start. The she-wolbwess than a yard from him. Mechanically,
at short range, without letting go of it, he thragirand full into her open and snarling mouth.
She sprang away, yelling with pain, and while haktdelight in the smell of burning flesh and
hair, he watched her shaking her head and growliaghfully a score of feet away.

But this time, before he dozed again, he tied aibgrpine-knot to his right hand. His eyes
were closed but few minutes when the burn of tamé on his flesh awakened him. For
several hours he adhered to this programme. Hireeyhe was thus awakened he drove back
the wolves with flying brands, replenished the,faed rearranged the pine-knot on his hand.
All worked well, but there came a time when hedastl the pine-knot insecurely. As his eyes
closed it fell away from his hand.

He dreamed. It seemed to him that he was in FoGiry. It was warm and comfortable, and
he was playing cribbage with the Factor. Alsesgiémed to him that the fort was besieged by
wolves. They were howling at the very gates, andetimes he and the Factor paused from
the game to listen and laugh at the futile effoftthe wolves to get in. And then, so strange
was the dream, there was a crash. The door wasdpen. He could see the wolves flooding
into the big living-room of the fort. They werealging straight for him and the Factor. With
the bursting open of the door, the noise of thewlng had increased tremendously. This
howling now bothered him. His dream was merginig something else—he knew not what;
but through it all, following him, persisted thewimg.

And then he awoke to find the howling real. Thees a great snarling and yelping. The
wolves were rushing him. They were all about hind apon him. The teeth of one had closed
upon his arm. Instinctively he leaped into the,feind as he leaped, he felt the sharp slash of
teeth that tore through the flesh of his leg. Thegan a fire fight. His stout mittens
temporarily protected his hands, and he scoopedcibals into the air in all directions, until the
campfire took on the semblance of a volcano.

But it could not last long. His face was blistgrin the heat, his eyebrows and lashes were
singed off, and the heat was becoming unbearabisti@et. With a flaming brand in each
hand, he sprang to the edge of the fire. The veohaal been driven back. On every side,
wherever the live coals had fallen, the snow waalisig, and every little while a retiring wolf,
with wild leap and snort and snarl, announced dhatsuch live coal had been stepped upon.

Flinging his brands at the nearest of his enentiresmnan thrust his smouldering mittens into
the snow and stamped about to cool his feet. wisdogs were missing, and he well knew that
they had served as a course in the protractedwieeh had begun days before with Fatty, the
last course of which would likely be himself in ttigys to follow.
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“You ain’t got me yet!” he cried, savagely shakimg fist at the hungry beasts; and at the
sound of his voice the whole circle was agitathdre was a general snarl, and the she-wolf slid
up close to him across the snow and watched hiim hwihgry wistfulness.

He set to work to carry out a new idea that hadectorhim. He extended the fire into a large
circle. Inside this circle he crouched, his slagmutfit under him as a protection against the
melting snow. When he had thus disappeared witisishelter of flame, the whole pack came
curiously to the rim of the fire to see what haddree of him. Hitherto they had been denied
access to the fire, and they now settled downalose-drawn circle, like so many dogs,
blinking and yawning and stretching their lean lesdn the unaccustomed warmth. Then the
she-wolf sat down, pointed her nose at a starpagan to howl. One by one the wolves joined
her, till the whole pack, on haunches, with nos@atpd skyward, was howling its hunger cry.

Dawn came, and daylight. The fire was burning Iovne fuel had run out, and there was need
to get more. The man attempted to step out ofifate of flame, but the wolves surged to
meet him. Burning brands made them spring asigiethiey no longer sprang back. In vain he
strove to drive them back. As he gave up and desinbside his circle, a wolf leaped for him,
missed, and landed with all four feet in the codisried out with terror, at the same time
snarling, and scrambled back to cool its paws énstimow.

The man sat down on his blankets in a crouchingipos His body leaned forward from the
hips. His shoulders, relaxed and drooping, andh&&l on his knees advertised that he had
given up the struggle. Now and again he raisethdsdsl to note the dying down of the fire.
The circle of flame and coals was breaking intavsegts with openings in between. These
openings grew in size, the segments diminished.

“l guess you can come an’ get me any time,” he machb“Anyway, I'm goin’ to sleep.”

Once he awakened, and in an opening in the colglectly in front of him, he saw the she-wolf
gazing at him.

Again he awakened, a little later, though it seemaat's to him. A mysterious change had
taken place—so mysterious a change that he wagetiodader awake. Something had
happened. He could not understand at first. Tleediscovered it. The wolves were gone.
Remained only the trampled snow to show how clogedy had pressed him. Sleep was
welling up and gripping him again, his head wagkigigg down upon his knees, when he roused
with a sudden start.

There were cries of men, and churn of sleds, thaking of harnesses, and the eager
whimpering of straining dogs. Four sleds pulledrom the river bed to the camp among the
trees. Half a dozen men were about the man whachewl in the centre of the dying fire.
They were shaking and prodding him into consciosisnéle looked at them like a drunken
man and maundered in strange, sleepy speech.

“Red she-wolf. . . . Come in with the dogs at feétime. . . . First she ate the dog-food. . . .
Then she ate the dogs. . . . An’ after that sh&dle . .”

“Where’s Lord Alfred?” one of the men bellowed iis lear, shaking him roughly.
He shook his head slowly. “No, she didn’t eat him. He’s roostin’ in a tree at the last camp.”
“Dead?” the man shouted.

“An’ in a box,” Henry answered. He jerked his slu@u petulantly away from the grip of his
guestioner. “Say, you lemme alone. . . . I'm jgsimp tuckered out. . . . Goo’ night,
everybody.”

His eyes fluttered and went shut. His chin fetifard on his chest. And even as they eased
him down upon the blankets his snores were rismthe frosty air.
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But there was another sound. Far and faint it wethie remote distance, the cry of the hungry
wolf-pack as it took the trail of other meat the tman it had just missed.

PART I

CHAPTER |—THE BATTLE OF THE FANGS

It was the she-wolf who had first caught the soohihen’s voices and the whining of the sled-
dogs; and it was the she-wolf who was first torspaway from the cornered man in his circle
of dying flame. The pack had been loath to fordwgokill it had hunted down, and it lingered
for several minutes, making sure of the sounds tlagul it, too, sprang away on the trail made
by the she-wolf.

Running at the forefront of the pack was a larggygvol—one of its several leaders. It was
he who directed the pack’s course on the heelseo$he-wolf. It was he who snarled
warningly at the younger members of the pack @ah&d at them with his fangs when they
ambitiously tried to pass him. And it was he whoreased the pace when he sighted the she-
wolf, now trotting slowly across the snow.

She dropped in alongside by him, as though it mereappointed position, and took the pace of
the pack. He did not snarl at her, nor show heghtewhen any leap of hers chanced to put her
in advance of him. On the contrary, he seemedxitidposed toward her—too kindly to suit
her, for he was prone to run near to her, and viteeran too near it was she who snarled and
showed her teeth. Nor was she above slashindhbidder sharply on occasion. At such times
he betrayed no anger. He merely sprang to theasidean stiffly ahead for several awkward
leaps, in carriage and conduct resembling an abdashentry swain.

This was his one trouble in the running of the pdck she had other troubles. On her other
side ran a gaunt old wolf, grizzled and marked wheh scars of many battles. He ran always
on her right side. The fact that he had but oree agd that the left eye, might account for this.
He, also, was addicted to crowding her, to veetingard her till his scarred muzzle touched
her body, or shoulder, or neck. As with the rugmmate on the left, she repelled these
attentions with her teeth; but when both bestowed &attentions at the same time she was
roughly jostled, being compelled, with quick sn&pgither side, to drive both lovers away and
at the same time to maintain her forward leap thithpack and see the way of her feet before
her. At such times her running mates flashed tieeith and growled threateningly across at
each other. They might have fought, but even wgaimd its rivalry waited upon the more
pressing hunger-need of the pack.

After each repulse, when the old wolf sheered abravay from the sharp-toothed object of
his desire, he shouldered against a young threeefgdhat ran on his blind right side. This
young wolf had attained his full size; and, consitgthe weak and famished condition of the
pack, he possessed more than the average vigowpaitd Nevertheless, he ran with his head
even with the shoulder of his one-eyed elder. Wierentured to run abreast of the older
wolf (which was seldom), a snarl and a snap sentldack even with the shoulder again.
Sometimes, however, he dropped cautiously and glbehind and edged in between the old
leader and the she-wolf. This was doubly resergeeh) triply resented. When she snarled her
displeasure, the old leader would whirl on theghyear-old. Sometimes she whirled with

him. And sometimes the young leader on the leftledh, too.

At such times, confronted by three sets of savagth} the young wolf stopped precipitately,
throwing himself back on his haunches, with forgslstiff, mouth menacing, and mane
bristling. This confusion in the front of the mogipack always caused confusion in the rear.
The wolves behind collided with the young wolf amgressed their displeasure by
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administering sharp nips on his hind-legs and #anle was laying up trouble for himself, for
lack of food and short tempers went together; bth tihe boundless faith of youth he persisted
in repeating the manoeuvre every little while, thloit never succeeded in gaining anything for
him but discomfiture.

Had there been food, love-making and fighting wdwdgte gone on apace, and the pack-
formation would have been broken up. But the sibneof the pack was desperate. It was lean
with long-standing hunger. It ran below its ordinapeed. At the rear limped the weak
members, the very young and the very old. At thatfwere the strongest. Yet all were more
like skeletons than full-bodied wolves. Nevertlsslewith the exception of the ones that
limped, the movements of the animals were effasthe®d tireless. Their stringy muscles
seemed founts of inexhaustible energy. Behindyesteel-like contraction of a muscle, lay
another steel-like contraction, and another, aradrean, apparently without end.

They ran many miles that day. They ran througmight. And the next day found them still
running. They were running over the surface ofoaldvfrozen and dead. No life stirred. They
alone moved through the vast inertness. They al@are alive, and they sought for other
things that were alive in order that they might@ewthem and continue to live.

They crossed low divides and ranged a dozen sitnedlras in a lower-lying country before
their quest was rewarded. Then they came uponendosvas a big bull they first found.

Here was meat and life, and it was guarded by n&tenipus fires nor flying missiles of flame.
Splay hoofs and palmated antlers they knew, andftheg their customary patience and
caution to the wind. It was a brief fight and éer The big bull was beset on every side. He
ripped them open or split their skulls with shreydfiven blows of his great hoofs. He
crushed them and broke them on his large hornsst&feped them into the snow under him in
the wallowing struggle. But he was foredoomed, la@avent down with the she-wolf tearing
savagely at his throat, and with other teeth figedrywhere upon him, devouring him alive,
before ever his last struggles ceased or his Esade had been wrought.

There was food in plenty. The bull weighed ovghéhundred pounds—fully twenty pounds
of meat per mouth for the forty-odd wolves of tlaek But if they could fast prodigiously,
they could feed prodigiously, and soon a few socadtbones were all that remained of the
splendid live brute that had faced the pack a feur& before.

There was now much resting and sleeping. Withstalimachs, bickering and quarrelling
began among the younger males, and this contirtueddh the few days that followed before
the breaking-up of the pack. The famine was ovére wolves were now in the country of
game, and though they still hunted in pack, thaytéd more cautiously, cutting out heavy
cows or crippled old bulls from the small mooseesethey ran across.

There came a day, in this land of plenty, whenatb#-pack split in half and went in different
directions. The she-wolf, the young leader onléiy and the one-eyed elder on her right, led
their half of the pack down to the Mackenzie Riaad across into the lake country to the east.
Each day this remnant of the pack dwindled. Twavixy, male and female, the wolves were
deserting. Occasionally a solitary male was drieenby the sharp teeth of his rivals. In the
end there remained only four: the she-wolf, thengpleader, the one-eyed one, and the
ambitious three-year-old.

The she-wolf had by now developed a ferocious tempker three suitors all bore the marks of
her teeth. Yet they never replied in kind, nevefledded themselves against her. They turned
their shoulders to her most savage slashes, ahdwaigging tails and mincing steps strove to
placate her wrath. But if they were all mildnessdrd her, they were all fierceness toward one
another. The three-year-old grew too ambitiousisnfierceness. He caught the one-eyed elder
on his blind side and ripped his ear into ribbombBough the grizzled old fellow could see only
on one side, against the youth and vigour of therdte brought into play the wisdom of long
years of experience. His lost eye and his scamezizle bore evidence to the nature of his
experience. He had survived too many battles to ldeubt for a moment about what to do.
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The battle began fairly, but it did not end fairlyhere was no telling what the outcome would
have been, for the third wolf joined the elder, &ogkther, old leader and young leader, they
attacked the ambitious three-year-old and procetmlddstroy him. He was beset on either
side by the merciless fangs of his erstwhile comsad~orgotten were the days they had hunted
together, the game they had pulled down, the fathieg had suffered. That business was a
thing of the past. The business of love was atithagver a sterner and crueller business than
that of food-getting.

And in the meanwhile, the she-wolf, the cause afljtsat down contentedly on her haunches
and watched. She was even pleased. This wasferahd it came not often—when manes
bristled, and fang smote fang or ripped and toeeytblding flesh, all for the possession of her.

And in the business of love the three-year-old, Wwad made this his first adventure upon it,
yielded up his life. On either side of his bodya&t his two rivals. They were gazing at the she
-wolf, who sat smiling in the snow. But the eltlader was wise, very wise, in love even as in
battle. The younger leader turned his head todigkound on his shoulder. The curve of his
neck was turned toward his rival. With his one theselder saw the opportunity. He darted in
low and closed with his fangs. It was a long, imgpslash, and deep as well. His teeth, in
passing, burst the wall of the great vein of tiredh Then he leaped clear.

The young leader snarled terribly, but his snavkbrmidmost into a tickling cough. Bleeding

and coughing, already stricken, he sprang at ther @ind fought while life faded from him, his
legs going weak beneath him, the light of day dglion his eyes, his blows and springs falling
shorter and shorter.

And all the while the she-wolf sat on her haundcires smiled. She was made glad in vague
ways by the battle, for this was the love-makinghef Wild, the sex-tragedy of the natural
world that was tragedy only to those that died.tAase that survived it was not tragedy, but
realisation and achievement.

When the young leader lay in the snow and movethoie, One Eye stalked over to the she-
wolf. His carriage was one of mingled triumph aadition. He was plainly expectant of a
rebuff, and he was just as plainly surprised whemtéeth did not flash out at him in anger.
For the first time she met him with a kindly mann&he sniffed noses with him, and even
condescended to leap about and frisk and playhmthin quite puppyish fashion. And he, for
all his grey years and sage experience, behavéel agipuppyishly and even a little more
foolishly.

Forgotten already were the vanquished rivals aadave-tale red-written on the snow.
Forgotten, save once, when old One Eye stoppea imoment to lick his stiffening wounds.
Then it was that his lips half writhed into a sparid the hair of his neck and shoulders
involuntarily bristled, while he half crouched faispring, his claws spasmodically clutching
into the snow-surface for firmer footing. But igvall forgotten the next moment, as he sprang
after the she-wolf, who was coyly leading him asghthrough the woods.

After that they ran side by side, like good friemd® have come to an understanding. The
days passed by, and they kept together, huntingrtteat and killing and eating it in common.
After a time the she-wolf began to grow restleShe seemed to be searching for something
that she could not find. The hollows under falleses seemed to attract her, and she spent
much time nosing about among the larger snow-mitedices in the rocks and in the caves of
overhanging banks. Old One Eye was not interestedl, but he followed her good-naturedly
in her quest, and when her investigations in paldicplaces were unusually protracted, he
would lie down and wait until she was ready to go o

They did not remain in one place, but travelledasrcountry until they regained the
Mackenzie River, down which they slowly went, leayit often to hunt game along the small
streams that entered it, but always returning &g#in. Sometimes they chanced upon other
wolves, usually in pairs; but there was no frieneis of intercourse displayed on either side,
no gladness at meeting, no desire to return tpdck-formation. Several times they
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encountered solitary wolves. These were alwayesaind they were pressingly insistent on
joining with One Eye and his mate. This he ressbraed when she stood shoulder to shoulder
with him, bristling and showing her teeth, the asgi solitary ones would back off, turn-tail,
and continue on their lonely way.

One moonlight night, running through the quiet &y®ne Eye suddenly halted. His muzzle
went up, his tail stiffened, and his nostrils s he scented the air. One foot also he held
up, after the manner of a dog. He was not satiséied he continued to smell the air, striving
to understand the message borne upon it to hine dareless sniff had satisfied his mate, and
she trotted on to reassure him. Though he follolgrd he was still dubious, and he could not
forbear an occasional halt in order more carefualgtudy the warning.

She crept out cautiously on the edge of a large space in the midst of the trees. For some
time she stood alone. Then One Eye, creeping @vding, every sense on the alert, every
hair radiating infinite suspicion, joined her. Vt&ood side by side, watching and listening
and smelling.

To their ears came the sounds of dogs wranglingsaufiling, the guttural cries of men, the
sharper voices of scolding women, and once thd ahd plaintive cry of a child. With the
exception of the huge bulks of the skin-lodge#ielitould be seen save the flames of the fire,
broken by the movements of intervening bodies,thedsmoke rising slowly on the quiet air.
But to their nostrils came the myriad smells ofragian camp, carrying a story that was largely
incomprehensible to One Eye, but every detail attvithe she-wolf knew.

She was strangely stirred, and sniffed and sniffitd an increasing delight. But old One Eye
was doubtful. He betrayed his apprehension, aartest tentatively to go. She turned and
touched his neck with her muzzle in a reassuring, Ween regarded the camp again. A new
wistfulness was in her face, but it was not thefwisess of hunger. She was thrilling to a
desire that urged her to go forward, to be in g¢losehat fire, to be squabbling with the dogs,
and to be avoiding and dodging the stumbling féeten.

One Eye moved impatiently beside her; her unresiedaack upon her, and she knew again her
pressing need to find the thing for which she dsadc She turned and trotted back into the
forest, to the great relief of One Eye, who trotéddtle to the fore until they were well within
the shelter of the trees.

As they slid along, noiseless as shadows, in thentight, they came upon a run-way. Both
noses went down to the footprints in the snow. s€hieotprints were very fresh. One Eye ran
ahead cautiously, his mate at his heels. The hpadd of their feet were spread wide and in
contact with the snow were like velvet. One Eyegtd sight of a dim movement of white in
the midst of the white. His sliding gait had beeteptively swift, but it was as nothing to the
speed at which he now ran. Before him was bountiadaint patch of white he had
discovered.

They were running along a narrow alley flanked heg side by a growth of young spruce.
Through the trees the mouth of the alley coulddensopening out on a moonlit glade. Old
One Eye was rapidly overhauling the fleeing shdpehite. Bound by bound he gained. Now
he was upon it. One leap more and his teeth wioeilsinking into it. But that leap was never
made. High in the air, and straight up, soarectape of white, now a struggling snowshoe
rabbit that leaped and bounded, executing a faot@ahce there above him in the air and never
once returning to earth.

One Eye sprang back with a snort of sudden fritjety shrank down to the snow and
crouched, snarling threats at this thing of feadidenot understand. But the she-wolf coolly
thrust past him. She poised for a moment, theangpfor the dancing rabbit. She, too, soared
high, but not so high as the quarry, and her telgtpbed emptily together with a metallic snap.
She made another leap, and another.
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Her mate had slowly relaxed from his crouch and wakching her. He now evinced
displeasure at her repeated failures, and himsatiena mighty spring upward. His teeth closed
upon the rabbit, and he bore it back to earth With. But at the same time there was a
suspicious crackling movement beside him, and $t@éshed eye saw a young spruce sapling
bending down above him to strike him. His jawsgettheir grip, and he leaped backward to
escape this strange danger, his lips drawn baaok ffrie fangs, his throat snarling, every hair
bristling with rage and fright. And in that momehe sapling reared its slender length upright
and the rabbit soared dancing in the air again.

The she-wolf was angry. She sank her fangs intertae’s shoulder in reproof; and he,
frightened, unaware of what constituted this newlaught, struck back ferociously and in still
greater fright, ripping down the side of the shdfiwanuzzle. For him to resent such reproof
was equally unexpected to her, and she spranghippm snarling indignation. Then he
discovered his mistake and tried to placate hext sBe proceeded to punish him roundly, until
he gave over all attempts at placation, and whireaicircle, his head away from her, his
shoulders receiving the punishment of her teeth.

In the meantime the rabbit danced above them iitheThe she-wolf sat down in the snow,
and old One Eye, now more in fear of his mate thfahe mysterious sapling, again sprang for
the rabbit. As he sank back with it between hetiiehe kept his eye on the sapling. As before,
it followed him back to earth. He crouched downdemthe impending blow, his hair bristling,
but his teeth still keeping tight hold of the rabbBut the blow did not fall. The sapling
remained bent above him. When he moved it mowvadi ha growled at it through his clenched
jaws; when he remained still, it remained stillddre concluded it was safer to continue
remaining still. Yet the warm blood of the rabtaisted good in his mouth.

It was his mate who relieved him from the quandanyhich he found himself. She took the
rabbit from him, and while the sapling swayed a®tdred threateningly above her she calmly
gnawed off the rabbit’'s head. At once the sapdingt up, and after that gave no more trouble,
remaining in the decorous and perpendicular pasitiovhich nature had intended it to grow.
Then, between them, the she-wolf and One Eye deddalie game which the mysterious
sapling had caught for them.

There were other run-ways and alleys where ral@te hanging in the air, and the wolf-pair
prospected them all, the she-wolf leading the wlyOne Eye following and observant,
learning the method of robbing snares—a knowledggtined to stand him in good stead in the
days to come.

CHAPTER II—THE LAIR

For two days the she-wolf and One Eye hung abaulrttian camp. He was worried and
apprehensive, yet the camp lured his mate and abdoath to depart. But when, one morning,
the air was rent with the report of a rifle closdnand, and a bullet smashed against a tree trunk
several inches from One Eye’s head, they hesitadenore, but went off on a long, swinging
lope that put quick miles between them and the eang

They did not go far—a couple of days’ journey. HEhe-wolf's need to find the thing for
which she searched had now become imperative wabeaetting very heavy, and could run
but slowly. Once, in the pursuit of a rabbit, whihe ordinarily would have caught with ease,
she gave over and lay down and rested. One Eye taher; but when he touched her neck
gently with his muzzle she snapped at him with syalk fierceness that he tumbled over
backward and cut a ridiculous figure in his efforescape her teeth. Her temper was now
shorter than ever; but he had become more pahantéver and more solicitous.

And then she found the thing for which she sougdtivas a few miles up a small stream that in
the summer time flowed into the Mackenzie, but thah was frozen over and frozen down to
its rocky bottom—a dead stream of solid white fremource to mouth. The she-wolf was
trotting wearily along, her mate well in advancéen she came upon the overhanging, high
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clay-bank. She turned aside and trotted over tdlie wear and tear of spring storms and
melting snows had underwashed the bank and in lage pad made a small cave out of a
narrow fissure.

She paused at the mouth of the cave and lookeddh@ver carefully. Then, on one side and
the other, she ran along the base of the wall terevits abrupt bulk merged from the softer-
lined landscape. Returning to the cave, she ehtes@arrow mouth. For a short three feet she
was compelled to crouch, then the walls widenedrasd higher in a little round chamber
nearly six feet in diameter. The roof barely obebher head. It was dry and cosey. She
inspected it with painstaking care, while One Byleo had returned, stood in the entrance and
patiently watched her. She dropped her head, watmose to the ground and directed toward a
point near to her closely bunched feet, and aralisdoint she circled several times; then,

with a tired sigh that was almost a grunt, sheecuher body in, relaxed her legs, and dropped
down, her head toward the entrance. One Eye,puithted, interested ears, laughed at her, and
beyond, outlined against the white light, she cadd the brush of his tail waving good-
naturedly. Her own ears, with a snuggling movemland their sharp points backward and
down against the head for a moment, while her mop#ned and her tongue lolled peaceably
out, and in this way she expressed that she wasgideand satisfied.

One Eye was hungry. Though he lay down in theaecte and slept, his sleep was fitful. He
kept awaking and cocking his ears at the brightdwarthout, where the April sun was blazing
across the snow. When he dozed, upon his earslwtedl the faint whispers of hidden
trickles of running water, and he would rouse asigh intently. The sun had come back, and
all the awakening Northland world was calling tenhiLife was stirring. The feel of spring
was in the air, the feel of growing life under 8mw, of sap ascending in the trees, of buds
bursting the shackles of the frost.

He cast anxious glances at his mate, but she showvddsire to get up. He looked outside,
and half a dozen snow-birds fluttered across kid fof vision. He started to get up, then
looked back to his mate again, and settled dowrdaadd. A shrill and minute singing stole
upon his heating. Once, and twice, he sleepilghed his nose with his paw. Then he woke
up. There, buzzing in the air at the tip of his&owas a lone mosquito. It was a full-grown
mosquito, one that had lain frozen in a dry lognatiter and that had now been thawed out by
the sun. He could resist the call of the worldorger. Besides, he was hungry.

He crawled over to his mate and tried to persuadedget up. But she only snarled at him,
and he walked out alone into the bright sunshirfentbthe snow-surface soft under foot and

the travelling difficult. He went up the frozendbef the stream, where the snow, shaded by the
trees, was yet hard and crystalline. He was gaid bours, and he came back through the
darkness hungrier than when he had started. Hélad game, but he had not caught it. He
had broken through the melting snow crust, andomadtl, while the snowshoe rabbits had
skimmed along on top lightly as ever.

He paused at the mouth of the cave with a suddecksbf suspicion. Faint, strange sounds
came from within. They were sounds not made byrtate, and yet they were remotely
familiar. He bellied cautiously inside and was gt warning snarl from the she-wolf. This
he received without perturbation, though he obeybd keeping his distance; but he remained
interested in the other sounds—faint, muffled sngbiand slubberings.

His mate warned him irritably away, and he curlpdand slept in the entrance. When morning
came and a dim light pervaded the lair, he agauglsoafter the source of the remotely familiar
sounds. There was a new note in his mate’s wasnag. It was a jealous note, and he was
very careful in keeping a respectful distance. éftheless, he made out, sheltering between
her legs against the length of her body, five gfedlittle bundles of life, very feeble, very
helpless, making tiny whimpering noises, with etfes did not open to the light. He was
surprised. It was not the first time in his lomglasuccessful life that this thing had happened.
It had happened many times, yet each time it wdiseal a surprise as ever to him.
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His mate looked at him anxiously. Every little Wehshe emitted a low growl, and at times,
when it seemed to her he approached too nearyoé ghot up in her throat to a sharp snarl.
Of her own experience she had no memory of thgthappening; but in her instinct, which
was the experience of all the mothers of wolvesighurked a memory of fathers that had
eaten their new-born and helpless progeny. It fast@d itself as a fear strong within her, that
made her prevent One Eye from more closely inspgd¢kie cubs he had fathered.

But there was no danger. Old One Eye was feetiagitge of an impulse, that was, in turn, an
instinct that had come down to him from all then&as of wolves. He did not question it, nor
puzzle over it. It was there, in the fibre of hng; and it was the most natural thing in the
world that he should obey it by turning his backhimnew-born family and by trotting out and
away on the meat-trail whereby he lived.

Five or six miles from the lair, the stream divigdéd forks going off among the mountains at a
right angle. Here, leading up the left fork, heneaupon a fresh track. He smelled it and found
it so recent that he crouched swiftly, and lookethie direction in which it disappeared. Then
he turned deliberately and took the right fork.e Taotprint was much larger than the one his
own feet made, and he knew that in the wake of auchil there was little meat for him.

Half a mile up the right fork, his quick ears cautite sound of gnawing teeth. He stalked the
quarry and found it to be a porcupine, standinggippragainst a tree and trying his teeth on the
bark. One Eye approached carefully but hopeleddlyknew the breed, though he had never
met it so far north before; and never in his lafgtad porcupine served him for a meal. But
he had long since learned that there was sucmg &3 Chance, or Opportunity, and he
continued to draw near. There was never any ¢gelihat might happen, for with live things
events were somehow always happening differently.

The porcupine rolled itself into a ball, radiatiiogg, sharp needles in all directions that defied
attack. In his youth One Eye had once sniffedntear a similar, apparently inert ball of quills,
and had the tail flick out suddenly in his faceneQuill he had carried away in his muzzle,
where it had remained for weeks, a rankling flaomdil it finally worked out. So he lay down,
in a comfortable crouching position, his nose falfjoot away, and out of the line of the tail.
Thus he waited, keeping perfectly quiet. There m@gelling. Something might happen. The
porcupine might unroll. There might be opporturidy a deft and ripping thrust of paw into
the tender, unguarded belly.

But at the end of half an hour he arose, growleathwully at the motionless ball, and trotted
on. He had waited too often and futilely in thetgar porcupines to unroll, to waste any more
time. He continued up the right fork. The day &atong, and nothing rewarded his hunt.

The urge of his awakened instinct of fatherhood stemng upon him. He must find meat. In
the afternoon he blundered upon a ptarmigan. Hegaut of a thicket and found himself face
to face with the slow-witted bird. It was sittiog a log, not a foot beyond the end of his nose.
Each saw the other. The bird made a startledbigehe struck it with his paw, and smashed it
down to earth, then pounced upon it, and caughthiis teeth as it scuttled across the snow
trying to rise in the air again. As his teeth @iuwed through the tender flesh and fragile bones,
he began naturally to eat. Then he rememberedtamihg on the back-track, started for
home, carrying the ptarmigan in his mouth.

A mile above the forks, running velvet-footed asws custom, a gliding shadow that
cautiously prospected each new vista of the tnailcame upon later imprints of the large tracks
he had discovered in the early morning. As thekttad his way, he followed, prepared to
meet the maker of it at every turn of the stream.

He slid his head around a corner of rock, wher@bem unusually large bend in the stream,
and his quick eyes made out something that senttooching swiftly down. It was the maker
of the track, a large female lynx. She was crouglais he had crouched once that day, in front
of her the tight-rolled ball of quills. If he hd@en a gliding shadow before, he now became the
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ghost of such a shadow, as he crept and circlathdr@nd came up well to leeward of the
silent, motionless pair.

He lay down in the snow, depositing the ptarmigeside him, and with eyes peering through
the needles of a low-growing spruce he watcheglne of life before him—the waiting lynx
and the waiting porcupine, each intent on life;,ath was the curiousness of the game, the
way of life for one lay in the eating of the othand the way of life for the other lay in being
not eaten. While old One Eye, the wolf crouchimghie covert, played his part, too, in the
game, waiting for some strange freak of Chance rntight help him on the meat-trail which
was his way of life.

Half an hour passed, an hour; and nothing happemkd.balls of quills might have been a
stone for all it moved; the lynx might have beeyzémn to marble; and old One Eye might have
been dead. Yet all three animals were keyed émseness of living that was almost painful,
and scarcely ever would it come to them to be mbve than they were then in their seeming
petrifaction.

One Eye moved slightly and peered forth with insegbheagerness. Something was
happening. The porcupine had at last decidedtthahemy had gone away. Slowly,
cautiously, it was unrolling its ball of impregnaldrmour. It was agitated by no tremor of
anticipation. Slowly, slowly, the bristling baliraightened out and lengthened. One Eye
watching, felt a sudden moistness in his mouthaddboling of saliva, involuntary, excited by
the living meat that was spreading itself like past before him.

Not quite entirely had the porcupine unrolled witatiscovered its enemy. In that instant the
lynx struck. The blow was like a flash of lighthe paw, with rigid claws curving like talons,
shot under the tender belly and came back withiti Bpping movement. Had the porcupine
been entirely unrolled, or had it not discoverscememy a fraction of a second before the blow
was struck, the paw would have escaped unscathed; dide-flick of the tail sank sharp quills
into it as it was withdrawn.

Everything had happened at once—the blow, the eptbibw, the squeal of agony from the
porcupine, the big cat’s squall of sudden hurt astdnishment. One Eye half arose in his
excitement, his ears up, his tail straight out @nidering behind him. The lynx’s bad temper
got the best of her. She sprang savagely at thg that had hurt her. But the porcupine,
squealing and grunting, with disrupted anatomyntyyfieebly to roll up into its ball-protection,
flicked out its tail again, and again the big acaialed with hurt and astonishment. Then she
fell to backing away and sneezing, her nose hngtivith quills like a monstrous pin-cushion.
She brushed her nose with her paws, trying to dg@dahe fiery darts, thrust it into the snow,
and rubbed it against twigs and branches, anti@lliine leaping about, ahead, sidewise, up
and down, in a frenzy of pain and fright.

She sneezed continually, and her stub of a taildeasy its best toward lashing about by
giving quick, violent jerks. She quit her antiasd quieted down for a long minute. One Eye
watched. And even he could not repress a staraanvoluntary bristling of hair along his
back when she suddenly leaped, without warningigdit up in the air, at the same time
emitting a long and most terrible squall. Then spi@ng away, up the trail, squalling with
every leap she made.

It was not until her racket had faded away in tistathce and died out that One Eye ventured
forth. He walked as delicately as though all theve were carpeted with porcupine quills,
erect and ready to pierce the soft pads of his f€ke porcupine met his approach with a
furious squealing and a clashing of its long tedtlhad managed to roll up in a ball again, but
it was not quite the old compact ball; its muselese too much torn for that. It had been
ripped almost in half, and was still bleeding pswly.

One Eye scooped out mouthfuls of the blood-soaked sand chewed and tasted and
swallowed. This served as a relish, and his humgeeased mightily; but he was too old in the
world to forget his caution. He waited. He laywhoand waited, while the porcupine grated its
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teeth and uttered grunts and sobs and occasioaigl btile squeals. In a little while, One Eye
noticed that the quills were drooping and thateagquivering had set up. The quivering came
to an end suddenly. There was a final defianthctdghe long teeth. Then all the quills
drooped quite down, and the body relaxed and maweaore.

With a nervous, shrinking paw, One Eye stretchddimiporcupine to its full length and
turned it over on its back. Nothing had happenédas surely dead. He studied it intently for
a moment, then took a careful grip with his teett started off down the stream, partly
carrying, partly dragging the porcupine, with héaghed to the side so as to avoid stepping on
the prickly mass. He recollected something, drdgbe burden, and trotted back to where he
had left the ptarmigan. He did not hesitate a mamele knew clearly what was to be done,
and this he did by promptly eating the ptarmig@hen he returned and took up his burden.

When he dragged the result of his day’s hunt inkodave, the she-wolf inspected it, turned her
muzzle to him, and lightly licked him on the nedBut the next instant she was warning him
away from the cubs with a snarl that was less hdwah usual and that was more apologetic
than menacing. Her instinctive fear of the fatbielner progeny was toning down. He was
behaving as a wolf-father should, and manifestioginholy desire to devour the young lives
she had brought into the world.

CHAPTER Ill—THE GREY CUB

He was different from his brothers and sisterseiiThair already betrayed the reddish hue
inherited from their mother, the she-wolf; while &lene, in this particular, took after his
father. He was the one little grey cub of thestittHe had bred true to the straight wolf-
stock—in fact, he had bred true to old One Eye bifnphysically, with but a single exception,
and that was he had two eyes to his father’s one.

The grey cub’s eyes had not been open long, yeadyrhe could see with steady clearness.
And while his eyes were still closed, he had tekted, and smelled. He knew his two brothers
and his two sisters very well. He had begun topovith them in a feeble, awkward way, and
even to squabble, his little throat vibrating watlgqueer rasping noise (the forerunner of the
growl), as he worked himself into a passion. Amagl before his eyes had opened he had
learned by touch, taste, and smell to know his eretka fount of warmth and liquid food and
tenderness. She possessed a gentle, caressing tivadg) soothed him when it passed over his
soft little body, and that impelled him to snugglese against her and to doze off to sleep.

Most of the first month of his life had been pastdad in sleeping; but now he could see quite
well, and he stayed awake for longer periods oétiemd he was coming to learn his world
quite well. His world was gloomy; but he did naidkv that, for he knew no other world. It
was dim-lighted; but his eyes had never had tostdpemselves to any other light. His world
was very small. Its limits were the walls of tla&;l but as he had no knowledge of the wide
world outside, he was never oppressed by the natomfines of his existence.

But he had early discovered that one wall of hisldvavas different from the rest. This was the
mouth of the cave and the source of light. Hedhiadovered that it was different from the
other walls long before he had any thoughts oblis, any conscious volitions. It had been an
irresistible attraction before ever his eyes opearatilooked upon it. The light from it had beat
upon his sealed lids, and the eyes and the optieadrad pulsated to little, sparklike flashes,
warm-coloured and strangely pleasing. The lifeisfbody, and of every fibre of his body, the
life that was the very substance of his body aadl\was apart from his own personal life, had
yearned toward this light and urged his body towandthe same way that the cunning
chemistry of a plant urges it toward the sun.

Always, in the beginning, before his conscious tiéavned, he had crawled toward the mouth
of the cave. And in this his brothers and sistegse one with him. Never, in that period, did
any of them crawl toward the dark corners of thekbaall. The light drew them as if they
were plants; the chemistry of the life that comgbdem demanded the light as a necessity of
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being; and their little puppet-bodies crawled bliynand chemically, like the tendrils of a vine.
Later on, when each developed individuality andabee personally conscious of impulsions
and desires, the attraction of the light increasBuey were always crawling and sprawling
toward it, and being driven back from it by theiotimer.

It was in this way that the grey cub learned o#igibutes of his mother than the soft,
soothing, tongue. In his insistent crawling towtd light, he discovered in her a nose that
with a sharp nudge administered rebuke, and latpaw, that crushed him down and rolled
him over and over with swift, calculating strokehus he learned hurt; and on top of it he
learned to avoid hurt, first, by not incurring tt&k of it; and second, when he had incurred the
risk, by dodging and by retreating. These werescmus actions, and were the results of his
first generalisations upon the world. Before tmathad recoiled automatically from hurt, as he
had crawled automatically toward the light. Aftieat he recoiled from hurt becausekimew

that it was hurt.

He was a fierce little cub. So were his brothexs sisters. It was to be expected. He was a
carnivorous animal. He came of a breed of med&rkiland meat-eaters. His father and mother
lived wholly upon meat. The milk he had suckedwiits first flickering life, was milk
transformed directly from meat, and now, at a madh when his eyes had been open for but
a week, he was beginning himself to eat meat—ma&digested by the she-wolf and
disgorged for the five growing cubs that alreadydetbo great demand upon her breast.

But he was, further, the fiercest of the littere eébuld make a louder rasping growl than any of
them. His tiny rages were much more terrible ttinemirs. It was he that first learned the trick

of rolling a fellow-cub over with a cunning pawate. And it was he that first gripped another
cub by the ear and pulled and tugged and growleditiin jaws tight-clenched. And certainly it
was he that caused the mother the most troubleapikg her litter from the mouth of the cave.

The fascination of the light for the grey cub irased from day to day. He was perpetually
departing on yard-long adventures toward the casetsance, and as perpetually being driven
back. Only he did not know it for an entrance. ditnot know anything about entrances—
passages whereby one goes from one place to amdéioer He did not know any other place,
much less of a way to get there. So to him theaant of the cave was a wall—a wall of light.
As the sun was to the outside dweller, this wak weahim the sun of his world. It attracted
him as a candle attracts a moth. He was alwaigngfrto attain it. The life that was so swiftly
expanding within him, urged him continually towahe wall of light. The life that was within
him knew that it was the one way out, the way he pradestined to tread. But he himself did
not know anything about it. He did not know thesg@s any outside at all.

There was one strange thing about this wall oftlighis father (he had already come to
recognise his father as the one other dwellerenatbrld, a creature like his mother, who slept
near the light and was a bringer of meat)—his falttael a way of walking right into the white
far wall and disappearing. The grey cub coulduraterstand this. Though never permitted by
his mother to approach that wall, he had approatiedther walls, and encountered hard
obstruction on the end of his tender nose. Thit hiind after several such adventures, he left
the walls alone. Without thinking about it, he ggted this disappearing into the wall as a
peculiarity of his father, as milk and half-digestaeat were peculiarities of his mother.

In fact, the grey cub was not given to thinking-eatst, to the kind of thinking customary of
men. His brain worked in dim ways. Yet his cosahns were as sharp and distinct as those
achieved by men. He had a method of acceptingshinithout questioning the why and
wherefore. In reality, this was the act of clasation. He was never disturbed over why a
thing happened. How it happened was sufficienhfor. Thus, when he had bumped his nose
on the back-wall a few times, he accepted that (igldwnot disappear into walls. In the same
way he accepted that his father could disappeanialls. But he was not in the least disturbed
by desire to find out the reason for the differebetwveen his father and himself. Logic and
physics were no part of his mental make-up.
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Like most creatures of the Wild, he early expereshfamine. There came a time when not
only did the meat-supply cease, but the milk n@&rcame from his mother’s breast. At first,
the cubs whimpered and cried, but for the mosttpast slept. It was not long before they
were reduced to a coma of hunger. There were me spats and squabbles, no more tiny
rages nor attempts at growling; while the advesttogvard the far white wall ceased
altogether. The cubs slept, while the life thaswathem flickered and died down.

One Eye was desperate. He ranged far and widesleptlbut little in the lair that had now
become cheerless and miserable. The she-wolflafidyer litter and went out in search of
meat. In the first days after the birth of the subne Eye had journeyed several times back to
the Indian camp and robbed the rabbit snareswbilt,the melting of the snow and the opening
of the streams, the Indian camp had moved awaythatdource of supply was closed to him.

When the grey cub came back to life and again otgkest in the far white wall, he found that
the population of his world had been reduced. ©nly sister remained to him. The rest were
gone. As he grew stronger, he found himself colegeb play alone, for the sister no longer
lifted her head nor moved about. His little bodymded out with the meat he now ate; but the
food had come too late for her. She slept contislyo a tiny skeleton flung round with skin in
which the flame flickered lower and lower and &t laent out.

Then there came a time when the grey cub no losmerhis father appearing and disappearing
in the wall nor lying down asleep in the entran@éis had happened at the end of a second and
less severe famine. The she-wolf knew why Onerteyer came back, but there was no way

by which she could tell what she had seen to thg gub. Hunting herself for meat, up the left
fork of the stream where lived the lynx, she hdtb¥eed a day-old trail of One Eye. And she
had found him, or what remained of him, at the ehtthe trail. There were many signs of the
battle that had been fought, and of the lynx’s diittwal to her lair after having won the

victory. Before she went away, the she-wolf haghfibthis lair, but the signs told her that the
lynx was inside, and she had not dared to venture i

After that, the she-wolf in her hunting avoided téf fork. For she knew that in the lynx’s lair
was a litter of kittens, and she knew the lynxddrerce, bad-tempered creature and a terrible
fighter. It was all very well for half a dozen wek to drive a lynx, spitting and bristling, up a
tree; but it was quite a different matter for adamolf to encounter a lynx—especially when the
lynx was known to have a litter of hungry kitteridar back.

But the Wild is the Wild, and motherhood is motlati, at all times fiercely protective
whether in the Wild or out of it; and the time wascome when the she-wolf, for her grey
cub’s sake, would venture the left fork, and theifathe rocks, and the lynx’s wrath.

CHAPTER IV—THE WALL OF THE WORLD

By the time his mother began leaving the cave ariihg expeditions, the cub had learned well
the law that forbade his approaching the entrai®. only had this law been forcibly and
many times impressed on him by his mother’s nosiepanv, but in him the instinct of fear was
developing. Never, in his brief cave-life, haddmeountered anything of which to be afraid.
Yet fear was in him. It had come down to him framemote ancestry through a thousand
thousand lives. It was a heritage he had receatuedtly from One Eye and the she-wolf; but
to them, in turn, it had been passed down throlighegenerations of wolves that had gone
before. Fear!—that legacy of the Wild which noraal may escape nor exchange for pottage.

So the grey cub knew fear, though he knew nottilfé af which fear was made. Possibly he
accepted it as one of the restrictions of lifer k®had already learned that there were such
restrictions. Hunger he had known; and when hédcoot appease his hunger he had felt
restriction. The hard obstruction of the cave-walk sharp nudge of his mother’s nose, the
smashing stroke of her paw, the hunger unappedsseral famines, had borne in upon him
that all was not freedom in the world, that to tifere was limitations and restraints. These
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limitations and restraints were laws. To be obetdie them was to escape hurt and make for
happiness.

He did not reason the question out in this maniéeshHe merely classified the things that hurt
and the things that did not hurt. And after suessification he avoided the things that hurt,
the restrictions and restraints, in order to ef@ysatisfactions and the remunerations of life.

Thus it was that in obedience to the law laid ddwyrhis mother, and in obedience to the law
of that unknown and nameless thing, fear, he kepydrom the mouth of the cave. It
remained to him a white wall of light. When histimer was absent, he slept most of the time,
while during the intervals that he was awake hé kepy quiet, suppressing the whimpering
cries that tickled in his throat and strove forseoi

Once, lying awake, he heard a strange sound iwttite wall. He did not know that it was a
wolverine, standing outside, all a-trembling witth own daring, and cautiously scenting out the
contents of the cave. The cub knew only that ik was strange, a something unclassified,
therefore unknown and terrible—for the unknown was of the chief elements that went into
the making of fear.

The hair bristled upon the grey cub’s back, bobristled silently. How was he to know that
this thing that sniffed was a thing at which tosba? It was not born of any knowledge of his,
yet it was the visible expression of the fear thias in him, and for which, in his own life, there
was no accounting. But fear was accompanied bthananstinct—that of concealment. The
cub was in a frenzy of terror, yet he lay withoudwament or sound, frozen, petrified into
immobility, to all appearances dead. His motheming home, growled as she smelt the
wolverine’s track, and bounded into the cave ackklil and nozzled him with undue
vehemence of affection. And the cub felt that Ssoowehe had escaped a great hurt.

But there were other forces at work in the cub giteatest of which was growth. Instinct and
law demanded of him obedience. But growth demaulizbedience. His mother and fear
impelled him to keep away from the white wall. @tb is life, and life is for ever destined to
make for light. So there was no damming up the afllife that was rising within him—rising
with every mouthful of meat he swallowed, with gvbreath he drew. In the end, one day,
fear and obedience were swept away by the rusfepihd the cub straddled and sprawled
toward the entrance.

Unlike any other wall with which he had had expecie, this wall seemed to recede from him
as he approached. No hard surface collided wéhehder little nose he thrust out tentatively
before him. The substance of the wall seemed imsgable and yielding as light. And as
condition, in his eyes, had the seeming of formhe@ntered into what had been wall to him
and bathed in the substance that composed it.

It was bewildering. He was sprawling through sipjfid And ever the light grew brighter. Fear
urged him to go back, but growth drove him on. &y he found himself at the mouth of the
cave. The wall, inside which he had thought himsal suddenly leaped back before him to an
immeasurable distance. The light had become ggiriftight. He was dazzled by it.

Likewise he was made dizzy by this abrupt and treinas extension of space. Automatically,
his eyes were adjusting themselves to the brighfriesusing themselves to meet the increased
distance of objects. At first, the wall had leapegond his vision. He now saw it again; but it
had taken upon itself a remarkable remotenesso, Atsappearance had changed. It was now
a variegated wall, composed of the trees that é&intpe stream, the opposing mountain that
towered above the trees, and the sky that out-tdviére mountain.

A great fear came upon him. This was more of ¢éneltie unknown. He crouched down on
the lip of the cave and gazed out on the world.wide very much afraid. Because it was
unknown, it was hostile to him. Therefore the ls@rod up on end along his back and his lips
wrinkled weakly in an attempt at a ferocious artthiidating snarl. Out of his puniness and
fright he challenged and menaced the whole widddwor
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Nothing happened. He continued to gaze, and imtesest he forgot to snarl. Also, he forgot
to be afraid. For the time, fear had been routedrbwth, while growth had assumed the guise
of curiosity. He began to notice near objects—a@noportion of the stream that flashed in the
sun, the blasted pine-tree that stood at the babe slope, and the slope itself, that ran right
up to him and ceased two feet beneath the lipet#dve on which he crouched.

Now the grey cub had lived all his days on a lél&r. He had never experienced the hurt of
a fall. He did not know what a fall was. So hepgied boldly out upon the air. His hind-legs
still rested on the cave-lip, so he fell forwar@dtelownward. The earth struck him a harsh
blow on the nose that made him yelp. Then he begling down the slope, over and over.
He was in a panic of terror. The unknown had cabgh at last. It had gripped savagely hold
of him and was about to wreak upon him some terhi€irt. Growth was now routed by fear,
and he ki-yi'd like any frightened puppy.

The unknown bore him on he knew not to what frighttfurt, and he yelped and ki-yi'd
unceasingly. This was a different proposition framuching in frozen fear while the unknown
lurked just alongside. Now the unknown had catight hold of him. Silence would do no
good. Besides, it was not fear, but terror, tloatvalsed him.

But the slope grew more gradual, and its base wassgovered. Here the cub lost
momentum. When at last he came to a stop, he@avéast agonised yell and then a long,
whimpering wail. Also, and quite as a matter afirse, as though in his life he had already
made a thousand toilets, he proceeded to lick d@heagry clay that soiled him.

After that he sat up and gazed about him, as ntigthtirst man of the earth who landed upon
Mars. The cub had broken through the wall of tleeldy the unknown had let go its hold of
him, and here he was without hurt. But the firsinon Mars would have experienced less
unfamiliarity than did he. Without any antecedembwledge, without any warning whatever
that such existed, he found himself an explorex iotally new world.

Now that the terrible unknown had let go of him ftwgot that the unknown had any terrors.

He was aware only of curiosity in all the thing®abhim. He inspected the grass beneath him,
the moss-berry plant just beyond, and the dead mfithe blasted pine that stood on the edge
of an open space among the trees. A squirreljmgraround the base of the trunk, came full
upon him, and gave him a great fright. He cowe@®an and snarled. But the squirrel was as
badly scared. It ran up the tree, and from a pafisifety chattered back savagely.

This helped the cub’s courage, and though the wedd he next encountered gave him a
start, he proceeded confidently on his way. Suab ks confidence, that when a moose-bird
impudently hopped up to him, he reached out atth & playful paw. The result was a sharp
peck on the end of his nose that made him cowendowd ki-yi. The noise he made was too
much for the moose-bird, who sought safety in tligh

But the cub was learning. His misty little minddh&lready made an unconscious
classification. There were live things and things alive. Also, he must watch out for the live
things. The things not alive remained always ia place, but the live things moved about, and
there was no telling what they might do. The thimg@xpect of them was the unexpected, and
for this he must be prepared.

He travelled very clumsily. He ran into sticks ahohgs. A twig that he thought a long way
off, would the next instant hit him on the noseaie along his ribs. There were inequalities of
surface. Sometimes he overstepped and stubbeds$es Quite as often he understepped and
stubbed his feet. Then there were the pebblestangs that turned under him when he trod
upon them; and from them he came to know thatfimgs$ not alive were not all in the same
state of stable equilibrium as was his cave—alsat, §mall things not alive were more liable
than large things to fall down or turn over. Buthwevery mishap he was learning. The longer
he walked, the better he walked. He was adjustimgelf. He was learning to calculate his
own muscular movements, to know his physical littotss, to measure distances between
objects, and between objects and himself.
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His was the luck of the beginner. Born to be atbuaf meat (though he did not know it), he
blundered upon meat just outside his own cave-dodiis first foray into the world. It was by
sheer blundering that he chanced upon the shremditien ptarmigan nest. He fell into it. He
had essayed to walk along the trunk of a faller pifhe rotten bark gave way under his feet,
and with a despairing yelp he pitched down the dedincrescent, smashed through the leafage
and stalks of a small bush, and in the heart obtlsh, on the ground, fetched up in the midst
of seven ptarmigan chicks.

They made noises, and at first he was frightendidest. Then he perceived that they were

very little, and he became bolder. They moved.pldeed his paw on one, and its movements
were accelerated. This was a source of enjoyrodmitri. He smelled it. He picked it up in his
mouth. It struggled and tickled his tongue. A¢ #ame time he was made aware of a sensation
of hunger. His jaws closed together. There wasiaching of fragile bones, and warm blood
ran in his mouth. The taste of it was good. Tvas meat, the same as his mother gave him,
only it was alive between his teeth and therefattel. So he ate the ptarmigan. Nor did he
stop till he had devoured the whole brood. Thehdked his chops in quite the same way his
mother did, and began to crawl out of the bush.

He encountered a feathered whirlwind. He was a@dwand blinded by the rush of it and the
beat of angry wings. He hid his head between &gspand yelped. The blows increased. The
mother ptarmigan was in a fury. Then he becameyange rose up, snarling, striking out with
his paws. He sank his tiny teeth into one of timga and pulled and tugged sturdily. The
ptarmigan struggled against him, showering blowsnupim with her free wing. It was his first
battle. He was elated. He forgot all about thienamvn. He no longer was afraid of anything.
He was fighting, tearing at a live thing that wagkeg at him. Also, this live thing was meat.
The lust to kill was on him. He had just destrolittk live things. He would now destroy a

big live thing. He was too busy and happy to kribat he was happy. He was thrilling and
exulting in ways new to him and greater to him thag he had known before.

He held on to the wing and growled between histiggnched teeth. The ptarmigan dragged
him out of the bush. When she turned and triedtég him back into the bush’s shelter, he
pulled her away from it and on into the open. Atidhe time she was making outcry and
striking with her free wing, while feathers wergiffig like a snow-fall. The pitch to which he
was aroused was tremendous. All the fighting blobkis breed was up in him and surging
through him. This was living, though he did nobtinit. He was realising his own meaning in
the world; he was doing that for which he was ma##lirg meat and battling to kill it. He
was justifying his existence, than which life canrw greater; for life achieves its summit
when it does to the uttermost that which it wasigogd to do.

After a time, the ptarmigan ceased her struggliHg.still held her by the wing, and they lay on
the ground and looked at each other. He trieddwkthreateningly, ferociously. She pecked
on his nose, which by now, what of previous advesstwas sore. He winced but held on. She
pecked him again and again. From wincing he wemthtimpering. He tried to back away

from her, oblivious to the fact that by his holdlwer he dragged her after him. A rain of pecks
fell on his ill-used nose. The flood of fight elolbgown in him, and, releasing his prey, he
turned tail and scampered on across the open loriags retreat.

He lay down to rest on the other side of the opeay the edge of the bushes, his tongue lolling
out, his chest heaving and panting, his noselstifing him and causing him to continue his
whimper. But as he lay there, suddenly there cantém a feeling as of something terrible
impending. The unknown with all its terrors rushgubn him, and he shrank back instinctively
into the shelter of the bush. As he did so, aghgaof air fanned him, and a large, winged body
swept ominously and silently past. A hawk, drivahgwvn out of the blue, had barely missed
him.

While he lay in the bush, recovering from his ftigind peering fearfully out, the mother-
ptarmigan on the other side of the open spaceefedtout of the ravaged nest. It was because
of her loss that she paid no attention to the wdnig@t of the sky. But the cub saw, and it was

9/4/201:



Page31 of 10€

a warning and a lesson to him—the swift downwardgwof the hawk, the short skim of its
body just above the ground, the strike of its talonthe body of the ptarmigan, the ptarmigan’s
squawk of agony and fright, and the hawk’s rushanohnto the blue, carrying the ptarmigan
away with it.

It was a long time before the cub left its sheltde had learned much. Live things were meat.
They were good to eat. Also, live things when theye large enough, could give hurt. It was
better to eat small live things like ptarmigan &sicand to let alone large live things like
ptarmigan hens. Nevertheless he felt a littlekpoicambition, a sneaking desire to have
another battle with that ptarmigan hen—only the lkh&ad carried her away. May be there
were other ptarmigan hens. He would go and see.

He came down a shelving bank to the stream. Henbaer seen water before. The footing
looked good. There were no inequalities of surfdde stepped boldly out on it; and went
down, crying with fear, into the embrace of the mokn. It was cold, and he gasped, breathing
quickly. The water rushed into his lungs instefithe air that had always accompanied his act
of breathing. The suffocation he experienced wkasthe pang of death. To him it signified
death. He had no conscious knowledge of deatHikeu¢very animal of the Wild, he

possessed the instinct of death. To him it staothea greatest of hurts. It was the very essence
of the unknown; it was the sum of the terrors ef imknown, the one culminating and
unthinkable catastrophe that could happen to himmytwhich he knew nothing and about
which he feared everything.

He came to the surface, and the sweet air rushedhis open mouth. He did not go down
again. Quite as though it had been a long-estadaisustom of his he struck out with all his
legs and began to swim. The near bank was a yeag;dut he had come up with his back to
it, and the first thing his eyes rested upon wasojpposite bank, toward which he immediately
began to swim. The stream was a small one, hiieipool it widened out to a score of feet.

Midway in the passage, the current picked up theand swept him downstream. He was
caught in the miniature rapid at the bottom ofgibel. Here was little chance for swimming.
The quiet water had become suddenly angry. Sorastite was under, sometimes on top. At
all times he was in violent motion, now being twmer or around, and again, being smashed
against a rock. And with every rock he struckybekped. His progress was a series of yelps,
from which might have been adduced the numberakdsde encountered.

Below the rapid was a second pool, and here, cagbtoy the eddy, he was gently borne to the
bank, and as gently deposited on a bed of gradelcrawled frantically clear of the water and
lay down. He had learned some more about the waNdter was not alive. Yet it moved.
Also, it looked as solid as the earth, but was eithany solidity at all. His conclusion was that
things were not always what they appeared to lbee clib’s fear of the unknown was an
inherited distrust, and it had now been strengttidryeexperience. Thenceforth, in the nature
of things, he would possess an abiding distrugsippearances. He would have to learn the
reality of a thing before he could put his faitkoiit.

One other adventure was destined for him that dtéyhad recollected that there was such a
thing in the world as his mother. And then theame to him a feeling that he wanted her more
than all the rest of the things in the world. Moty was his body tired with the adventures it
had undergone, but his little brain was equallydir In all the days he had lived it had not
worked so hard as on this one day. Furthermorejdsesieepy. So he started out to look for
the cave and his mother, feeling at the same tmmavarwhelming rush of loneliness and
helplessness.

He was sprawling along between some bushes, whbaedrd a sharp intimidating cry. There
was a flash of yellow before his eyes. He saw asekleaping swiftly away from him. It was
a small live thing, and he had no fear. Then, teefom, at his feet, he saw an extremely small
live thing, only several inches long, a young wéabat, like himself, had disobediently gone
out adventuring. It tried to retreat before hikhe turned it over with his paw. It made a queer,
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grating noise. The next moment the flash of yelteappeared before his eyes. He heard again
the intimidating cry, and at the same instant nes@& sharp blow on the side of the neck and
felt the sharp teeth of the mother-weasel cut lnigdlesh.

While he yelped and ki-yi'd and scrambled backwaedsaw the mother-weasel leap upon her
young one and disappear with it into the neighbwuthicket. The cut of her teeth in his neck
still hurt, but his feelings were hurt more griesty and he sat down and weakly whimpered.
This mother-weasel was so small and so savagevadeget to learn that for size and weight
the weasel was the most ferocious, vindictive, t@ndble of all the killers of the Wild. But a
portion of this knowledge was quickly to be his.

He was still whimpering when the mother-weasel peaped. She did not rush him, now that
her young one was safe. She approached more gslytiand the cub had full opportunity to
observe her lean, snakelike body, and her heact, @ager, and snake-like itself. Her sharp,
menacing cry sent the hair bristling along his haeid he snarled warningly at her. She came
closer and closer. There was a leap, swifter imminpractised sight, and the lean, yellow
body disappeared for a moment out of the fieldisMsion. The next moment she was at his
throat, her teeth buried in his hair and flesh.

At first he snarled and tried to fight; but he wasy young, and this was only his first day in
the world, and his snarl became a whimper, hig fgstruggle to escape. The weasel never
relaxed her hold. She hung on, striving to pressmdwith her teeth to the great vein where his
life-blood bubbled. The weasel was a drinker obbl, and it was ever her preference to drink
from the throat of life itself.

The grey cub would have died, and there would leen no story to write about him, had not
the she-wolf come bounding through the bushes. widasel let go the cub and flashed at the
she-wolf's throat, missing, but getting a hold ba taw instead. The she-wolf flirted her head
like the snap of a whip, breaking the weasel’s taold flinging it high in the air. And, still in
the air, the she-wolf’s jaws closed on the leafipyebody, and the weasel knew death
between the crunching teeth.

The cub experienced another access of affecticghepart of his mother. Her joy at finding
him seemed even greater than his joy at being fo@tw nozzled him and caressed him and
licked the cuts made in him by the weasel’s tedthen, between them, mother and cub, they
ate the blood-drinker, and after that went badkécave and slept.

CHAPTER V—THE LAW OF MEAT

The cub’s development was rapid. He rested fordaxs, and then ventured forth from the
cave again. It was on this adventure that he fahadoung weasel whose mother he had
helped eat, and he saw to it that the young weeesed the way of its mother. But on this trip
he did not get lost. When he grew tired, he folisdvay back to the cave and slept. And
every day thereafter found him out and rangingdewarea.

He began to get accurate measurement of his stramgt his weakness, and to know when to
be bold and when to be cautious. He found it edgrédo be cautious all the time, except for
the rare moments, when, assured of his own intitgpite abandoned himself to petty rages
and lusts.

He was always a little demon of fury when he chdngson a stray ptarmigan. Never did he
fail to respond savagely to the chatter of thersguhe had first met on the blasted pine. While
the sight of a moose-bird almost invariably put o the wildest of rages; for he never
forgot the peck on the nose he had received frenitst of that ilk he encountered.

But there were times when even a moose-bird fadeadffect him, and those were times when
he felt himself to be in danger from some othempirgg meat hunter. He never forgot the
hawk, and its moving shadow always sent him croxgimto the nearest thicket. He no longer
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sprawled and straddled, and already he was dewgjdpe gait of his mother, slinking and
furtive, apparently without exertion, yet slidinlpag with a swiftness that was as deceptive as
it was imperceptible.

In the matter of meat, his luck had been all inlieginning. The seven ptarmigan chicks and
the baby weasel represented the sum of his killindjs desire to kill strengthened with the
days, and he cherished hungry ambitions for thergdjthat chattered so volubly and always
informed all wild creatures that the wolf-cub wagpebaching. But as birds flew in the air,
squirrels could climb trees, and the cub could drnjyto crawl unobserved upon the squirrel
when it was on the ground.

The cub entertained a great respect for his motSae could get meat, and she never failed to
bring him his share. Further, she was unafraitdhiofys. It did not occur to him that this
fearlessness was founded upon experience and kahgevldts effect on him was that of an
impression of power. His mother represented poamud;as he grew older he felt this power in
the sharper admonishment of her paw; while theorepg nudge of her nose gave place to the
slash of her fangs. For this, likewise, he regmbbis mother. She compelled obedience from
him, and the older he grew the shorter grew heptm

Famine came again, and the cub with clearer conscass knew once more the bite of
hunger. The she-wolf ran herself thin in the gli@smeat. She rarely slept any more in the
cave, spending most of her time on the meat-tad, spending it vainly. This famine was not
a long one, but it was severe while it lasted. @ine found no more milk in his mother’s
breast, nor did he get one mouthful of meat fordatin

Before, he had hunted in play, for the sheer jogess of it; now he hunted in deadly
earnestness, and found nothing. Yet the failuieaxfcelerated his development. He studied
the habits of the squirrel with greater carefulpessl strove with greater craft to steal upon it
and surprise it. He studied the wood-mice andl tiwedig them out of their burrows; and he
learned much about the ways of moose-birds and pexers. And there came a day when
the hawk’s shadow did not drive him crouching itite bushes. He had grown stronger and
wiser, and more confident. Also, he was desper@tehe sat on his haunches, conspicuously
in an open space, and challenged the hawk dowafdhe sky. For he knew that there,
floating in the blue above him, was meat, the hheastomach yearned after so insistently. But
the hawk refused to come down and give battle ta@dub crawled away into a thicket and
whimpered his disappointment and hunger.

The famine broke. The she-wolf brought home méatas strange meat, different from any
she had ever brought before. It was a lynx kitpamtly grown, like the cub, but not so large.
And it was all for him. His mother had satisfiegr inunger elsewhere; though he did not know
that it was the rest of the lynx litter that hadhgdo satisfy her. Nor did he know the
desperateness of her deed. He knew only thataletvfurred kitten was meat, and he ate and
waxed happier with every mouthful.

A full stomach conduces to inaction, and the cytnahe cave, sleeping against his mother’s
side. He was aroused by her snarling. Never kduehrd her snarl so terribly. Possibly in her
whole life it was the most terrible snarl she eyave. There was reason for it, and none knew
it better than she. A lynx’s lair is not despoileih impunity. In the full glare of the

afternoon light, crouching in the entrance of thee; the cub saw the lynx-mother. The hair
rippled up along his back at the sight. Here veas,fand it did not require his instinct to tell
him of it. And if sight alone were not sufficiethe cry of rage the intruder gave, beginning
with a snarl and rushing abruptly upward into areeacreech, was convincing enough in
itself.

The cub felt the prod of the life that was in hangd stood up and snarled valiantly by his
mother’s side. But she thrust him ignominiouslyagvand behind her. Because of the low-
roofed entrance the lynx could not leap in, andméige made a crawling rush of it the she-
wolf sprang upon her and pinned her down. Thesawblittle of the battle. There was a
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tremendous snarling and spitting and screechirge tWo animals threshed about, the lynx
ripping and tearing with her claws and using hethteas well, while the she-wolf used her teeth
alone.

Once, the cub sprang in and sank his teeth intbitieeleg of the lynx. He clung on, growling
savagely. Though he did not know it, by the weigfhtis body he clogged the action of the leg
and thereby saved his mother much damage. A chartge battle crushed him under both
their bodies and wrenched loose his hold. The mexhent the two mothers separated, and,
before they rushed together again, the lynx lashuect the cub with a huge fore-paw that
ripped his shoulder open to the bone and sent bithirig sidewise against the wall. Then was
added to the uproar the cub’s shrill yelp of paid &ight. But the fight lasted so long that he
had time to cry himself out and to experience asddurst of courage; and the end of the
battle found him again clinging to a hind-leg anddusly growling between his teeth.

The lynx was dead. But the she-wolf was very weadk sick. At first she caressed the cub and
licked his wounded shoulder; but the blood shelbsaidhad taken with it her strength, and for
all of a day and a night she lay by her dead feigls, without movement, scarcely breathing.
For a week she never left the cave, except fornvatel then her movements were slow and
painful. At the end of that time the lynx was derexd, while the she-wolf's wounds had

healed sufficiently to permit her to take the meeai-again.

The cub’s shoulder was stiff and sore, and for sbme he limped from the terrible slash he
had received. But the world now seemed changedwéht about in it with greater

confidence, with a feeling of prowess that hadbesn his in the days before the battle with the
lynx. He had looked upon life in a more feroci@aspect; he had fought; he had buried his
teeth in the flesh of a foe; and he had survivedd because of all this, he carried himself
more boldly, with a touch of defiance that was newim. He was no longer afraid of minor
things, and much of his timidity had vanished, gjilothe unknown never ceased to press upon
him with its mysteries and terrors, intangible @ver-menacing.

He began to accompany his mother on the meat-drail he saw much of the killing of meat
and began to play his part in it. And in his ovim dvay he learned the law of meat. There
were two kinds of life—his own kind and the oth@rdk His own kind included his mother
and himself. The other kind included all live tpgnthat moved. But the other kind was
divided. One portion was what his own kind killexd ate. This portion was composed of the
non-killers and the small killers. The other pontkilled and ate his own kind, or was killed
and eaten by his own kind. And out of this clasatfon arose the law. The aim of life was
meat. Life itself was meat. Life lived on lif@here were the eaters and the eaten. The law
was: EAT OR BE EATEN. He did not formulate the lawclear, set terms and moralise about
it. He did not even think the law; he merely livbe law without thinking about it at all.

He saw the law operating around him on every skde.had eaten the ptarmigan chicks. The
hawk had eaten the ptarmigan-mother. The hawkadvalsb have eaten him. Later, when he
had grown more formidable, he wanted to eat thekhade had eaten the lynx kitten. The
lynx-mother would have eaten him had she not higlbsein killed and eaten. And so it went.
The law was being lived about him by all live trsn@nd he himself was part and parcel of the
law. He was a killer. His only food was meatglwmeat, that ran away swiftly before him, or
flew into the air, or climbed trees, or hid in tp@und, or faced him and fought with him, or
turned the tables and ran after him.

Had the cub thought in man-fashion, he might hgr®mised life as a voracious appetite and
the world as a place wherein ranged a multitudeppktites, pursuing and being pursued,
hunting and being hunted, eating and being eatiein, l@indness and confusion, with violence
and disorder, a chaos of gluttony and slaughté&draver by chance, merciless, planless,
endless.

But the cub did not think in man-fashion. He dat ook at things with wide vision. He was
single-purposed, and entertained but one thougtiesire at a time. Besides the law of meat,
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there were a myriad other and lesser laws for bifedrn and obey. The world was filled with
surprise. The stir of the life that was in hing tilay of his muscles, was an unending
happiness. To run down meat was to experiendéstand elations. His rages and battles were
pleasures. Terror itself, and the mystery of thienewn, led to his living.

And there were easements and satisfactions. Te &&wvil stomach, to doze lazily in the
sunshine—such things were remuneration in fulhigrardours and toils, while his ardours and
tolls were in themselves self-remunerative. Theyerexpressions of life, and life is always
happy when it is expressing itself. So the cubrt@duarrel with his hostile environment. He
was very much alive, very happy, and very proutiofself.

PART Il

CHAPTER |—THE MAKERS OF FIRE

The cub came upon it suddenly. It was his owntfade had been careless. He had left the
cave and run down to the stream to drink. It mighte been that he took no notice because he
was heavy with sleep. (He had been out all nighthe meat-trail, and had but just then
awakened.) And his carelessness might have beetodbe familiarity of the trail to the pool.
He had travelled it often, and nothing had evepeagd on it.

He went down past the blasted pine, crossed the gjpece, and trotted in amongst the trees.
Then, at the same instant, he saw and smelt. &éfor, sitting silently on their haunches,
were five live things, the like of which he had eegeen before. It was his first glimpse of
mankind. But at the sight of him the five men dat spring to their feet, nor show their teeth,
nor snarl. They did not move, but sat there, sé& ominous.

Nor did the cub move. Every instinct of his natwauld have impelled him to dash wildly
away, had there not suddenly and for the first tameen in him another and counter instinct.
A great awe descended upon him. He was beaten ttomovelessness by an overwhelming
sense of his own weakness and littleness. Heranaagtery and power, something far and
away beyond him.

The cub had never seen man, yet the instinct comgeman was his. In dim ways he
recognised in man the animal that had fought iteeffrimacy over the other animals of the
Wild. Not alone out of his own eyes, but out cf t#yes of all his ancestors was the cub now
looking upon man—out of eyes that had circled edlarkness around countless winter camp-
fires, that had peered from safe distances and fn@nhearts of thickets at the strange, two-
legged animal that was lord over living things.e®pell of the cub’s heritage was upon him,
the fear and the respect born of the centurietrofgle and the accumulated experience of the
generations. The heritage was too compelling fwol that was only a cub. Had he been full-
grown, he would have run away. As it was, he cedelown in a paralysis of fear, already
half proffering the submission that his kind hadffered from the first time a wolf came in to
sit by man’s fire and be made warm.

One of the Indians arose and walked over to himsaooped above him. The cub cowered
closer to the ground. It was the unknown, objedift last, in concrete flesh and blood,
bending over him and reaching down to seize holirof His hair bristled involuntarily; his
lips writhed back and his little fangs were barddhe hand, poised like doom above him,
hesitated, and the man spoke laughiMgabam wabisca ip pit tah (“Look! The white
fangs!”)

The other Indians laughed loudly, and urged the amato pick up the cub. As the hand
descended closer and closer, there raged withioube battle of the instincts. He experienced
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two great impulsions—to yield and to fight. Theuking action was a compromise. He did
both. He yielded till the hand almost touched hifinen he fought, his teeth flashing in a snap
that sank them into the hand. The next momenebeived a clout alongside the head that
knocked him over on his side. Then all fight fad of him. His puppyhood and the instinct
of submission took charge of him. He sat up orhhisnches and ki-yi'd. But the man whose
hand he had bitten was angry. The cub receivéoua an the other side of his head.
Whereupon he sat up and ki-yi'd louder than ever.

The four Indians laughed more loudly, while evea tiian who had been bitten began to
laugh. They surrounded the cub and laughed atwiie he wailed out his terror and his

hurt. In the midst of it, he heard something. Tidians heard it too. But the cub knew what
it was, and with a last, long wail that had in bm@ of triumph than grief, he ceased his noise
and waited for the coming of his mother, of hio@ous and indomitable mother who fought
and killed all things and was never afraid. She srarling as she ran. She had heard the cry
of her cub and was dashing to save him.

She bounded in amongst them, her anxious and niilit@therhood making her anything but a
pretty sight. But to the cub the spectacle ofgretective rage was pleasing. He uttered a glad
little cry and bounded to meet her, while the mamaals went back hastily several steps. The
she-wolf stood over against her cub, facing the,mat bristling hair, a snarl rumbling deep

in her throat. Her face was distorted and maligmatihh menace, even the bridge of the nose
wrinkling from tip to eyes so prodigious was heardn

Then it was that a cry went up from one of the mé€iche!” was what he uttered. It was an
exclamation of surprise. The cub felt his mothéting at the sound.

“Kiche!” the man cried again, this time with shagss and authority.

And then the cub saw his mother, the she-wolffélaeless one, crouching down till her belly
touched the ground, whimpering, wagging her tadkimg peace signs. The cub could not
understand. He was appalled. The awe of man dusver him again. His instinct had been
true. His mother verified it. She, too, rendesatimission to the man-animals.

The man who had spoken came over to her. He putdrid upon her head, and she only
crouched closer. She did not snap, nor threatenap. The other men came up, and
surrounded her, and felt her, and pawed her, wditions she made no attempt to resent. They
were greatly excited, and made many noises witin theuths. These noises were not
indication of danger, the cub decided, as he credictear his mother still bristling from time to
time but doing his best to submit.

“It is not strange,” an Indian was saying. “Hethier was a wolf. It is true, her mother was a
dog; but did not my brother tie her out in the weadl of three nights in the mating season?
Therefore was the father of Kiche a wolf.”

“It is a year, Grey Beaver, since she ran awaygkspa second Indian.

“It is not strange, Salmon Tongue,” Grey Beavemared. “It was the time of the famine, and
there was no meat for the dogs.”

“She has lived with the wolves,” said a third India

“So it would seem, Three Eagles,” Grey Beaver ans@hydaying his hand on the cub; “and this
be the sign of it.”

The cub snarled a little at the touch of the hamdl the hand flew back to administer a clout.
Whereupon the cub covered its fangs, and sank dgolmissively, while the hand, returning,
rubbed behind his ears, and up and down his back.

“This be the sign of it,” Grey Beaver went on. idtplain that his mother is Kiche. But his
father was a wolf. Wherefore is there in himdittlog and much wolf. His fangs be white, and
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White Fang shall be his name. | have spoken.sHhieyidog. For was not Kiche my brother’s
dog? And is not my brother dead?”

The cub, who had thus received a name in the wiarydand watched. For a time the man-
animals continued to make their mouth-noises. Thery Beaver took a knife from a sheath
that hung around his neck, and went into the thiake cut a stick. White Fang watched him.
He notched the stick at each end and in the nofesésned strings of raw-hide. One string he
tied around the throat of Kiche. Then he led bea small pine, around which he tied the other
string.

White Fang followed and lay down beside her. Salfongue’s hand reached out to him and
rolled him over on his back. Kiche looked on amsly. White Fang felt fear mounting in him
again. He could not quite suppress a snarl, butdde no offer to snap. The hand, with
fingers crooked and spread apart, rubbed his stomea playful way and rolled him from side
to side. It was ridiculous and ungainly, lyingren his back with legs sprawling in the air.
Besides, it was a position of such utter helplesstigat White Fang’s whole nature revolted
against it. He could do nothing to defend himsé#ithis man-animal intended harm, White
Fang knew that he could not escape it. How coaldgring away with his four legs in the air
above him? Yet submission made him master his & he only growled softly. This growl
he could not suppress; nor did the man-animal tesby giving him a blow on the head. And
furthermore, such was the strangeness of it, WHatey experienced an unaccountable
sensation of pleasure as the hand rubbed backoaihd \When he was rolled on his side he
ceased to growl, when the fingers pressed and pbdtlithe base of his ears the pleasurable
sensation increased; and when, with a final rubsanatch, the man left him alone and went
away, all fear had died out of White Fang. He walsnow fear many times in his dealing with
man; yet it was a token of the fearless companipnstih man that was ultimately to be his.

After a time, White Fang heard strange noises aghiog. He was quick in his classification,
for he knew them at once for man-animal noisedevAminutes later the remainder of the

tribe, strung out as it was on the march, trailedThere were more men and many women and
children, forty souls of them, and all heavily beméd with camp equipage and outfit. Also
there were many dogs; and these, with the excepfitime part-grown puppies, were likewise
burdened with camp outfit. On their backs, in bégd fastened tightly around underneath, the
dogs carried from twenty to thirty pounds of weight

White Fang had never seen dogs before, but atsighem he felt that they were his own
kind, only somehow different. But they displayétd difference from the wolf when they
discovered the cub and his mother. There washa fMhite Fang bristled and snarled and
snapped in the face of the open-mouthed oncomimg whdogs, and went down and under
them, feeling the sharp slash of teeth in his bbdyself biting and tearing at the legs and
bellies above him. There was a great uproar. diédchear the snarl of Kiche as she fought
for him; and he could hear the cries of the mamnais, the sound of clubs striking upon
bodies, and the yelps of pain from the dogs sa@ktru

Only a few seconds elapsed before he was on His@eén. He could now see the man-
animals driving back the dogs with clubs and stpdetending him, saving him from the
savage teeth of his kind that somehow was notih kAnd though there was no reason in his
brain for a clear conception of so abstract a tlasgustice, nevertheless, in his own way, he
felt the justice of the man-animals, and he kneswttior what they were—makers of law and
executors of law. Also, he appreciated the pow#r which they administered the law.

Unlike any animals he had ever encountered, thewydi bite nor claw. They enforced their
live strength with the power of dead things. D#adgs did their bidding. Thus, sticks and
stones, directed by these strange creatures, lehpmd)h the air like living things, inflicting
grievous hurts upon the dogs.

To his mind this was power unusual, power incoredglie and beyond the natural, power that
was godlike. White Fang, in the very nature of hawuld never know anything about gods; at
the best he could know only things that were beyormving—but the wonder and awe that he
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had of these man-animals in ways resembled whaldWwamithe wonder and awe of man at
sight of some celestial creature, on a mountainhagding thunderbolts from either hand at an
astonished world.

The last dog had been driven back. The hubbubdbad. And White Fang licked his hurts
and meditated upon this, his first taste of paalelty and his introduction to the pack. He had
never dreamed that his own kind consisted of niwaa One Eye, his mother, and himself.
They had constituted a kind apart, and here, alyrup had discovered many more creatures
apparently of his own kind. And there was a subcmus resentment that these, his kind, at
first sight had pitched upon him and tried to dastiim. In the same way he resented his
mother being tied with a stick, even though it wWlase by the superior man-animals. It
savoured of the trap, of bondage. Yet of the &magh of bondage he knew nothing. Freedom to
roam and run and lie down at will, had been histhge; and here it was being infringed upon.
His mother's movements were restricted to the ki stick, and by the length of that same
stick was he restricted, for he had not yet gobbeythe need of his mother’s side.

He did not like it. Nor did he like it when the manimals arose and went on with their march;
for a tiny man-animal took the other end of theksaind led Kiche captive behind him, and
behind Kiche followed White Fang, greatly perturlaed worried by this new adventure he
had entered upon.

They went down the valley of the stream, far bey@ftdte Fang’s widest ranging, until they
came to the end of the valley, where the streanntarthe Mackenzie River. Here, where
canoes were cached on poles high in the air andevdteod fish-racks for the drying of fish,
camp was made; and White Fang looked on with wonge&yes. The superiority of these man
-animals increased with every moment. There weis thastery over all these sharp-fanged
dogs. It breathed of power. But greater than tieathe wolf-cub, was their mastery over
things not alive; their capacity to communicate immto unmoving things; their capacity to
change the very face of the world.

It was this last that especially affected him. Elevation of frames of poles caught his eye;
yet this in itself was not so remarkable, beingadby the same creatures that flung sticks and
stones to great distances. But when the frampslet were made into tepees by being
covered with cloth and skins, White Fang was astedn It was the colossal bulk of them that
impressed him. They arose around him, on eves;, filke some monstrous quick-growing

form of life. They occupied nearly the whole cinaierence of his field of vision. He was

afraid of them. They loomed ominously above hing ahen the breeze stirred them into huge
movements, he cowered down in fear, keeping his exgily upon them, and prepared to
spring away if they attempted to precipitate thdweseupon him.

But in a short while his fear of the tepees passealy. He saw the women and children
passing in and out of them without harm, and hetbawogs trying often to get into them, and
being driven away with sharp words and flying s®nAfter a time, he left Kiche’s side and
crawled cautiously toward the wall of the nearepee. It was the curiosity of growth that
urged him on—the necessity of learning and livind doing that brings experience. The last
few inches to the wall of the tepee were crawletth wainful slowness and precaution. The
day’s events had prepared him for the unknown toifest itself in most stupendous and
unthinkable ways. At last his nose touched thevaan He waited. Nothing happened. Then
he smelled the strange fabric, saturated with tae-smell. He closed on the canvas with his
teeth and gave a gentle tug. Nothing happenedgththe adjacent portions of the tepee
moved. He tugged harder. There was a greatermmene It was delightful. He tugged still
harder, and repeatedly, until the whole tepee wasation. Then the sharp cry of a squaw
inside sent him scampering back to Kiche. Butrdftat he was afraid no more of the looming
bulks of the tepees.

A moment later he was straying away again frormtagher. Her stick was tied to a peg in the
ground and she could not follow him. A part-gropuppy, somewhat larger and older than he,
came toward him slowly, with ostentatious and bellent importance. The puppy’s name, as
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White Fang was afterward to hear him called, waslip. He had had experience in puppy
fights and was already something of a bully.

Lip-lip was White Fang’s own kind, and, being oalypuppy, did not seem dangerous; so

White Fang prepared to meet him in a friendly spiBut when the strangers walk became stiff
-legged and his lips lifted clear of his teeth, WHtang stiffened too, and answered with lifted
lips. They half circled about each other, tenttiysnarling and bristling. This lasted several
minutes, and White Fang was beginning to enjogsita sort of game. But suddenly, with
remarkable swiftness, Lip-lip leaped in, delivermglashing snap, and leaped away again. The
snap had taken effect on the shoulder that had lneey the lynx and that was still sore deep
down near the bone. The surprise and hurt obidint a yelp out of White Fang; but the next
moment, in a rush of anger, he was upon Lip-lip smapping viciously.

But Lip-lip had lived his life in camp and had faugnany puppy fights. Three times, four
times, and half a dozen times, his sharp litti¢htseored on the newcomer, until White Fang,
yelping shamelessly, fled to the protection ofrhigther. It was the first of the many fights he
was to have with Lip-lip, for they were enemiesirthe start, born so, with natures destined
perpetually to clash.

Kiche licked White Fang soothingly with her tongaed tried to prevail upon him to remain
with her. But his curiosity was rampant, and salvetinutes later he was venturing forth on a
new quest. He came upon one of the man-animaés; Beaver, who was squatting on his
hams and doing something with sticks and dry mpssasl before him on the ground. White
Fang came near to him and watched. Grey Beavee madith-noises which White Fang
interpreted as not hostile, so he came still nearer

Women and children were carrying more sticks amahd¢ines to Grey Beaver. It was evidently
an affair of moment. White Fang came in until theched Grey Beaver’s knee, so curious was
he, and already forgetful that this was a terrihn-animal. Suddenly he saw a strange thing
like mist beginning to arise from the sticks andssibeneath Grey Beaver’s hands. Then,
amongst the sticks themselves, appeared a livg,ttinsting and turning, of a colour like the
colour of the sun in the sky. White Fang knew mgglabout fire. It drew him as the light, in
the mouth of the cave had drawn him in his earlypytnood. He crawled the several steps
toward the flame. He heard Grey Beaver chucklealinim, and he knew the sound was not
hostile. Then his nose touched the flame, andeasame instant his little tongue went out to it.

For a moment he was paralysed. The unknown, Igrkirthe midst of the sticks and moss,
was savagely clutching him by the nose. He scradhbackward, bursting out in an astonished
explosion of ki-yi's. At the sound, Kiche leapathding to the end of her stick, and there
raged terribly because she could not come to His But Grey Beaver laughed loudly, and
slapped his thighs, and told the happening tdallrést of the camp, till everybody was
laughing uproariously. But White Fang sat on laarithes and ki-yi'd and ki-yi'd, a forlorn
and pitiable little figure in the midst of the manimals.

It was the worst hurt he had ever known. Both rasgktongue had been scorched by the live
thing, sun-coloured, that had grown up under Gregv@r’'s hands. He cried and cried
interminably, and every fresh wail was greeted bssts of laughter on the part of the man-
animals. He tried to soothe his nose with his tepdput the tongue was burnt too, and the two
hurts coming together produced greater hurt; whezelne cried more hopelessly and
helplessly than ever.

And then shame came to him. He knew laughter lamdneaning of it. It is not given us to
know how some animals know laughter, and know whewg are being laughed at; but it was
this same way that White Fang knew it. And hegbime that the man-animals should be
laughing at him. He turned and fled away, not fitun hurt of the fire, but from the laughter
that sank even deeper, and hurt in the spiritwf. WAnd he fled to Kiche, raging at the end of
her stick like an animal gone mad—to Kiche, the om@ature in the world who was not
laughing at him.
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Twilight drew down and night came on, and White dg-&y by his mother’s side. His nose and
tongue still hurt, but he was perplexed by a greateible. He was homesick. He felt a
vacancy in him, a need for the hush and quietudeeo$tream and the cave in the cliff. Life
had become too populous. There were so many agh#imeanimals, men, women, and
children, all making noises and irritations. Ahere were the dogs, ever squabbling and
bickering, bursting into uproars and creating ceidns. The restful loneliness of the only life
he had known was gone. Here the very air was tpalpwith life. It hummed and buzzed
unceasingly. Continually changing its intensityl @abruptly variant in pitch, it impinged on his
nerves and senses, made him nervous and resttkggamed him with a perpetual imminence
of happening.

He watched the man-animals coming and going andrmga@bout the camp. In fashion
distantly resembling the way men look upon the gbdy create, so looked White Fang upon
the man-animals before him. They were supericatares, of a verity, gods. To his dim
comprehension they were as much wonder-workers@s @e to men. They were creatures of
mastery, possessing all manner of unknown and igiiplespotencies, overlords of the alive
and the not alive—making obey that which moved,aripg movement to that which did not
move, and making life, sun-coloured and biting, lttegrow out of dead moss and wood. They
were fire-makers! They were gods.

CHAPTER II—THE BONDAGE

The days were thronged with experience for Whitegi-aDuring the time that Kiche was tied
by the stick, he ran about over all the camp, inggj investigating, learning. He quickly came
to know much of the ways of the man-animals, buatiliarity did not breed contempt. The
more he came to know them, the more they vindicttenl superiority, the more they
displayed their mysterious powers, the greater kxtheir god-likeness.

To man has been given the grief, often, of seeisgbds overthrown and his altars crumbling;
but to the wolf and the wild dog that have com#igrouch at man’s feet, this grief has never
come. Unlike man, whose gods are of the unseeh&nolverguessed, vapours and mists of
fancy eluding the garmenture of reality, wandefnrgiths of desired goodness and power,
intangible out-croppings of self into the realmspfrit—unlike man, the wolf and the wild dog
that have come in to the fire find their gods ia living flesh, solid to the touch, occupying
earth-space and requiring time for the accomplistirattheir ends and their existence. No
effort of faith is necessary to believe in suchod;gno effort of will can possibly induce
disbelief in such a god. There is no getting awasn it. There it stands, on its two hind-legs,
club in hand, immensely potential, passionate aradhful and loving, god and mystery and
power all wrapped up and around by flesh that deelken it is torn and that is good to eat like
any flesh.

And so it was with White Fang. The man-animalsengods unmistakable and unescapable.
As his mother, Kiche, had rendered her allegiandbeém at the first cry of her name, so he
was beginning to render his allegiance. He gaemtthe trail as a privilege indubitably theirs.
When they walked, he got out of their way. Whesythalled, he came. When they threatened,
he cowered down. When they commanded him to gaemd away hurriedly. For behind any
wish of theirs was power to enforce that wish, potlat hurt, power that expressed itself in
clouts and clubs, in flying stones and stingingpéssof whips.

He belonged to them as all dogs belonged to thdim.actions were theirs to command. His
body was theirs to maul, to stamp upon, to toler&ech was the lesson that was quickly borne
in upon him. It came hard, going as it did, coutemuch that was strong and dominant in his
own nature; and, while he disliked it in the leagof it, unknown to himself he was learning

to like it. It was a placing of his destiny in dher’s hands, a shifting of the responsibilities of
existence. This in itself was compensation, fos @lways easier to lean upon another than to
stand alone.

9/4/201:



Page41 of 10€

But it did not all happen in a day, this giving owé himself, body and soul, to the man-
animals. He could not immediately forego his wiktitage and his memories of the Wild.
There were days when he crept to the edge of tlestfand stood and listened to something
calling him far and away. And always he returnmedtless and uncomfortable, to whimper
softly and wistfully at Kiche’s side and to lickiface with eager, questioning tongue.

White Fang learned rapidly the ways of the camp. kklew the injustice and greediness of the
older dogs when meat or fish was thrown out todiere He came to know that men were
more just, children more cruel, and women more likiachd more likely to toss him a bit of
meat or bone. And after two or three painful adwess with the mothers of part-grown
puppies, he came into the knowledge that it wasiygvgood policy to let such mothers alone,
to keep away from them as far as possible, angdimldahem when he saw them coming.

But the bane of his life was Lip-lip. Larger, ofdand stronger, Lip-lip had selected White
Fang for his special object of persecution. Wh#ag fought willingly enough, but he was
outclassed. His enemy was too big. Lip-lip becanmgghtmare to him. Whenever he
ventured away from his mother, the bully was sarafpeatr, trailing at his heels, snarling at
him, picking upon him, and watchful of an opportynwhen no man-animal was near, to
spring upon him and force a fight. As Lip-lip imably won, he enjoyed it hugely. It became
his chief delight in life, as it became White Fasmghief torment.

But the effect upon White Fang was not to cow hithough he suffered most of the damage
and was always defeated, his spirit remained ungthdYet a bad effect was produced. He
became malignant and morose. His temper had lzeges by birth, but it became more
savage under this unending persecution. The genaaiful, puppyish side of him found little
expression. He never played and gambolled abdbttive other puppies of the camp. Lip-lip
would not permit it. The moment White Fang appéarear them, Lip-lip was upon him,
bullying and hectoring him, or fighting with him tiirhe had driven him away.

The effect of all this was to rob White Fang of mwé his puppyhood and to make him in his
comportment older than his age. Denied the outledbugh play, of his energies, he recoiled
upon himself and developed his mental processesbddame cunning; he had idle time in
which to devote himself to thoughts of trickeryre¥®ented from obtaining his share of meat
and fish when a general feed was given to the caogs; he became a clever thief. He had to
forage for himself, and he foraged well, thoughwiaes oft-times a plague to the squaws in
consequence. He learned to sneak about camp,cd@thg, to know what was going on
everywhere, to see and to hear everything andagoreaccordingly, and successfully to devise
ways and means of avoiding his implacable persecuto

It was early in the days of his persecution thaplaged his first really big crafty game and got
there from his first taste of revenge. As Kichégw with the wolves, had lured out to
destruction dogs from the camps of men, so WhiteggFem manner somewhat similar, lured
Lip-lip into Kiche’s avenging jaws. Retreating beg Lip-lip, White Fang made an indirect
flight that led in and out and around the variceees of the camp. He was a good runner,
swifter than any puppy of his size, and swiftemtih#p-lip. But he did not run his best in this
chase. He barely held his own, one leap aheats g@iunsuer.

Lip-lip, excited by the chase and by the persisteairness of his victim, forgot caution and
locality. When he remembered locality, it was kate. Dashing at top speed around a tepee,
he ran full tilt into Kiche lying at the end of hetick. He gave one yelp of consternation, and
then her punishing jaws closed upon him. She weds but he could not get away from her
easily. She rolled him off his legs so that heldmot run, while she repeatedly ripped and
slashed him with her fangs.

When at last he succeeded in rolling clear of hergrawled to his feet, badly dishevelled, hurt
both in body and in spirit. His hair was standing all over him in tufts where her teeth had
mauled. He stood where he had arisen, openeddughimand broke out the long, heart-broken
puppy wail. But even this he was not allowed tmptete. In the middle of it, White Fang,
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rushing in, sank his teeth into Lip-lip’s hind le@lhere was no fight left in Lip-lip, and he ran
away shamelessly, his victim hot on his heels aodying him all the way back to his own
tepee. Here the squaws came to his aid, and Waitg, transformed into a raging demon, was
finally driven off only by a fusillade of stones.

Came the day when Grey Beaver, deciding that #ilitly of her running away was past,
released Kiche. White Fang was delighted witminigher’s freedom. He accompanied her
joyfully about the camp; and, so long as he rentheiese by her side, Lip-lip kept a respectful
distance. White-Fang even bristled up to him aatked stiff-legged, but Lip-lip ignored the
challenge. He was no fool himself, and whateveigeance he desired to wreak, he could wait
until he caught White Fang alone.

Later on that day, Kiche and White Fang strayed ihé edge of the woods next to the camp.
He had led his mother there, step by step, andwioen she stopped, he tried to inveigle her
farther. The stream, the lair, and the quiet woeeee calling to him, and he wanted her to
come. He ran on a few steps, stopped, and loo&ekl blShe had not moved. He whined
pleadingly, and scurried playfully in and out oéthnderbrush. He ran back to her, licked her
face, and ran on again. And still she did not mode stopped and regarded her, all of an
intentness and eagerness, physically expressedloldy faded out of him as she turned her
head and gazed back at the camp.

There was something calling to him out there indpen. His mother heard it too. But she
heard also that other and louder call, the catlheffire and of man—the call which has been
given alone of all animals to the wolf to answertite wolf and the wild-dog, who are brothers.

Kiche turned and slowly trotted back toward car§tronger than the physical restraint of the
stick was the clutch of the camp upon her. Unseehoccultly, the gods still gripped with

their power and would not let her go. White Faagdown in the shadow of a birch and
whimpered softly. There was a strong smell of parel subtle wood fragrances filled the air,
reminding him of his old life of freedom before thhays of his bondage. But he was still only a
part-grown puppy, and stronger than the call eittienan or of the Wild was the call of his
mother. All the hours of his short life he had elegled upon her. The time was yet to come for
independence. So he arose and trotted forlorrdi tacamp, pausing once, and twice, to sit
down and whimper and to listen to the call thdk stiunded in the depths of the forest.

In the Wild the time of a mother with her youngsieort; but under the dominion of man it is
sometimes even shorter. Thus it was with Whiteg-a@rey Beaver was in the debt of Three
Eagles. Three Eagles was going away on a trih@pAackenzie to the Great Slave Lake. A
strip of scarlet cloth, a bearskin, twenty carteggand Kiche, went to pay the debt. White
Fang saw his mother taken aboard Three Eaglesecamal tried to follow her. A blow from
Three Eagles knocked him backward to the land. cEBm®e shoved off. He sprang into the
water and swam after it, deaf to the sharp crigsrefy Beaver to return. Even a man-animal, a
god, White Fang ignored, such was the terror heiwaglosing his mother.

But gods are accustomed to being obeyed, and Geayd wrathfully launched a canoe in
pursuit. When he overtook White Fang, he reacloeechdand by the nape of the neck lifted
him clear of the water. He did not deposit hino@te in the bottom of the canoe. Holding him
suspended with one hand, with the other hand heeprted to give him a beating. Anavihisa
beating. His hand was heavy. Every blow was stitesurt; and he delivered a multitude of
blows.

Impelled by the blows that rained upon him, nownfrthis side, now from that, White Fang
swung back and forth like an erratic and jerky pgwmoh. Varying were the emotions that
surged through him. At first, he had known sumgari3hen came a momentary fear, when he
yelped several times to the impact of the handt tieia was quickly followed by anger. His
free nature asserted itself, and he showed his taet snarled fearlessly in the face of the
wrathful god. This but served to make the god nvanaghful. The blows came faster, heavier,
more shrewd to hurt.
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Grey Beaver continued to beat, White Fang contirtaestharl. But this could not last for ever.
One or the other must give over, and that one wagé/f¥ang. Fear surged through him again.
For the first time he was being really man-handl&te occasional blows of sticks and stones
he had previously experienced were as caressesacechwith this. He broke down and began
to cry and yelp. For a time each blow broughtla yi@m him; but fear passed into terror, until
finally his yelps were voiced in unbroken successimconnected with the rhythm of the
punishment.

At last Grey Beaver withheld his hand. White Famanging limply, continued to cry. This
seemed to satisfy his master, who flung him dowmhdy in the bottom of the canoe. In the
meantime the canoe had drifted down the streaney Beaver picked up the paddle. White
Fang was in his way. He spurned him savagely iighoot. In that moment White Fang’s
free nature flashed forth again, and he sank bif t@to the moccasined foot.

The beating that had gone before was as nothingamed with the beating he now received.
Grey Beaver’'s wrath was terrible; likewise was WHtang’s fright. Not only the hand, but the
hard wooden paddle was used upon him; and he wésedrand sore in all his small body
when he was again flung down in the canoe. Agaid, this time with purpose, did Grey
Beaver kick him. White Fang did not repeat hiackton the foot. He had learned another
lesson of his bondage. Never, no matter whatitearastance, must he dare to bite the god
who was lord and master over him; the body of tinéd and master was sacred, not to be
defiled by the teeth of such as he. That was etigléhe crime of crimes, the one offence there
was no condoning nor overlooking.

When the canoe touched the shore, White Fang laypéring and motionless, waiting the

will of Grey Beaver. It was Grey Beaver’s will tfae should go ashore, for ashore he was
flung, striking heavily on his side and hurting bisiises afresh. He crawled tremblingly to his
feet and stood whimpering. Lip-lip, who had wattliee whole proceeding from the bank,
now rushed upon him, knocking him over and sinkirggteeth into him. White Fang was too
helpless to defend himself, and it would have duarel with him had not Grey Beaver’s foot
shot out, lifting Lip-lip into the air with its vience so that he smashed down to earth a dozen
feet away. This was the man-animal’s justice; eneh then, in his own pitiable plight, White
Fang experienced a little grateful thrill. At GrBgaver’s heels he limped obediently through
the village to the tepee. And so it came that ¥WR#ng learned that the right to punish was
something the gods reserved for themselves aneéd¢mithe lesser creatures under them.

That night, when all was still, White Fang remendakehis mother and sorrowed for her. He
sorrowed too loudly and woke up Grey Beaver, what ban. After that he mourned gently
when the gods were around. But sometimes, strayfirtg the edge of the woods by himself,
he gave vent to his grief, and cried it out withdovhimperings and wailings.

It was during this period that he might have haekkto the memories of the lair and the stream
and run back to the Wild. But the memory of histimeo held him. As the hunting man-
animals went out and came back, so she would catletb the village some time. So he
remained in his bondage waiting for her.

But it was not altogether an unhappy bondage. &tis much to interest him. Something
was always happening. There was no end to theg&rthings these gods did, and he was
always curious to see. Besides, he was learningtb@et along with Grey Beaver.
Obedience, rigid, undeviating obedience, was wlaat @xacted of him; and in return he
escaped beatings and his existence was tolerated.

Nay, Grey Beaver himself sometimes tossed him eepié meat, and defended him against the
other dogs in the eating of it. And such a pieicemeat was of value. It was worth more, in
some strange way, then a dozen pieces of meattfrednand of a squaw. Grey Beaver never
petted nor caressed. Perhaps it was the weidhs dfand, perhaps his justice, perhaps the
sheer power of him, and perhaps it was all thesgshthat influenced White Fang; for a
certain tie of attachment was forming between hiwh fais surly lord.
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Insidiously, and by remote ways, as well as bypiweer of stick and stone and clout of hand,
were the shackles of White Fang's bondage beireged/upon him. The qualities in his kind
that in the beginning made it possible for therndme in to the fires of men, were qualities
capable of development. They were developingnm laind the camp-life, replete with misery
as it was, was secretly endearing itself to hinthedltime. But White Fang was unaware of it.
He knew only grief for the loss of Kiche, hope Far return, and a hungry yearning for the free
life that had been his.

CHAPTER lll—THE OUTCAST

Lip-lip continued so to darken his days that Wikitang became wickeder and more ferocious
than it was his natural right to be. Savagenessangart of his make-up, but the savageness
thus developed exceeded his make-up. He acquirepludation for wickedness amongst the
man-animals themselves. Wherever there was trardeuproar in camp, fighting and
squabbling or the outcry of a squaw over a bittolesy meat, they were sure to find White
Fang mixed up in it and usually at the bottom ofTihey did not bother to look after the causes
of his conduct. They saw only the effects, andetifiects were bad. He was a sneak and a
thief, a mischief-maker, a fomenter of trouble; @made squaws told him to his face, the while
he eyed them alert and ready to dodge any quiclgftaissile, that he was a wolf and
worthless and bound to come to an evil end.

He found himself an outcast in the midst of theygops camp. All the young dogs followed
Lip-lip’s lead. There was a difference between #Wlkiang and them. Perhaps they sensed his
wild-wood breed, and instinctively felt for him tleamity that the domestic dog feels for the
wolf. But be that as it may, they joined with Uip-in the persecution. And, once declared
against him, they found good reason to continu¢aded against him. One and all, from time

to time, they felt his teeth; and to his creditga&e more than he received. Many of them he
could whip in single fight; but single fight wasrded him. The beginning of such a fight was

a signal for all the young dogs in camp to comexnug and pitch upon him.

Out of this pack-persecution he learned two impurthings: how to take care of himself in a
mass-fight against him—and how, on a single dogftwt the greatest amount of damage in
the briefest space of time. To keep one’s fedhémidst of the hostile mass meant life, and
this he learnt well. He became cat-like in hidigbio stay on his feet. Even grown dogs
might hurtle him backward or sideways with the imipaf their heavy bodies; and backward or
sideways he would go, in the air or sliding ondgineund, but always with his legs under him
and his feet downward to the mother earth.

When dogs fight, there are usually preliminarieth®actual combat—snarlings and bristlings
and stiff-legged struttings. But White Fang leart@ omit these preliminaries. Delay meant
the coming against him of all the young dogs. Hestndo his work quickly and get away. So
he learnt to give no warning of his intention. tdehed in and snapped and slashed on the
instant, without notice, before his foe could prep@ meet him. Thus he learned how to
inflict quick and severe damage. Also he learmedvalue of surprise. A dog, taken off its
guard, its shoulder slashed open or its ear rippeithbons before it knew what was happening,
was a dog half whipped.

Furthermore, it was remarkably easy to overthralo@ taken by surprise; while a dog, thus
overthrown, invariably exposed for a moment the soflerside of its neck—the vulnerable
point at which to strike for its life. White Fakgew this point. It was a knowledge
bequeathed to him directly from the hunting genenadf wolves. So it was that White Fang’s
method when he took the offensive, was: first hal fa young dog alone; second, to surprise it
and knock it off its feet; and third, to drive intlwvhis teeth at the soft throat.

Being but partly grown his jaws had not yet becdange enough nor strong enough to make
his throat-attack deadly; but many a young dog vaeotind camp with a lacerated throat in
token of White Fang’s intention. And one day, batg one of his enemies alone on the edge
of the woods, he managed, by repeatedly overthgpwvim and attacking the throat, to cut the
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great vein and let out the life. There was a greatthat night. He had been observed, the
news had been carried to the dead dog’s mastesgtievs remembered all the instances of
stolen meat, and Grey Beaver was beset by many &ogres. But he resolutely held the door
of his tepee, inside which he had placed the duylknid refused to permit the vengeance for
which his tribespeople clamoured.

White Fang became hated by man and dog. Durisg#miod of his development he never
knew a moment’s security. The tooth of every dag wgainst him, the hand of every man.
He was greeted with snarls by his kind, with cuesas stones by his gods. He lived tensely.
He was always keyed up, alert for attack, waryeshg attacked, with an eye for sudden and
unexpected missiles, prepared to act precipitateti/coolly, to leap in with a flash of teeth, or
to leap away with a menacing snarl.

As for snarling he could snarl more terribly thary @og, young or old, in camp. The intent of
the snarl is to warn or frighten, and judgmeneiguired to know when it should be used.
White Fang knew how to make it and when to makénto his snarl he incorporated all that
was vicious, malignant, and horrible. With nosewdated by continuous spasms, hair bristling
in recurrent waves, tongue whipping out like asedke and whipping back again, ears
flattened down, eyes gleaming hatred, lips wrinkladk, and fangs exposed and dripping, he
could compel a pause on the part of almost anylassaA temporary pause, when taken off
his guard, gave him the vital moment in which tmkhand determine his action. But often a
pause so gained lengthened out until it evolvenl antomplete cessation from the attack. And
before more than one of the grown dogs White Fasiggsl enabled him to beat an honourable
retreat.

An outcast himself from the pack of the part-gradags, his sanguinary methods and
remarkable efficiency made the pack pay for itseeation of him. Not permitted himself to
run with the pack, the curious state of affairsaoied that no member of the pack could run
outside the pack. White Fang would not permitithat of his bushwhacking and waylaying
tactics, the young dogs were afraid to run by trewes. With the exception of Lip-lip, they
were compelled to hunch together for mutual pratecagainst the terrible enemy they had
made. A puppy alone by the river bank meant a pulgad or a puppy that aroused the camp
with its shrill pain and terror as it fled backringhe wolf-cub that had waylaid it.

But White Fang’s reprisals did not cease, even vtheryoung dogs had learned thoroughly
that they must stay together. He attacked themmvileecaught them alone, and they attacked
him when they were bunched. The sight of him wadfcsent to start them rushing after him,
at which times his swiftness usually carried hito isafety. But woe the dog that outran his
fellows in such pursuit! White Fang had learnetutm suddenly upon the pursuer that was
ahead of the pack and thoroughly to rip him up teetbe pack could arrive. This occurred
with great frequency, for, once in full cry, thegdowvere prone to forget themselves in the
excitement of the chase, while White Fang nevegdbhimself. Stealing backward glances as
he ran, he was always ready to whirl around andndibv overzealous pursuer that outran his
fellows.

Young dogs are bound to play, and out of the exagsnof the situation they realised their play
in this mimic warfare. Thus it was that the huh¥hite Fang became their chief game—a
deadly game, withal, and at all times a seriousegahhe, on the other hand, being the fastest-
footed, was unafraid to venture anywhere. Duriregggeriod that he waited vainly for his
mother to come back, he led the pack many a wigdehhrough the adjacent woods. But the
pack invariably lost him. Its noise and outcry mexat him of its presence, while he ran alone,
velvet-footed, silently, a moving shadow amongttiees after the manner of his father and
mother before him. Further he was more directlynemted with the Wild than they; and he
knew more of its secrets and stratagems. A fatetnick of his was to lose his trail in running
water and then lie quietly in a near-by thicket i@liheir baffled cries arose around him.

Hated by his kind and by mankind, indomitable, péuglly warred upon and himself waging
perpetual war, his development was rapid and ahedsi This was no soil for kindliness and
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affection to blossom in. Of such things he hadthetfaintest glimmering. The code he
learned was to obey the strong and to oppress ¢a&.wGrey Beaver was a god, and strong.
Therefore White Fang obeyed him. But the dog yeumg smaller than himself was weak, a
thing to be destroyed. His development was irdirection of power. In order to face the
constant danger of hurt and even of destructiagphadatory and protective faculties were
unduly developed. He became quicker of movemaent the other dogs, swifter of foot,
craftier, deadlier, more lithe, more lean with irke muscle and sinew, more enduring, more
cruel, more ferocious, and more intelligent. Hd tmbecome all these things, else he would
not have held his own nor survive the hostile eminent in which he found himself.

CHAPTER IV—THE TRAIL OF THE GODS

In the fall of the year, when the days were shantgand the bite of the frost was coming into
the air, White Fang got his chance for liberty.r Beveral days there had been a great hubbub
in the village. The summer camp was being disredntind the tribe, bag and baggage, was
preparing to go off to the fall hunting. White Iganatched it all with eager eyes, and when the
tepees began to come down and the canoes weradaaidihe bank, he understood. Already
the canoes were departing, and some had disappd@anedthe river.

Quite deliberately he determined to stay behiné.whdited his opportunity to slink out of camp
to the woods. Here, in the running stream whegenias beginning to form, he hid his trail.
Then he crawled into the heart of a dense thickétvaaited. The time passed by, and he slept
intermittently for hours. Then he was aroused bgy@eaver’s voice calling him by name.
There were other voices. White Fang could heay Beaver’'s squaw taking part in the
search, and Mit-sah, who was Grey Beaver’s son.

White Fang trembled with fear, and though the impudame to crawl out of his hiding-place,
he resisted it. After a time the voices died avead some time after that he crept out to enjoy
the success of his undertaking. Darkness was gparinand for a while he played about
among the trees, pleasuring in his freedom. Taed,quite suddenly, he became aware of
loneliness. He sat down to consider, listenintheosilence of the forest and perturbed by it.
That nothing moved nor sounded, seemed ominoudelHie lurking of danger, unseen and
unguessed. He was suspicious of the looming laflkise trees and of the dark shadows that
might conceal all manner of perilous things.

Then it was cold. Here was no warm side of a teggaénst which to snuggle. The frost was in
his feet, and he kept lifting first one fore-fooidathen the other. He curved his bushy tail
around to cover them, and at the same time he sasiom. There was nothing strange about
it. Upon his inward sight was impressed a sucoassi memory-pictures. He saw the camp
again, the tepees, and the blaze of the fireshdded the shrill voices of the women, the gruff
basses of the men, and the snarling of the dogswa$ hungry, and he remembered pieces of
meat and fish that had been thrown him. Here was@at, nothing but a threatening and
inedible silence.

His bondage had softened him. Irresponsibility Wadkened him. He had forgotten how to
shift for himself. The night yawned about him.sKenses, accustomed to the hum and bustle
of the camp, used to the continuous impact of sightl sounds, were now left idle. There was
nothing to do, nothing to see nor hear. Theyms#i@ito catch some interruption of the silence
and immobility of nature. They were appalled bgation and by the feel of something terrible
impending.

He gave a great start of fright. A colossal andifess something was rushing across the field
of his vision. It was a tree-shadow flung by theom, from whose face the clouds had been
brushed away. Reassured, he whimpered softly;besuppressed the whimper for fear that it
might attract the attention of the lurking dangers.

A tree, contracting in the cool of the night, madeud noise. It was directly above him. He
yelped in his fright. A panic seized him, and ae madly toward the village. He knew an
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overpowering desire for the protection and compastigp of man. In his nostrils was the smell
of the camp-smoke. In his ears the camp-sounds@esiwere ringing loud. He passed out of
the forest and into the moonlit open where wershmadows nor darknesses. But no village
greeted his eyes. He had forgotten. The villaapkdone away.

His wild flight ceased abruptly. There was no pléz which to flee. He slunk forlornly
through the deserted camp, smelling the rubbisipsaad the discarded rags and tags of the
gods. He would have been glad for the rattle @ies$ about him, flung by an angry squaw,
glad for the hand of Grey Beaver descending uponihiwrath; while he would have
welcomed with delight Lip-lip and the whole snagljrcowardly pack.

He came to where Grey Beaver’s tepee had stoothelnentre of the space it had occupied, he
sat down. He pointed his nose at the moon. Haathwas afflicted by rigid spasms, his mouth
opened, and in a heart-broken cry bubbled up hislilmess and fear, his grief for Kiche, all his
past sorrows and miseries as well as his appratrens$isufferings and dangers to come. It
was the long wolf-howl, full-throated and mournfiiie first howl he had ever uttered.

The coming of daylight dispelled his fears but @ased his loneliness. The naked earth, which
so shortly before had been so populous; thrudbheliness more forcibly upon him. It did not
take him long to make up his mind. He plunged thoforest and followed the river bank
down the stream. All day he ran. He did not ré$. seemed made to run on for ever. His
iron-like body ignored fatigue. And even afteligae came, his heritage of endurance braced
him to endless endeavour and enabled him to disredmplaining body onward.

Where the river swung in against precipitous blufts climbed the high mountains behind.
Rivers and streams that entered the main riveofte@l or swam. Often he took to the rim-ice
that was beginning to form, and more than onceradaghed through and struggled for life in the
icy current. Always he was on the lookout for tfal of the gods where it might leave the
river and proceed inland.

White Fang was intelligent beyond the average ®khid; yet his mental vision was not wide
enough to embrace the other bank of the Mackenafeat if the trail of the gods led out on

that side? It never entered his head. Later tv¢eymhe had travelled more and grown older and
wiser and come to know more of trails and riversjight be that he could grasp and apprehend
such a possibility. But that mental power wasigeghe future. Just now he ran blindly, his

own bank of the Mackenzie alone entering into hiswations.

All night he ran, blundering in the darkness intsimaps and obstacles that delayed but did not
daunt. By the middle of the second day he had b@mmng continuously for thirty hours, and
the iron of his flesh was giving out. It was thelarance of his mind that kept him going. He
had not eaten in forty hours, and he was weak litiger. The repeated drenchings in the icy
water had likewise had their effect on him. Hisdisome coat was draggled. The broad pads
of his feet were bruised and bleeding. He had beglimp, and this limp increased with the
hours. To make it worse, the light of the sky whscured and snow began to fall—a raw,
moist, melting, clinging snow, slippery under faibiat hid from him the landscape he
traversed, and that covered over the inequalifiéiseoground so that the way of his feet was
more difficult and painful.

Grey Beaver had intended camping that night orighbank of the Mackenzie, for it was in
that direction that the hunting lay. But on thamieank, shortly before dark, a moose coming
down to drink, had been espied by Kloo-kooch, wias Wérey Beaver's squaw. Now, had not
the moose come down to drink, had not Mit-sah Istearing out of the course because of the
snow, had not Kloo-kooch sighted the moose, andhioa&rey Beaver killed it with a lucky
shot from his rifle, all subsequent things woulddnadappened differently. Grey Beaver would
not have camped on the near side of the Mackeaate\White Fang would have passed by and
gone on, either to die or to find his way to hisdwarothers and become one of them—a wolf
to the end of his days.
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Night had fallen. The snow was flying more thickiynd White Fang, whimpering softly to
himself as he stumbled and limped along, came agoesh trail in the snow. So fresh was it
that he knew it immediately for what it was. Wimgiwith eagerness, he followed back from
the river bank and in among the trees. The campdscame to his ears. He saw the blaze of
the fire, Kloo-kooch cooking, and Grey Beaver stjogton his hams and mumbling a chunk of
raw tallow. There was fresh meat in camp!

White Fang expected a beating. He crouched astdatia little at the thought of it. Then he
went forward again. He feared and disliked thdibgdne knew to be waiting for him. But he
knew, further, that the comfort of the fire would bis, the protection of the gods, the
companionship of the dogs—the last, a companiornshgmmity, but none the less a
companionship and satisfying to his gregarious seed

He came cringing and crawling into the fireligl@rey Beaver saw him, and stopped munching
the tallow. White Fang crawled slowly, cringingdagrovelling in the abjectness of his
abasement and submission. He crawled straightrtb@eey Beaver, every inch of his
progress becoming slower and more painful. Athaslkay at the master’s feet, into whose
possession he now surrendered himself, voluntdrdgy and soul. Of his own choice, he
came in to sit by man’s fire and to be ruled by hivihite Fang trembled, waiting for the
punishment to fall upon him. There was a moveroétite hand above him. He cringed
involuntarily under the expected blow. It did f@. He stole a glance upward. Grey Beaver
was breaking the lump of tallow in half! Grey Beawas offering him one piece of the

tallow! Very gently and somewhat suspiciously fingt smelled the tallow and then proceeded
to eat it. Grey Beaver ordered meat to be brotgghtm, and guarded him from the other dogs
while he ate. After that, grateful and content,ii&/lfrang lay at Grey Beaver’s feet, gazing at
the fire that warmed him, blinking and dozing, sedn the knowledge that the morrow would
find him, not wandering forlorn through bleak farssgretches, but in the camp of the man-
animals, with the gods to whom he had given himaetf upon whom he was now dependent.

CHAPTER V—THE COVENANT

When December was well along, Grey Beaver went jonraey up the Mackenzie. Mit-sah
and Kloo-kooch went with him. One sled he drovegself, drawn by dogs he had traded for or
borrowed. A second and smaller sled was driveNlitysah, and to this was harnessed a team
of puppies. It was more of a toy affair than amghelse, yet it was the delight of Mit-sah, who
felt that he was beginning to do a man’s work mworld. Also, he was learning to drive dogs
and to train dogs; while the puppies themselvegweing broken in to the harness.
Furthermore, the sled was of some service, faartied nearly two hundred pounds of outfit
and food.

White Fang had seen the camp-dogs toiling in tmedss, so that he did not resent overmuch
the first placing of the harness upon himself. @fdas neck was put a moss-stuffed collar,
which was connected by two pulling-traces to apsthat passed around his chest and over his
back. It was to this that was fastened the lopg twy which he pulled at the sled.

There were seven puppies in the team. The otlaeldden born earlier in the year and were
nine and ten months old, while White Fang was eyt months old. Each dog was fastened
to the sled by a single rope. No two ropes wer®ame length, while the difference in
length between any two ropes was at least thatoyeés body. Every rope was brought to a
ring at the front end of the sled. The sled itgeds without runners, being a birch-bark
toboggan, with upturned forward end to keep it figloughing under the snow. This
construction enabled the weight of the sled and toae distributed over the largest snow-
surface; for the snow was crystal-powder and vefyy Observing the same principle of widest
distribution of weight, the dogs at the ends ofrthepes radiated fan-fashion from the nose of
the sled, so that no dog trod in another’s footstep

There was, furthermore, another virtue in the famafation. The ropes of varying length
prevented the dogs attacking from the rear thaoseréim in front of them. For a dog to attack
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another, it would have to turn upon one at a shoojge. In which case it would find itself face
to face with the dog attacked, and also it would fitself facing the whip of the driver. But the
most peculiar virtue of all lay in the fact thaéttlog that strove to attack one in front of him
must pull the sled faster, and that the fastestbe travelled, the faster could the dog attacked
run away. Thus, the dog behind could never capciith the one in front. The faster he ran,
the faster ran the one he was after, and the femsteall the dogs. Incidentally, the sled went
faster, and thus, by cunning indirection, did magrease his mastery over the beasts.

Mit-sah resembled his father, much of whose gresdain he possessed. In the past he had
observed Lip-lip’s persecution of White Fang; buthet time Lip-lip was another man’s dog,
and Mit-sah had never dared more than to shy aasomtal stone at him. But now Lip-lip was
his dog, and he proceeded to wreak his vengeanhearohy putting him at the end of the
longest rope. This made Lip-lip the leader, and egparently an honour! but in reality it took
away from him all honour, and instead of beingyalhd master of the pack, he now found
himself hated and persecuted by the pack.

Because he ran at the end of the longest ropelafye had always the view of him running
away before them. All that they saw of him waskhishy tail and fleeing hind legs—a view
far less ferocious and intimidating than his birgtilmane and gleaming fangs. Also, dogs
being so constituted in their mental ways, thetsaglinim running away gave desire to run after
him and a feeling that he ran away from them.

The moment the sled started, the team took affetipiin a chase that extended throughout the
day. At first he had been prone to turn upon hispers, jealous of his dignity and wrathful;
but at such times Mit-sah would throw the stingiash of the thirty-foot cariboo-gut whip into
his face and compel him to turn tail and run omp-lip might face the pack, but he could not
face that whip, and all that was left him to do wa&eep his long rope taut and his flanks
ahead of the teeth of his mates.

But a still greater cunning lurked in the recessdse Indian mind. To give point to unending
pursuit of the leader, Mit-sah favoured him over tither dogs. These favours aroused in them
jealousy and hatred. In their presence Mit-sahlavgive him meat and would give it to him
only. This was maddening to them. They would rageind just outside the throwing-
distance of the whip, while Lip-lip devoured theahand Mit-sah protected him. And when
there was no meat to give, Mit-sah would keep ¢laent at a distance and make believe to give
meat to Lip-lip.

White Fang took kindly to the work. He had tragdlla greater distance than the other dogs in
the yielding of himself to the rule of the godsddre had learned more thoroughly the futility

of opposing their will. In addition, the persecamihe had suffered from the pack had made the
pack less to him in the scheme of things, and maremHe had not learned to be dependent on
his kind for companionship. Besides, Kiche wad-nigh forgotten; and the chief outlet of
expression that remained to him was in the alleggdre tendered the gods he had accepted as
masters. So he worked hard, learned discipling yaas obedient. Faithfulness and

willingness characterised his toil. These aremssdraits of the wolf and the wild-dog when
they have become domesticated, and these traitee\Wang possessed in unusual measure.

A companionship did exist between White Fang aedother dogs, but it was one of warfare
and enmity. He had never learned to play with théte knew only how to fight, and fight

with them he did, returning to them a hundred-tbiel snaps and slashes they had given him in
the days when Lip-lip was leader of the pack. Bptlip was no longer leader—except when
he fled away before his mates at the end of his,rthye sled bounding along behind. In camp
he kept close to Mit-sah or Grey Beaver or KloodtwnoHe did not dare venture away from the
gods, for now the fangs of all dogs were against, laind he tasted to the dregs the persecution
that had been White Fang'’s.

With the overthrow of Lip-lip, White Fang could lebecome leader of the pack. But he was
too morose and solitary for that. He merely theashis team-mates. Otherwise he ignored
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them. They got out of his way when he came alangdid the boldest of them ever dare to
rob him of his meat. On the contrary, they devduheir own meat hurriedly, for fear that he
would take it away from them. White Fang knew lthe well: to oppress the weak and obey
the strong He ate his share of meat as rapidly as he cotutdi then woe the dog that had not
yet finished! A snarl and a flash of fangs, arat thog would wail his indignation to the
uncomforting stars while White Fang finished histjgm for him.

Every little while, however, one dog or another ¥Waoilame up in revolt and be promptly
subdued. Thus White Fang was kept in training.wde jealous of the isolation in which he
kept himself in the midst of the pack, and he fdugften to maintain it. But such fights were
of brief duration. He was too quick for the othefhey were slashed open and bleeding
before they knew what had happened, were whippadsilbefore they had begun to fight.

As rigid as the sled-discipline of the gods, wasdiscipline maintained by White Fang
amongst his fellows. He never allowed them anyuid¢. He compelled them to an
unremitting respect for him. They might do as thiased amongst themselves. That was no
concern of his. But ivashis concern that they leave him alone in his tsmha get out of his
way when he elected to walk among them, and &ina#ls acknowledge his mastery over

them. A hint of stiff-leggedness on their pariifted lip or a bristle of hair, and he would be
upon them, merciless and cruel, swiftly convindingm of the error of their way.

He was a monstrous tyrant. His mastery was rigisteel. He oppressed the weak with a
vengeance. Not for nothing had he been exposttpitiless struggles for life in the day of
his cubhood, when his mother and he, alone andladaheld their own and survived in the
ferocious environment of the Wild. And not for hioig had he learned to walk softly when
superior strength went by. He oppressed the waé&kje respected the strong. And in the
course of the long journey with Grey Beaver he wdlkoftly indeed amongst the full-grown
dogs in the camps of the strange man-animals thegumtered.

The months passed by. Still continued the jounfegrey Beaver. White Fang’s strength was
developed by the long hours on trail and the stéaitiat the sled; and it would have seemed
that his mental development was well-nigh compléie.had come to know quite thoroughly
the world in which he lived. His outlook was bleskd materialistic. The world as he saw it
was a fierce and brutal world, a world without wérpa world in which caresses and affection
and the bright sweetnesses of the spirit did nist.ex

He had no affection for Grey Beaver. True, he aged, but a most savage god. White Fang
was glad to acknowledge his lordship, but it wésrdship based upon superior intelligence
and brute strength. There was something in thre b White Fang’s being that made his
lordship a thing to be desired, else he would aeehcome back from the Wild when he did to
tender his allegiance. There were deeps in hig@athich had never been sounded. A kind
word, a caressing touch of the hand, on the pa@rey Beaver, might have sounded these
deeps; but Grey Beaver did not caress, nor speakvkords. It was not his way. His primacy
was savage, and savagely he ruled, administersigguwith a club, punishing transgression
with the pain of a blow, and rewarding merit, ngtdindness, but by withholding a blow.

So White Fang knew nothing of the heaven a mamsl Imight contain for him. Besides, he
did not like the hands of the man-animals. He stspicious of them. It was true that they
sometimes gave meat, but more often they gave ahds were things to keep away from.
They hurled stones, wielded sticks and clubs ang@syladministered slaps and clouts, and,
when they touched him, were cunning to hurt withcpiand twist and wrench. In strange
villages he had encountered the hands of the emldnd learned that they were cruel to hurt.
Also, he had once nearly had an eye poked outtbgidiing papoose. From these experiences
he became suspicious of all children. He couldtolerate them. When they came near with
their ominous hands, he got up.

It was in a village at the Great Slave Lake, thmathe course of resenting the evil of the hands
of the man-animals, he came to modify the law tiealhad learned from Grey Beaver: namely,
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that the unpardonable crime was to bite one ofjtias. In this village, after the custom of all
dogs in all villages, White Fang went foraging, fiood. A boy was chopping frozen moose-
meat with an axe, and the chips were flying inghew. White Fang, sliding by in quest of
meat, stopped and began to eat the chips. Hewauastre boy lay down the axe and take up a
stout club. White Fang sprang clear, just in ttmescape the descending blow. The boy
pursued him, and he, a stranger in the villagé, Ifletween two tepees to find himself cornered
against a high earth bank.

There was no escape for White Fang. The only wayvas between the two tepees, and this
the boy guarded. Holding his club prepared td&strine drew in on his cornered quarry. White
Fang was furious. He faced the boy, bristling amarling, his sense of justice outraged. He
knew the law of forage. All the wastage of meathsas the frozen chips, belonged to the dog
that found it. He had done no wrong, broken ng Mt here was this boy preparing to give
him a beating. White Fang scarcely knew what hapge He did it in a surge of rage. And he
did it so quickly that the boy did not know eitheXll the boy knew was that he had in some
unaccountable way been overturned into the snowilaat his club-hand had been ripped wide
open by White Fang'’s teeth.

But White Fang knew that he had broken the lavhefgods. He had driven his teeth into the
sacred flesh of one of them, and could expect ngthut a most terrible punishment. He fled
away to Grey Beaver, behind whose protecting legsrbuched when the bitten boy and the
boy’s family came, demanding vengeance. But thegtwway with vengeance unsatisfied.
Grey Beaver defended White Fang. So did Mit-sahkdno-kooch. White Fang, listening to
the wordy war and watching the angry gestures, kihavhis act was justified. And so it came
that he learned there were gods and gods. Theehsgods, and there were other gods, and
between them there was a difference. Justicgustioe, it was all the same, he must take all
things from the hands of his own gods. But he m@sompelled to take injustice from the
other gods. It was his privilege to resent it with teeth. And this also was a law of the gods.

Before the day was out, White Fang was to learremabout this law. Mit-sah, alone,
gathering firewood in the forest, encountered thye that had been bitten. With him were
other boys. Hot words passed. Then all the btgsked Mit-sah. It was going hard with
him. Blows were raining upon him from all side&/hite Fang looked on at first. This was an
affair of the gods, and no concern of his. Thendadised that this was Mit-sah, one of his own
particular gods, who was being maltreated. It m@aseasoned impulse that made White Fang
do what he then did. A mad rush of anger sentleaping in amongst the combatants. Five
minutes later the landscape was covered with fteboys, many of whom dripped blood upon
the snow in token that White Fang’s teeth had eehbidle. When Mit-sah told the story in
camp, Grey Beaver ordered meat to be given to WHaitey. He ordered much meat to be
given, and White Fang, gorged and sleepy by tlee kinew that the law had received its
verification.

It was in line with these experiences that Whitag-eame to learn the law of property and the
duty of the defence of property. From the protectf his god’s body to the protection of his
god’s possessions was a step, and this step he riddat was his god’s was to be defended
against all the world—even to the extent of bitotger gods. Not only was such an act
sacrilegious in its nature, but it was fraught watril. The gods were all-powerful, and a dog
was no match against them; yet White Fang learméaice them, fiercely belligerent and
unafraid. Duty rose above fear, and thieving dedsned to leave Grey Beaver’s property
alone.

One thing, in this connection, White Fang quicldgrint, and that was that a thieving god was
usually a cowardly god and prone to run away asthending of the alarm. Also, he learned
that but brief time elapsed between his soundintpe@flarm and Grey Beaver coming to his
aid. He came to know that it was not fear of hmattdrove the thief away, but fear of Grey
Beaver. White Fang did not give the alarm by bagkiHe never barked. His method was to
drive straight at the intruder, and to sink higheag if he could. Because he was morose and
solitary, having nothing to do with the other dogs,was unusually fitted to guard his master’s
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property; and in this he was encouraged and traige@rey Beaver. One result of this was to
make White Fang more ferocious and indomitable,raack solitary.

The months went by, binding stronger and strongeicbvenant between dog and man. This
was the ancient covenant that the first wolf tlaahe in from the Wild entered into with man.
And, like all succeeding wolves and wild dogs thadl done likewise, White Fang worked the
covenant out for himself. The terms were simpter the possession of a flesh-and-blood god,
he exchanged his own liberty. Food and fire, mtd@ and companionship, were some of the
things he received from the god. In return, herded the god’s property, defended his body,
worked for him, and obeyed him.

The possession of a god implies service. Whitgglsanas a service of duty and awe, but not
of love. He did not know what love was. He haderperience of love. Kiche was a remote
memory. Besides, not only had he abandoned thé &vidl his kind when he gave himself up
to man, but the terms of the covenant were sudhfteaer he met Kiche again he would not
desert his god to go with her. His allegiance ammeemed somehow a law of his being
greater than the love of liberty, of kind and kin.

CHAPTER VI—THE FAMINE

The spring of the year was at hand when Grey Bdavished his long journey. It was April,
and White Fang was a year old when he pulled medhbme villages and was loosed from the
harness by Mit-sah. Though a long way from hisgubwth, White Fang, next to Lip-lip, was
the largest yearling in the village. Both from fagher, the wolf, and from Kiche, he had
inherited stature and strength, and already hemessuring up alongside the full-grown dogs.
But he had not yet grown compact. His body wasdde and rangy, and his strength more
stringy than massive, His coat was the true wafygand to all appearances he was true wolf
himself. The quarter-strain of dog he had inhdritem Kiche had left no mark on him
physically, though it had played its part in hisnta make-up.

He wandered through the village, recognising wiglidssatisfaction the various gods he had
known before the long journey. Then there weredibgs, puppies growing up like himself,

and grown dogs that did not look so large and fdahbie as the memory pictures he retained of
them. Also, he stood less in fear of them thaméaty, stalking among them with a certain
careless ease that was as new to him as it wagadago

There was Baseek, a grizzled old fellow that inylmenger days had but to uncover his fangs to
send White Fang cringing and crouching to the ragidut. From him White Fang had learned
much of his own insignificance; and from him he wasv to learn much of the change and
development that had taken place in himself. WB#dseek had been growing weaker with
age, White Fang had been growing stronger withtyout

It was at the cutting-up of a moose, fresh-killgdt White Fang learned of the changed
relations in which he stood to the dog-world. Hellgot for himself a hoof and part of the shin
-bone, to which quite a bit of meat was attach@étithdrawn from the immediate scramble of
the other dogs—in fact out of sight behind a thiekke was devouring his prize, when Baseek
rushed in upon him. Before he knew what he wasgldie had slashed the intruder twice and
sprung clear. Baseek was surprised by the otharisrity and swiftness of attack. He stood,
gazing stupidly across at White Fang, the raw sted-bone between them.

Baseek was old, and already he had come to knomd¢heasing valour of the dogs it had been
his wont to bully. Bitter experiences these, whigérforce, he swallowed, calling upon all his
wisdom to cope with them. In the old days he wdddle sprung upon White Fang in a fury of
righteous wrath. But now his waning powers woudtl ermit such a course. He bristled
fiercely and looked ominously across the shin-batné/hite Fang. And White Fang,
resurrecting quite a deal of the old awe, seemedlt@and to shrink in upon himself and grow
small, as he cast about in his mind for a way &t beetreat not too inglorious.
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And right here Baseek erred. Had he contenteddiimsgth looking fierce and ominous, all
would have been well. White Fang, on the vergessat, would have retreated, leaving the
meat to him. But Baseek did not wait. He con®dehe victory already his and stepped
forward to the meat. As he bent his head cargléssgmell it, White Fang bristled slightly.
Even then it was not too late for Baseek to regrithe situation. Had he merely stood over the
meat, head up and glowering, White Fang would @itety have slunk away. But the fresh
meat was strong in Baseek’s nostrils, and greeédungm to take a bite of it.

This was too much for White Fang. Fresh upon hostims of mastery over his own team-
mates, it was beyond his self-control to stand mlywhile another devoured the meat that
belonged to him. He struck, after his custom, aithwarning. With the first slash, Baseek’s
right ear was ripped into ribbons. He was astodratehe suddenness of it. But more things,
and most grievous ones, were happening with equilenness. He was knocked off his feet.
His throat was bitten. While he was strugglindnifeet the young dog sank teeth twice into
his shoulder. The swiftness of it was bewilderiite made a futile rush at White Fang,
clipping the empty air with an outraged snap. hbet moment his nose was laid open, and he
was staggering backward away from the meat.

The situation was now reversed. White Fang staed the shin-bone, bristling and menacing,
while Baseek stood a little way off, preparingétreat. He dared not risk a fight with this
young lightning-flash, and again he knew, and nimtterly, the enfeeblement of oncoming
age. His attempt to maintain his dignity was heraCalmly turning his back upon young dog
and shin-bone, as though both were beneath hisenatid unworthy of his consideration, he
stalked grandly away. Nor, until well out of sigtid he stop to lick his bleeding wounds.

The effect on White Fang was to give him a grefati¢gh in himself, and a greater pride. He
walked less softly among the grown dogs; his atéttoward them was less compromising.
Not that he went out of his way looking for troubléar from it. But upon his way he
demanded consideration. He stood upon his riggotbis way unmolested and to give trail to
no dog. He had to be taken into account, thatalladHe was no longer to be disregarded and
ignored, as was the lot of puppies, and as conditoi®e the lot of the puppies that were his
team-mates. They got out of the way, gave traihéogrown dogs, and gave up meat to them
under compulsion. But White Fang, uncompanionaagtary, morose, scarcely looking to
right or left, redoubtable, forbidding of aspeetynote and alien, was accepted as an equal by
his puzzled elders. They quickly learned to Ielaive alone, neither venturing hostile acts nor
making overtures of friendliness. If they left hatone, he left them alone—a state of affairs
that they found, after a few encounters, to begon@ently desirable.

In midsummer White Fang had an experience. Tigtilong in his silent way to investigate a
new tepee which had been erected on the edge willdge while he was away with the

hunters after moose, he came full upon Kiche. &lespd and looked at her. He remembered
her vaguely, but heememberedher, and that was more than could be said for Bée lifted

her lip at him in the old snarl of menace, andrh&nory became clear. His forgotten cubhood,
all that was associated with that familiar snarhed back to him. Before he had known the
gods, she had been to him the centre-pin of theetse. The old familiar feelings of that time
came back upon him, surged up within him. He bedrtdwards her joyously, and she met
him with shrewd fangs that laid his cheek operhtolione. He did not understand. He backed
away, bewildered and puzzled.

But it was not Kiche’s fault. A wolf-mother wastnmade to remember her cubs of a year or so
before. So she did not remember White Fang. Heanstrange animal, an intruder; and her
present litter of puppies gave her the right tenésuch intrusion.

One of the puppies sprawled up to White Fang. Mnene half-brothers, only they did not
know it. White Fang sniffed the puppy curiouslhereupon Kiche rushed upon him, gashing
his face a second time. He backed farther awdlythé old memories and associations died
down again and passed into the grave from which lilael been resurrected. He looked at
Kiche licking her puppy and stopping now and thesnarl at him. She was without value to
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him. He had learned to get along without her. erning was forgotten. There was no place
for her in his scheme of things, as there was aogpfor him in hers.

He was still standing, stupid and bewildered, tiemaries forgotten, wondering what it was all
about, when Kiche attacked him a third time, in@mdriving him away altogether from the
vicinity. And White Fang allowed himself to bevkn away. This was a female of his kind,
and it was a law of his kind that the males musfiight the females. He did not know
anything about this law, for it was no generalmaif the mind, not a something acquired by
experience of the world. He knew it as a secretnmting, as an urge of instinct—of the same
instinct that made him howl! at the moon and starsghts, and that made him fear death and
the unknown.

The months went by. White Fang grew stronger, ieeagnd more compact, while his
character was developing along the lines laid dbwhis heredity and his environment. His
heredity was a life-stuff that may be likened taycl It possessed many possibilities, was
capable of being moulded into many different forrBavironment served to model the clay, to
give it a particular form. Thus, had White Fangerecome in to the fires of man, the Wild
would have moulded him into a true wolf. But theelg had given him a different environment,
and he was moulded into a dog that was rather stplbiut that was a dog and not a wolf.

And so, according to the clay of his nature andotfessure of his surroundings, his character
was being moulded into a certain particular shafieere was no escaping it. He was
becoming more morose, more uncompanionable, mditargpmore ferocious; while the dogs
were learning more and more that it was betteetatipeace with him than at war, and Grey
Beaver was coming to prize him more greatly with plassage of each day.

White Fang, seeming to sum up strength in all bilities, nevertheless suffered from one
besetting weakness. He could not stand being &digh The laughter of men was a hateful
thing. They might laugh among themselves abouthamy they pleased except himself, and he
did not mind. But the moment laughter was turngdruhim he would fly into a most terrible
rage. Grave, dignified, sombre, a laugh made hamtic to ridiculousness. It so outraged him
and upset him that for hours he would behave lideraon. And woe to the dog that at such
times ran foul of him. He knew the law too welltédke it out of Grey Beaver; behind Grey
Beaver were a club and godhead. But behind the thegye was nothing but space, and into
this space they flew when White Fang came on teeesanade mad by laughter.

In the third year of his life there came a greatifee to the Mackenzie Indians. In the summer
the fish failed. In the winter the cariboo forsdbkir accustomed track. Moose were scarce,
the rabbits almost disappeared, hunting and presimgals perished. Denied their usual food-
supply, weakened by hunger, they fell upon and deadone another. Only the strong
survived. White Fang’s gods were always huntinghafs. The old and the weak of them died
of hunger. There was wailing in the village, whttre women and children went without in
order that what little they had might go into thedlies of the lean and hollow-eyed hunters who
trod the forest in the vain pursuit of meat.

To such extremity were the gods driven that theytla¢ soft-tanned leather of their mocassins
and mittens, while the dogs ate the harnessebaifflbacks and the very whip-lashes. Also,
the dogs ate one another, and also the gods atlotjse The weakest and the more worthless
were eaten first. The dogs that still lived, lodk®n and understood. A few of the boldest and
wisest forsook the fires of the gods, which had h@wome a shambles, and fled into the
forest, where, in the end, they starved to deatheve eaten by wolves.

In this time of misery, White Fang, too, stole aviatyp the woods. He was better fitted for the
life than the other dogs, for he had the trainihbis cubhood to guide him. Especially adept
did he become in stalking small living things. Weuld lie concealed for hours, following
every movement of a cautious tree-squirrel, wajtimigh a patience as huge as the hunger he
suffered from, until the squirrel ventured out uplba ground. Even then, White Fang was not
premature. He waited until he was sure of strikiefpre the squirrel could gain a tree-refuge.
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Then, and not until then, would he flash from hiiig-place, a grey projectile, incredibly
swift, never failing its mark—the fleeing squirtéht fled not fast enough.

Successful as he was with squirrels, there wasldfieulty that prevented him from living and
growing fat on them. There were not enough sqsirr€o he was driven to hunt still smaller
things. So acute did his hunger become at timegtshia was not above rooting out wood-mice
from their burrows in the ground. Nor did he sctwro battle with a weasel as hungry as
himself and many times more ferocious.

In the worst pinches of the famine he stole badkéofires of the gods. But he did not go into
the fires. He lurked in the forest, avoiding digexy and robbing the snares at the rare intervals
when game was caught. He even robbed Grey Bearaai® of a rabbit at a time when Grey
Beaver staggered and tottered through the foriégstgsdown often to rest, what of weakness
and of shortness of breath.

One day While Fang encountered a young wolf, gandtscrawny, loose-jointed with famine.
Had he not been hungry himself, White Fang mighthgone with him and eventually found
his way into the pack amongst his wild brethrers itAvas, he ran the young wolf down and
killed and ate him.

Fortune seemed to favour him. Always, when hargestsed for food, he found something to
kill. Again, when he was weak, it was his lucktthane of the larger preying animals chanced
upon him. Thus, he was strong from the two dagtihg a lynx had afforded him when the
hungry wolf-pack ran full tilt upon him. It wasl@eng, cruel chase, but he was better nourished
than they, and in the end outran them. And not did he outrun them, but, circling widely
back on his track, he gathered in one of his exiedysursuers.

After that he left that part of the country andrjoeyed over to the valley wherein he had been
born. Here, in the old lair, he encountered Kichia to her old tricks, she, too, had fled the
inhospitable fires of the gods and gone back tamhkrefuge to give birth to her young. Of
this litter but one remained alive when White Faagie upon the scene, and this one was not
destined to live long. Young life had little chana such a famine.

Kiche’s greeting of her grown son was anythingdftectionate. But White Fang did not
mind. He had outgrown his mother. So he turnégkaosophically and trotted on up the
stream. At the forks he took the turning to tHe lehere he found the lair of the lynx with
whom his mother and he had fought long before.eHerthe abandoned lair, he settled down
and rested for a day.

During the early summer, in the last days of thmifee, he met Lip-lip, who had likewise taken
to the woods, where he had eked out a miseraldteexe.

White Fang came upon him unexpectedly. Trottingpposite directions along the base of a
high bluff, they rounded a corner of rock and fodimeimselves face to face. They paused with
instant alarm, and looked at each other suspigrousl

White Fang was in splendid condition. His huntivagl been good, and for a week he had eaten
his fill. He was even gorged from his latest kiBut in the moment he looked at Lip-lip his
hair rose on end all along his back. It was awlumtary bristling on his part, the physical state
that in the past had always accompanied the mstati# produced in him by Lip-lip’s bullying
and persecution. As in the past he had bristleldsaarled at sight of Lip-lip, so now, and
automatically, he bristled and snarled. He didwasgte any time. The thing was done
thoroughly and with despatch. Lip-lip essayedaolbaway, but White Fang struck him hard,
shoulder to shoulder. Lip-lip was overthrown aallied upon his back. White Fang’s teeth
drove into the scrawny throat. There was a deatiggle, during which White Fang walked
around, stiff-legged and observant. Then he redumsecourse and trotted on along the base
of the bluff.
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One day, not long after, he came to the edge diottest, where a narrow stretch of open land
sloped down to the Mackenzie. He had been ovemttuund before, when it was bare, but
now a village occupied it. Still hidden amongst trees, he paused to study the situation.
Sights and sounds and scents were familiar to tirwas the old village changed to a new
place. But sights and sounds and smells wererdiftdrom those he had last had when he fled
away from it. There was no whimpering nor wailingontented sounds saluted his ear, and
when he heard the angry voice of a woman he knéme the anger that proceeds from a full
stomach. And there was a smell in the air of fi¥here was food. The famine was gone. He
came out boldly from the forest and trotted intmpastraight to Grey Beaver’s tepee. Grey
Beaver was not there; but Kloo-kooch welcomed hith glad cries and the whole of a fresh-
caught fish, and he lay down to wait Grey Beaveosiing.

PART IV

CHAPTER |—THE ENEMY OF HIS KIND

Had there been in White Fang’s nature any posipiio matter how remote, of his ever
coming to fraternise with his kind, such possipilitas irretrievably destroyed when he was
made leader of the sled-team. For now the dogslhHam—hated him for the extra meat
bestowed upon him by Mit-sah; hated him for alltbal and fancied favours he received,
hated him for that he fled always at the head eftéam, his waving brush of a tail and his
perpetually retreating hind-quarters for ever madlatg their eyes.

And White Fang just as bitterly hated them backinB sled-leader was anything but
gratifying to him. To be compelled to run awaydrefthe yelling pack, every dog of which,
for three years, he had thrashed and masteredalmast more than he could endure. But
endure it he must, or perish, and the life that wwdsm had no desire to perish out. The
moment Mit-sah gave his order for the start, thatmant the whole team, with eager, savage
cries, sprang forward at White Fang.

There was no defence for him. If he turned upemthMit-sah would throw the stinging lash
of the whip into his face. Only remained to hintio away. He could not encounter that
howling horde with his tail and hind-quarters. $&@evere scarcely fit weapons with which to
meet the many merciless fangs. So run away heviditing his own nature and pride with
every leap he made, and leaping all day long.

One cannot violate the promptings of one’s natutBomt having that nature recoil upon itself.
Such a recoll is like that of a hair, made to gamw from the body, turning unnaturally upon
the direction of its growth and growing into thedige—a rankling, festering thing of hurt. And
so with White Fang. Every urge of his being imgelhim to spring upon the pack that cried at
his heels, but it was the will of the gods thas tshhould not be; and behind the will, to enforce
it, was the whip of cariboo-gut with its biting ttyi-foot lash. So White Fang could only eat his
heart in bitterness and develop a hatred and matisenensurate with the ferocity and
indomitability of his nature.

If ever a creature was the enemy of its kind, WhRaeg was that creature. He asked no
guarter, gave none. He was continually marredsaaded by the teeth of the pack, and as
continually he left his own marks upon the packaliké most leaders, who, when camp was
made and the dogs were unhitched, huddled nebetgdds for protection, White Fang
disdained such protection. He walked boldly altbetcamp, inflicting punishment in the night
for what he had suffered in the day. In the tiréole he was made leader of the team, the
pack had learned to get out of his way. But nowas different. Excited by the day-long
pursuit of him, swayed subconsciously by the iesisiteration on their brains of the sight of
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him fleeing away, mastered by the feeling of masegjoyed all day, the dogs could not bring
themselves to give way to him. When he appearazhgst them, there was always a
squabble. His progress was marked by snarl anamégrowl. The very atmosphere he
breathed was surcharged with hatred and malicetramtdut served to increase the hatred and
malice within him.

When Mit-sah cried out his command for the tearstop, White Fang obeyed. At first this
caused trouble for the other dogs. All of them ldapring upon the hated leader only to find
the tables turned. Behind him would be Mit-sale, gheat whip singing in his hand. So the
dogs came to understand that when the team stdppextler, White Fang was to be let alone.
But when White Fang stopped without orders, thevas allowed them to spring upon him and
destroy him if they could. After several experiescWhite Fang never stopped without
orders. He learned quickly. It was in the natfréhings, that he must learn quickly if he were
to survive the unusually severe conditions unddckvhife was vouchsafed him.

But the dogs could never learn the lesson to leawealone in camp. Each day, pursuing him
and crying defiance at him, the lesson of the jm&vinight was erased, and that night would
have to be learned over again, to be as immeditdegptten. Besides, there was a greater
consistence in their dislike of him. They sensetieen themselves and him a difference of
kind—cause sufficient in itself for hostility. Lékhim, they were domesticated wolves. But
they had been domesticated for generations. MttdedVild had been lost, so that to them
the Wild was the unknown, the terrible, the evenaw@ng and ever warring. But to him, in
appearance and action and impulse, still clung\fiid. He symbolised it, was its
personification: so that when they showed theithtée him they were defending themselves
against the powers of destruction that lurked enghadows of the forest and in the dark
beyond the camp-fire.

But there was one lesson the dogs did learn, aatdués to keep together. White Fang was too
terrible for any of them to face single-handed.eymet him with the mass-formation,
otherwise he would have killed them, one by on@ mght. As it was, he never had a chance
to kill them. He might roll a dog off its feet, tilne pack would be upon him before he could
follow up and deliver the deadly throat-stroke. ti¢ first hint of conflict, the whole team

drew together and faced him. The dogs had quanetsg themselves, but these were
forgotten when trouble was brewing with White Fang.

On the other hand, try as they would, they couldkiibWhite Fang. He was too quick for
them, too formidable, too wise. He avoided tiglhicps and always backed out of it when they
bade fair to surround him. While, as for gettimg loff his feet, there was no dog among them
capable of doing the trick. His feet clung to &#aeth with the same tenacity that he clung to
life. For that matter, life and footing were sygorous in this unending warfare with the pack,
and none knew it better than White Fang.

So he became the enemy of his kind, domesticatdéeew/that they were, softened by the fires
of man, weakened in the sheltering shadow of mstnésgth. White Fang was bitter and
implacable. The clay of him was so moulded. Heated a vendetta against all dogs. And so
terribly did he live this vendetta that Grey BeavJmrce savage himself, could not but marvel
at White Fang’s ferocity. Never, he swore, haddh®en the like of this animal; and the
Indians in strange villages swore likewise wherytbensidered the tale of his killings amongst
their dogs.

When White Fang was nearly five years old, GreyM@e#ook him on another great journey,
and long remembered was the havoc he worked amthvgdbgs of the many villages along
the Mackenzie, across the Rockies, and down theupore to the Yukon. He revelled in the
vengeance he wreaked upon his kind. They wer@aangli unsuspecting dogs. They were not
prepared for his swiftness and directness, foatteeck without warning. They did not know
him for what he was, a lightning-flash of slaught&hey bristled up to him, stiff-legged and
challenging, while he, wasting no time on elaboptdiminaries, snapping into action like a

9/4/201:



Pageb8 of 10€

steel spring, was at their throats and destroynegitbefore they knew what was happening and
while they were yet in the throes of surprise.

He became an adept at fighting. He economisedneder wasted his strength, never tussled.
He was in too quickly for that, and, if he misseds out again too quickly. The dislike of the
wolf for close quarters was his to an unusual degige could not endure a prolonged contact
with another body. It smacked of danger. It maide frantic. He must be away, free, on his
own legs, touching no living thing. It was the Wtill clinging to him, asserting itself through
him. This feeling had been accentuated by the astite life he had led from his puppyhood.
Danger lurked in contacts. It was the trap, elerttap, the fear of it lurking deep in the life of
him, woven into the fibre of him.

In consequence, the strange dogs he encounteratblathnce against him. He eluded their
fangs. He got them, or got away, himself untoudheglther event. In the natural course of
things there were exceptions to this. There wieres when several dogs, pitching on to him,
punished him before he could get away; and there times when a single dog scored deeply
on him. But these were accidents. In the mairefBoient a fighter had he become, he went
his way unscathed.

Another advantage he possessed was that of cgrjedding time and distance. Not that he
did this consciously, however. He did not calcailsich things. It was all automatic. His eyes
saw correctly, and the nerves carried the visianeotly to his brain. The parts of him were
better adjusted than those of the average dogy Wbeked together more smoothly and
steadily. His was a better, far better, nervousntal, and muscular co-ordination. When his
eyes conveyed to his brain the moving image ofctio® his brain without conscious effort,
knew the space that limited that action and the tiequired for its completion. Thus, he could
avoid the leap of another dog, or the drive ofatgys, and at the same moment could seize the
infinitesimal fraction of time in which to delivéris own attack. Body and brain, his was a
more perfected mechanism. Not that he was to &ieqa for it. Nature had been more
generous to him than to the average animal, thataa

It was in the summer that White Fang arrived at Fokon. Grey Beaver had crossed the
great watershed between Mackenzie and the Yuktreitate winter, and spent the spring in
hunting among the western outlying spurs of thekitsc Then, after the break-up of the ice
on the Porcupine, he had built a canoe and padfdieth that stream to where it effected its
junction with the Yukon just under the Artic circlélere stood the old Hudson’s Bay
Company fort; and here were many Indians, much,faod unprecedented excitement. It was
the summer of 1898, and thousands of gold-hunters @oing up the Yukon to Dawson and
the Klondike. Still hundreds of miles from thewal, nevertheless many of them had been on
the way for a year, and the least any of them teacklied to get that far was five thousand
miles, while some had come from the other siddefworld.

Here Grey Beaver stopped. A whisper of the gokhruad reached his ears, and he had come
with several bales of furs, and another of gut-sevittens and moccasins. He would not have
ventured so long a trip had he not expected geseymfits. But what he had expected was
nothing to what he realised. His wildest dreant i@t exceeded a hundred per cent. profit; he
made a thousand per cent. And like a true Indiarsettled down to trade carefully and slowly,
even if it took all summer and the rest of the wirtb dispose of his goods.

It was at Fort Yukon that White Fang saw his fiskite men. As compared with the Indians

he had known, they were to him another race ofgsia race of superior gods. They
impressed him as possessing superior power, anotit power that godhead rests. White Fang
did not reason it out, did not in his mind make sharp generalisation that the white gods were
more powerful. It was a feeling, nothing more, getinone the less potent. As, in his
puppyhood, the looming bulks of the tepees, maretkdad affected him as manifestations of
power, so was he affected now by the houses anautlpe fort all of massive logs. Here was
power. Those white gods were strong. They posdag®ater mastery over matter than the
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gods he had known, most powerful among which way ®eaver. And yet Grey Beaver was
as a child-god among these white-skinned ones.

To be sure, White Fang only felt these things.wds not conscious of them. Yet it is upon
feeling, more often than thinking, that animals acid every act White Fang now performed
was based upon the feeling that the white men Whersuperior gods. In the first place he was
very suspicious of them. There was no telling wirdkénown terrors were theirs, what
unknown hurts they could administer. He was cwitmuobserve them, fearful of being noticed
by them. For the first few hours he was contenl wiinking around and watching them from

a safe distance. Then he saw that no harm beé&tldogs that were near to them, and he came
in closer.

In turn he was an object of great curiosity to thafis wolfish appearance caught their eyes at
once, and they pointed him out to one anothers &bt of pointing put White Fang on his
guard, and when they tried to approach him he stidwseteeth and backed away. Not one
succeeded in laying a hand on him, and it was thetlthey did not.

White Fang soon learned that very few of these-gadst more than a dozen—lived at this
place. Every two or three days a steamer (anatfeicolossal manifestation of power) came
into the bank and stopped for several hours. Thigwnen came from off these steamers and
went away on them again. There seemed untold nisabéhese white men. In the first day
or so, he saw more of them than he had seen Ingtiaikhis life; and as the days went by they
continued to come up the river, stop, and thenrgapthe river out of sight.

But if the white gods were all-powerful, their dadjd not amount to much. This White Fang
quickly discovered by mixing with those that carsbae with their masters. They were
irregular shapes and sizes. Some were short-legtgashort; others were long-legged—too
long. They had hair instead of fur, and a few Wy little hair at that. And none of them
knew how to fight.

As an enemy of his kind, it was in White Fang’sypnge to fight with them. This he did, and
he quickly achieved for them a mighty contempt.eyiwvere soft and helpless, made much
noise, and floundered around clumsily trying tocamplish by main strength what he
accomplished by dexterity and cunning. They rudiedtbwing at him. He sprang to the side.
They did not know what had become of him; and at thoment he struck them on the
shoulder, rolling them off their feet and deliveyinis stroke at the throat.

Sometimes this stroke was successful, and a strid&g rolled in the dirt, to be pounced upon
and torn to pieces by the pack of Indian dogswraated. White Fang was wise. He had long
since learned that the gods were made angry wiegndbgs were killed. The white men were
no exception to this. So he was content, whenddeowerthrown and slashed wide the throat
of one of their dogs, to drop back and let the gazkn and do the cruel finishing work. It was
then that the white men rushed in, visiting theiathr heavily on the pack, while White Fang
went free. He would stand off at a little distaac® look on, while stones, clubs, axes, and all
sorts of weapons fell upon his fellows. White Faras very wise.

But his fellows grew wise in their own way; andims White Fang grew wise with them.

They learned that it was when a steamer firsttoetie bank that they had their fun. After the
first two or three strange dogs had been downediasttoyed, the white men hustled their own
animals back on board and wrecked savage vengeante offenders. One white man,
having seen his dog, a setter, torn to pieces édfigreyes, drew a revolver. He fired rapidly,
six times, and six of the pack lay dead or dying-ethar manifestation of power that sank deep
into White Fang’s consciousness.

White Fang enjoyed it all. He did not love hisdkimnd he was shrewd enough to escape hurt
himself. At first, the killing of the white mentogs had been a diversion. After a time it
became his occupation. There was no work for bilmhot Grey Beaver was busy trading and
getting wealthy. So White Fang hung around thditaqwith the disreputable gang of Indian
dogs, waiting for steamers. With the arrival gteamer the fun began. After a few minutes,
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by the time the white men had got over their sggrihe gang scattered. The fun was over
until the next steamer should arrive.

But it can scarcely be said that White Fang waember of the gang. He did not mingle with
it, but remained aloof, always himself, and wasnefeared by it. It is true, he worked with it.
He picked the quarrel with the strange dog whiteghng waited. And when he had
overthrown the strange dog the gang went in talfimi. But it is equally true that he then
withdrew, leaving the gang to receive the punishneéthe outraged gods.

It did not require much exertion to pick these gelar All he had to do, when the strange dogs
came ashore, was to show himself. When they sawthey rushed for him. It was their
instinct. He was the Wild—the unknown, the tegilthe ever-menacing, the thing that
prowled in the darkness around the fires of thenpvial world when they, cowering close to the
fires, were reshaping their instincts, learningeiar the Wild out of which they had come, and
which they had deserted and betrayed. Generayigieteration, down all the generations, had
this fear of the Wild been stamped into their negurFor centuries the Wild had stood for
terror and destruction. And during all this tinned licence had been theirs, from their masters,
to kill the things of the Wild. In doing this théyad protected both themselves and the gods
whose companionship they shared.

And so, fresh from the soft southern world, thesgsd trotting down the gang-plank and out
upon the Yukon shore had but to see White Fangperence the irresistible impulse to rush
upon him and destroy him. They might be town-réalegs, but the instinctive fear of the
Wild was theirs just the same. Not alone withrtlogin eyes did they see the wolfish creature
in the clear light of day, standing before thenhey{ saw him with the eyes of their ancestors,
and by their inherited memory they knew White Féorghe wolf, and they remembered the
ancient feud.

All of which served to make White Fang’s days eajolg. If the sight of him drove these
strange dogs upon him, so much the better for samuch the worse for them. They looked
upon him as legitimate prey, and as legitimate prejooked upon them.

Not for nothing had he first seen the light of da lonely lair and fought his first fights with
the ptarmigan, the weasel, and the lynx. And aohbthing had his puppyhood been made
bitter by the persecution of Lip-lip and the whplgopy pack. It might have been otherwise,
and he would then have been otherwise. Had Lipdipexisted, he would have passed his
puppyhood with the other puppies and grown up mdoggdike and with more liking for dogs.
Had Grey Beaver possessed the plummet of affeatidriove, he might have sounded the
deeps of White Fang’s nature and brought up tatinface all manner of kindly qualities. But
these things had not been so. The clay of Whiteyfrad been moulded until he became what
he was, morose and lonely, unloving and ferocithesenemy of all his kind.

CHAPTER II—THE MAD GOD

A small number of white men lived in Fort Yukonhé&se men had been long in the country.
They called themselves Sour-doughs, and took gréd in so classifying themselves. For
other men, new in the land, they felt nothing baddin. The men who came ashore from the
steamers were newcomers. They were knowshashaquosand they always wilted at the
application of the name. They made their bread Waking-powder. This was the invidious
distinction between them and the Sour-doughs, Wirtepoth, made their bread from sour-
dough because they had no baking-powder.

All of which is neither here nor there. The menha fort disdained the newcomers and
enjoyed seeing them come to grief. Especiallytidgy enjoy the havoc worked amongst the
newcomers’ dogs by White Fang and his disreputgdag. When a steamer arrived, the men
of the fort made it a point always to come dowthi bank and see the fun. They looked
forward to it with as much anticipation as did thdian dogs, while they were not slow to
appreciate the savage and crafty part played bye/Nrang.
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But there was one man amongst them who particuéanjigyed the sport. He would come
running at the first sound of a steamboat’s whisttel when the last fight was over and White
Fang and the pack had scattered, he would retawlysto the fort, his face heavy with regret.
Sometimes, when a soft southland dog went dowielshg its death-cry under the fangs of
the pack, this man would be unable to contain hlimaied would leap into the air and cry out
with delight. And always he had a sharp and caxetye for White Fang.

This man was called “Beauty” by the other men effitrt. No one knew his first name, and in
general he was known in the country as Beauty SniBtlit he was anything save a beauty. To
antithesis was due his naming. He was pre-emwyentbeautiful. Nature had been niggardly
with him. He was a small man to begin with; andrupis meagre frame was deposited an
even more strikingly meagre head. Its apex mighikened to a point. In fact, in his
boyhood, before he had been named Beauty by tasviglhe had been called “Pinhead.”

Backward, from the apex, his head slanted downstodck and forward it slanted
uncompromisingly to meet a low and remarkably wimlehead. Beginning here, as though
regretting her parsimony, Nature had spread hisifes with a lavish hand. His eyes were
large, and between them was the distance of tws. ejlés face, in relation to the rest of him,
was prodigious. In order to discover the necesaseg, Nature had given him an enormous
prognathous jaw. It was wide and heavy, and pdetiloutward and down until it seemed to
rest on his chest. Possibly this appearance wasodihe weariness of the slender neck, unable
properly to support so great a burden.

This jaw gave the impression of ferocious detertimma But something lacked. Perhaps it
was from excess. Perhaps the jaw was too larg@anyrate, it was a lie. Beauty Smith was
known far and wide as the weakest of weak-kneedsanelling cowards. To complete his
description, his teeth were large and yellow, wtike two eye-teeth, larger than their fellows,
showed under his lean lips like fangs. His eyesewellow and muddy, as though Nature had
run short on pigments and squeezed together tiys dfeall her tubes. It was the same with his
hair, sparse and irregular of growth, muddy-yelkvd dirty-yellow, rising on his head and
sprouting out of his face in unexpected tufts anddbes, in appearance like clumped and wind
-blown grain.

In short, Beauty Smith was a monstrosity, and taeb of it lay elsewhere. He was not
responsible. The clay of him had been so moulde¢de making. He did the cooking for the
other men in the fort, the dish-washing and theldeuny. They did not despise him. Rather did
they tolerate him in a broad human way, as onedtde any creature evilly treated in the
making. Also, they feared him. His cowardly ragesde them dread a shot in the back or
poison in their coffee. But somebody had to dociheking, and whatever else his
shortcomings, Beauty Smith could cook.

This was the man that looked at White Fang, dedidliri his ferocious prowess, and desired to
possess him. He made overtures to White Fang therfirst. White Fang began by ignoring
him. Later on, when the overtures became morstersi, White Fang bristled and bared his
teeth and backed away. He did not like the mame f€el of him was bad. He sensed the evil
in him, and feared the extended hand and the atsemhgoft-spoken speech. Because of all
this, he hated the man.

With the simpler creatures, good and bad are thsigply understood. The good stands for all
things that bring easement and satisfaction anckase from pain. Therefore, the good is
liked. The bad stands for all things that aredrauvith discomfort, menace, and hurt, and is
hated accordingly. White Fang’s feel of Beauty thrmias bad. From the man’s distorted
body and twisted mind, in occult ways, like misséng from malarial marshes, came
emanations of the unhealth within. Not by reasgninot by the five senses alone, but by other
and remoter and uncharted senses, came the féelfipite Fang that the man was ominous
with evil, pregnant with hurtfulness, and therefarthing bad, and wisely to be hated.
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White Fang was in Grey Beaver’'s camp when BeautigtShimst visited it. At the faint sound

of his distant feet, before he came in sight, Wh#aeg knew who was coming and began to
bristle. He had been lying down in an abandoroaffort, but he arose quickly, and, as the
man arrived, slid away in true wolf-fashion to #aige of the camp. He did not know what
they said, but he could see the man and Grey Bealkang together. Once, the man pointed at
him, and White Fang snarled back as though the temnd just descending upon him instead of
being, as it was, fifty feet away. The man laugatethis; and White Fang slunk away to the
sheltering woods, his head turned to observe gdided softly over the ground.

Grey Beaver refused to sell the dog. He had gneetmwith his trading and stood in need of
nothing. Besides, White Fang was a valuable anithalstrongest sled-dog he had ever
owned, and the best leader. Furthermore, therenwa®g like him on the Mackenzie nor the
Yukon. He could fight. He killed other dogs asiBaas men killed mosquitoes. (Beauty
Smith’s eyes lighted up at this, and he lickedthis lips with an eager tongue). No, White
Fang was not for sale at any price.

But Beauty Smith knew the ways of Indians. HeteiGrey Beaver’'s camp often, and hidden
under his coat was always a black bottle or soe @irthe potencies of whisky is the breeding
of thirst. Grey Beaver got the thirst. His fewdraembranes and burnt stomach began to
clamour for more and more of the scorching fluidhiler his brain, thrust all awry by the
unwonted stimulant, permitted him to go any lertgtlbbtain it. The money he had received

for his furs and mittens and moccasins began toligwent faster and faster, and the shorter his
money-sack grew, the shorter grew his temper.

In the end his money and goods and temper wegoa#. Nothing remained to him but his
thirst, a prodigious possession in itself that greare prodigious with every sober breath he
drew. Then it was that Beauty Smith had talk \kitim again about the sale of White Fang; but
this time the price offered was in bottles, notasl, and Grey Beaver’s ears were more eager
to hear.

“You ketch um dog you take um all right,” was hastl word.

The bottles were delivered, but after two daysouketch um dog,” were Beauty Smith’s
words to Grey Beaver.

White Fang slunk into camp one evening and drogjoech with a sigh of content. The
dreaded white god was not there. For days hisfestations of desire to lay hands on him had
been growing more insistent, and during that tim@té/Fang had been compelled to avoid the
camp. He did not know what evil was threatenethioge insistent hands. He knew only that
they did threaten evil of some sort, and that i Wwast for him to keep out of their reach.

But scarcely had he lain down when Grey Beavergsiagl over to him and tied a leather thong
around his neck. He sat down beside White Fangjrigpthe end of the thong in his hand. In
the other hand he held a bottle, which, from timérhe, was inverted above his head to the
accompaniment of gurgling noises.

An hour of this passed, when the vibrations of feentact with the ground foreran the one
who approached. White Fang heard it first, and/ae bristling with recognition while Grey
Beaver still nodded stupidly. White Fang trieditaw the thong softly out of his master’s
hand; but the relaxed fingers closed tightly andy@eaver roused himself.

Beauty Smith strode into camp and stood over Wkdieg. He snarled softly up at the thing of
fear, watching keenly the deportment of the har@se hand extended outward and began to
descend upon his head. His soft snarl grew tem$dnarsh. The hand continued slowly to
descend, while he crouched beneath it, eyeingligmantly, his snarl growing shorter and
shorter as, with quickening breath, it approackedulmination. Suddenly he snapped,
striking with his fangs like a snake. The hand yeaked back, and the teeth came together
emptily with a sharp click. Beauty Smith was fighed and angry. Grey Beaver clouted
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White Fang alongside the head, so that he coweret dlose to the earth in respectful
obedience.

White Fang’s suspicious eyes followed every moveamete saw Beauty Smith go away and
return with a stout club. Then the end of the thasas given over to him by Grey Beaver.
Beauty Smith started to walk away. The thong gieawt. White Fang resisted it. Grey Beaver
clouted him right and left to make him get up aolibiv. He obeyed, but with a rush, hurling
himself upon the stranger who was dragging him awisgauty Smith did not jump away. He
had been waiting for this. He swung the club sipastopping the rush midway and smashing
White Fang down upon the ground. Grey Beaver ladgind nodded approval. Beauty Smith
tightened the thong again, and White Fang crawtegly and dizzily to his feet.

He did not rush a second time. One smash frorslthewas sufficient to convince him that
the white god knew how to handle it, and he wasa@e to fight the inevitable. So he
followed morosely at Beauty Smith’s heels, his ba@tween his legs, yet snarling softly under
his breath. But Beauty Smith kept a wary eye om, laind the club was held always ready to
strike.

At the fort Beauty Smith left him securely tied ament in to bed. White Fang waited an hour.
Then he applied his teeth to the thong, and irsgaeze of ten seconds was free. He had wasted
no time with his teeth. There had been no usgjeawing. The thong was cut across,
diagonally, almost as clean as though done byfa kiwhite Fang looked up at the fort, at the
same time bristling and growling. Then he turned @otted back to Grey Beaver’'s camp. He
owed no allegiance to this strange and terrible géd had given himself to Grey Beaver, and

to Grey Beaver he considered he still belonged.

But what had occurred before was repeated—uwittiferdhce. Grey Beaver again made him
fast with a thong, and in the morning turned hinerol Beauty Smith. And here was where
the difference came in. Beauty Smith gave himatibg. Tied securely, White Fang could
only rage futilely and endure the punishment. Glad whip were both used upon him, and he
experienced the worst beating he had ever recaéived life. Even the big beating given him
in his puppyhood by Grey Beaver was mild compargd this.

Beauty Smith enjoyed the task. He delighted irHe gloated over his victim, and his eyes
flamed dully, as he swung the whip or club anehsid to White Fang’s cries of pain and to his
helpless bellows and snarls. For Beauty Smithamasl in the way that cowards are cruel.
Cringing and snivelling himself before the blowsamgry speech of a man, he revenged
himself, in turn, upon creatures weaker than hi lifA likes power, and Beauty Smith was no
exception. Denied the expression of power amamgstwn kind, he fell back upon the lesser
creatures and there vindicated the life that wdsrm But Beauty Smith had not created
himself, and no blame was to be attached to him.h&tl come into the world with a twisted
body and a brute intelligence. This had consitituke clay of him, and it had not been kindly
moulded by the world.

White Fang knew why he was being beaten. When Beayer tied the thong around his

neck, and passed the end of the thong into BeautthS keeping, White Fang knew that it
was his god’s will for him to go with Beauty Smitihnd when Beauty Smith left him tied
outside the fort, he knew that it was Beauty Smithill that he should remain there.

Therefore, he had disobeyed the will of both thesg@and earned the consequent punishment.
He had seen dogs change owners in the past, amatdheeen the runaways beaten as he was
being beaten. He was wise, and yet in the natunarothere were forces greater than

wisdom. One of these was fidelity. He did notddvrey Beaver, yet, even in the face of his
will and his anger, he was faithful to him. He lbnot help it. This faithfulness was a quality
of the clay that composed him. It was the quahgt was peculiarly the possession of his kind;
the quality that set apart his species from aléeopecies; the quality that has enabled the wolf
and the wild dog to come in from the open and leecimpanions of man.
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After the beating, White Fang was dragged backedart. But this time Beauty Smith left

him tied with a stick. One does not give up a gadily, and so with White Fang. Grey Beaver
was his own particular god, and, in spite of Gr@a®er’'s will, White Fang still clung to him
and would not give him up. Grey Beaver had betitagmed forsaken him, but that had no effect
upon him. Not for nothing had he surrendered hihisely and soul to Grey Beaver. There
had been no reservation on White Fang'’s part, laadond was not to be broken easily.

So, in the night, when the men in the fort weregs) White Fang applied his teeth to the stick
that held him. The wood was seasoned and dryitaves tied so closely to his neck that he
could scarcely get his teeth to it. It was onlytlhg severest muscular exertion and neck-
arching that he succeeded in getting the wood letvés teeth, and barely between his teeth at
that; and it was only by the exercise of an immeyaeence, extending through many hours,
that he succeeded in gnawing through the sticks Whs something that dogs were not
supposed to do. It was unprecedented. But WiaitgHid it, trotting away from the fort in the
early morning, with the end of the stick hangindnt® neck.

He was wise. But had he been merely wise he woaiddhave gone back to Grey Beaver who
had already twice betrayed him. But there wadditsfulness, and he went back to be
betrayed yet a third time. Again he yielded totthieg of a thong around his neck by Grey
Beaver, and again Beauty Smith came to claim bAmd this time he was beaten even more
severely than before.

Grey Beaver looked on stolidly while the white nvaielded the whip. He gave no protection.
It was no longer his dog. When the beating was Wieite Fang was sick. A soft southland
dog would have died under it, but not he. His stlob life had been sterner, and he was
himself of sterner stuff. He had too great vitalitHis clutch on life was too strong. But he
was very sick. At first he was unable to drag lEhalong, and Beauty Smith had to wait half-
an-hour for him. And then, blind and reeling, b#dwed at Beauty Smith’s heels back to the
fort.

But now he was tied with a chain that defied hethieand he strove in vain, by lunging, to
draw the staple from the timber into which it waiven. After a few days, sober and bankrupt,
Grey Beaver departed up the Porcupine on his longgy to the Mackenzie. White Fang
remained on the Yukon, the property of a man mioae half mad and all brute. But what is a
dog to know in its consciousness of madness? Tie\Wang, Beauty Smith was a veritable, if
terrible, god. He was a mad god at best, but Wrateg knew nothing of madness; he knew
only that he must submit to the will of this newste, obey his every whim and fancy.

CHAPTER Ill—THE REIGN OF HATE

Under the tutelage of the mad god, White Fang becafrend. He was kept chained in a pen
at the rear of the fort, and here Beauty Smithe@asd irritated and drove him wild with petty
torments. The man early discovered White Fangssestibility to laughter, and made it a

point after painfully tricking him, to laugh at hinThis laughter was uproarious and scornful,
and at the same time the god pointed his fingasidety at White Fang. At such times reason
fled from White Fang, and in his transports of ragevas even more mad than Beauty Smith.

Formerly, White Fang had been merely the enemysokihd, withal a ferocious enemy. He
now became the enemy of all things, and more feuscthan ever. To such an extent was he
tormented, that he hated blindly and without thetést spark of reason. He hated the chain
that bound him, the men who peered in at him thinabe slats of the pen, the dogs that
accompanied the men and that snarled malignantyratn his helplessness. He hated the
very wood of the pen that confined him. And, fitast, and most of all, he hated Beauty
Smith.

But Beauty Smith had a purpose in all that he did/hite Fang. One day a number of men
gathered about the pen. Beauty Smith entered,iclboand, and took the chain off from White
Fang’s neck. When his master had gone out, WhiteyFurned loose and tore around the pen,
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trying to get at the men outside. He was magmnitigeterrible. Fully five feet in length, and
standing two and one-half feet at the shouldefaheutweighed a wolf of corresponding size.
From his mother he had inherited the heavier ptogpws of the dog, so that he weighed,
without any fat and without an ounce of superflubesh, over ninety pounds. It was all
muscle, bone, and sinew-fighting flesh in the ftremsdition.

The door of the pen was being opened again. VWaitg) paused. Something unusual was
happening. He waited. The door was opened widleen a huge dog was thrust inside, and
the door was slammed shut behind him. White Faagrtever seen such a dog (it was a
mastiff); but the size and fierce aspect of theuthér did not deter him. Here was some thing,
not wood nor iron, upon which to wreak his hatee leaped in with a flash of fangs that ripped
down the side of the mastiff's neck. The mastitbask his head, growled hoarsely, and
plunged at White Fang. But White Fang was hemrethand everywhere, always evading and
eluding, and always leaping in and slashing withfangs and leaping out again in time to
escape punishment.

The men outside shouted and applauded, while B&xtth, in an ecstasy of delight, gloated
over the ripping and mangling performed by Whitad=aThere was no hope for the mastiff
from the first. He was too ponderous and slowthimend, while Beauty Smith beat White
Fang back with a club, the mastiff was draggedoguts owner. Then there was a payment of
bets, and money clinked in Beauty Smith’s hand.

White Fang came to look forward eagerly to the gatiy of the men around his pen. It meant
a fight; and this was the only way that was nowolmafed him of expressing the life that was
in him. Tormented, incited to hate, he was keptisoner so that there was no way of
satisfying that hate except at the times his masterfit to put another dog against him.
Beauty Smith had estimated his powers well, fowhs invariably the victor. One day, three
dogs were turned in upon him in succession. Analhg a full-grown wolf, fresh-caught from
the Wild, was shoved in through the door of the. pAnd on still another day two dogs were
set against him at the same time. This was hisrest/fight, and though in the end he killed
them both he was himself half killed in doing it.

In the fall of the year, when the first snows wiaiéng and mush-ice was running in the river,
Beauty Smith took passage for himself and Whitegkama steamboat bound up the Yukon to
Dawson. White Fang had now achieved a reputatidhe land. As “the Fighting Wolf” he

was known far and wide, and the cage in which he ke@t on the steam-boat’s deck was
usually surrounded by curious men. He raged aadeshat them, or lay quietly and studied
them with cold hatred. Why should he not hate there never asked himself the question.

He knew only hate and lost himself in the passioih dLife had become a hell to him. He had
not been made for the close confinement wild besrsdsire at the hands of men. And yet it
was in precisely this way that he was treated. Btared at him, poked sticks between the bars
to make him snarl, and then laughed at him.

They were his environment, these men, and they merdding the clay of him into a more
ferocious thing than had been intended by Natilevertheless, Nature had given him
plasticity. Where many another animal would hawel @r had its spirit broken, he adjusted
himself and lived, and at no expense of the spRitssibly Beauty Smith, arch-fiend and
tormentor, was capable of breaking White Fang'stspiut as yet there were no signs of his
succeeding.

If Beauty Smith had in him a devil, White Fang laambther; and the two of them raged against
each other unceasingly. In the days before, WHateg had had the wisdom to cower down
and submit to a man with a club in his hand; bigt wisdom now left him. The mere sight of
Beauty Smith was sufficient to send him into trargpof fury. And when they came to close
guarters, and he had been beaten back by thehgdukent on growling and snarling, and
showing his fangs. The last growl could never xteagted from him. No matter how terribly
he was beaten, he had always another growl; and ®hauty Smith gave up and withdrew,
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the defiant growl followed after him, or White Fasgrang at the bars of the cage bellowing his
hatred.

When the steamboat arrived at Dawson, White Famg ashore. But he still lived a public

life, in a cage, surrounded by curious men. He exdisbited as “the Fighting Wolf,” and men
paid fifty cents in gold dust to see him. He wasg no rest. Did he lie down to sleep, he was
stirred up by a sharp stick—so that the audiengghtrget its money’s worth. In order to make
the exhibition interesting, he was kept in a ragesnof the time. But worse than all this, was
the atmosphere in which he lived. He was regaadetthe most fearful of wild beasts, and this
was borne in to him through the bars of the cdgeery word, every cautious action, on the
part of the men, impressed upon him his own tegribtocity. It was so much added fuel to the
flame of his fierceness. There could be but osalteand that was that his ferocity fed upon
itself and increased. It was another instanc@é@fplasticity of his clay, of his capacity for
being moulded by the pressure of environment.

In addition to being exhibited he was a profesdifighting animal. At irregular intervals,
whenever a fight could be arranged, he was takenfdus cage and led off into the woods a
few miles from town. Usually this occurred at rtigto as to avoid interference from the
mounted police of the Territory. After a few howofsvaiting, when daylight had come, the
audience and the dog with which he was to fighved. In this manner it came about that he
fought all sizes and breeds of dogs. It was agaland, the men were savage, and the fights
were usually to the death.

Since White Fang continued to fight, it is obvidhat it was the other dogs that died. He never
knew defeat. His early training, when he foughtwliip-lip and the whole puppy-pack, stood
him in good stead. There was the tenacity withcWiie clung to the earth. No dog could
make him lose his footing. This was the favoutrigk of the wolf breeds—to rush in upon

him, either directly or with an unexpected swemehe hope of striking his shoulder and
overthrowing him. Mackenzie hounds, Eskimo andradbr dogs, huskies and Malemutes—
all tried it on him, and all failed. He was nekeown to lose his footing. Men told this to one
another, and looked each time to see it happenMmite Fang always disappointed them.

Then there was his lightning quickness. It gave aitremendous advantage over his
antagonists. No matter what their fighting expeces they had never encountered a dog that
moved so swiftly as he. Also to be reckoned witas the immediateness of his attack. The
average dog was accustomed to the preliminariesafing and bristling and growling, and

the average dog was knocked off his feet and faddbefore he had begun to fight or recovered
from his surprise. So often did this happen, thia¢came the custom to hold White Fang until
the other dog went through its preliminaries, wasdyand ready, and even made the first
attack.

But greatest of all the advantages in White Fafaysur, was his experience. He knew more
about fighting than did any of the dogs that fabed. He had fought more fights, knew how
to meet more tricks and methods, and had moresthakself, while his own method was
scarcely to be improved upon.

As the time went by, he had fewer and fewer figiten despaired of matching him with an
equal, and Beauty Smith was compelled to pit wobgainst him. These were trapped by the
Indians for the purpose, and a fight between Wihateg and a wolf was always sure to draw a
crowd. Once, a full-grown female lynx was secuaad] this time White Fang fought for his
life. Her quickness matched his; her ferocity diguaishis; while he fought with his fangs alone,
and she fought with her sharp-clawed feet as well.

But after the lynx, all fighting ceased for Whitarf§. There were no more animals with which
to fight—at least, there was none considered wasftfighting with him. So he remained on
exhibition until spring, when one Tim Keenan, aofdealer, arrived in the land. With him
came the first bull-dog that had ever entered tlom#like. That this dog and White Fang
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should come together was inevitable, and for a vieelanticipated fight was the mainspring of
conversation in certain quarters of the town.

CHAPTER IV—THE CLINGING DEATH

Beauty Smith slipped the chain from his neck aegtd back.

For once White Fang did not make an immediate lattéte stood still, ears pricked forward,
alert and curious, surveying the strange animdlfdeed him. He had never seen such a dog
before. Tim Keenan shoved the bull-dog forwardhwvaitmuttered “Go to it.” The animal
waddled toward the centre of the circle, short saquaat and ungainly. He came to a stop and
blinked across at White Fang.

There were cries from the crowd of, “Go to him, @ee! Sick 'm, Cherokee! Eat’'m up!”

But Cherokee did not seem anxious to fight. Heddrhis head and blinked at the men who
shouted, at the same time wagging his stump af gdad-naturedly. He was not afraid, but
merely lazy. Besides, it did not seem to him thatas intended he should fight with the dog
he saw before him. He was not used to fightindp witit kind of dog, and he was waiting for
them to bring on the real dog.

Tim Keenan stepped in and bent over Cherokee, ifpdim on both sides of the shoulders
with hands that rubbed against the grain of thedmad that made slight, pushing-forward
movements. These were so many suggestions. thAksioeffect was irritating, for Cherokee
began to growl, very softly, deep down in his throBhere was a correspondence in rhythm
between the growls and the movements of the mamid$r The growl rose in the throat with
the culmination of each forward-pushing movemend @bbed down to start up afresh with the
beginning of the next movement. The end of eacheam@nt was the accent of the rhythm, the
movement ending abruptly and the growling risinghva jerk.

This was not without its effect on White Fang. Taér began to rise on his neck and across
the shoulders. Tim Keenan gave a final shove fahaad stepped back again. As the impetus
that carried Cherokee forward died down, he coetihto go forward of his own volition, in a
swift, bow-legged run. Then White Fang struckcr of startled admiration went up. He had
covered the distance and gone in more like a eat éhdog; and with the same cat-like
swiftness he had slashed with his fangs and lealead.

The bull-dog was bleeding back of one ear fronparrihis thick neck. He gave no sign, did
not even snarl, but turned and followed after WRiédg. The display on both sides, the
guickness of the one and the steadiness of the, dthe excited the partisan spirit of the crowd,
and the men were making new bets and increasiggatibets. Again, and yet again, White
Fang sprang in, slashed, and got away untouchedstdinhis strange foe followed after him,
without too great haste, not slowly, but delibelsaand determinedly, in a businesslike sort of
way. There was purpose in his method—somethingifarto do that he was intent upon doing
and from which nothing could distract him.

His whole demeanour, every action, was stampedtivishpurpose. It puzzled White Fang.
Never had he seen such a dog. It had no hairgtiote It was soft, and bled easily. There
was no thick mat of fur to baffle White Fang’s teas they were often baffled by dogs of his
own breed. Each time that his teeth struck thek sasily into the yielding flesh, while the
animal did not seem able to defend itself. Anottisconcerting thing was that it made no
outcry, such as he had been accustomed to witbtkiee dogs he had fought. Beyond a growl
or a grunt, the dog took its punishment silentynd never did it flag in its pursuit of him.

Not that Cherokee was slow. He could turn and hvewiftly enough, but White Fang was
never there. Cherokee was puzzled, too. He heerheught before with a dog with which he
could not close. The desire to close had alwags beutual. But here was a dog that kept at a
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distance, dancing and dodging here and there dab@lt. And when it did get its teeth into
him, it did not hold on but let go instantly andtéa away again.

But White Fang could not get at the soft undersidine throat. The bull-dog stood too short,
while its massive jaws were an added protectiomit®\Fang darted in and out unscathed,
while Cherokee’s wounds increased. Both sidessohéck and head were ripped and slashed.
He bled freely, but showed no signs of being diseoted. He continued his plodding pursuit,
though once, for the moment baffled, he came tdlatop and blinked at the men who looked
on, at the same time wagging his stump of a taélraexpression of his willingness to fight.

In that moment White Fang was in upon him and ioypassing ripping his trimmed remnant
of an ear. With a slight manifestation of angdrefdkee took up the pursuit again, running on
the inside of the circle White Fang was making, stniding to fasten his deadly grip on White
Fang’s throat. The bull-dog missed by a hair'salth, and cries of praise went up as White
Fang doubled suddenly out of danger in the oppdsiéztion.

The time went by. White Fang still danced on, dod@nd doubling, leaping in and out, and
ever inflicting damage. And still the bull-dog,tivigrim certitude, toiled after him. Sooner or
later he would accomplish his purpose, get the tiap would win the battle. In the meantime,
he accepted all the punishment the other couldideal His tufts of ears had become tassels,
his neck and shoulders were slashed in a scoracéq and his very lips were cut and
bleeding—all from these lightning snaps that wesgdmd his foreseeing and guarding.

Time and again White Fang had attempted to knoakd@iee off his feet; but the difference in
their height was too great. Cherokee was too stp@tlose to the ground. White Fang tried
the trick once too often. The chance came in dresaquick doublings and counter-circlings.
He caught Cherokee with head turned away as hdedhitore slowly. His shoulder was
exposed. White Fang drove in upon it: but his eaulder was high above, while he struck
with such force that his momentum carried him amsg over the other’s body. For the first
time in his fighting history, men saw White Fangddis footing. His body turned a half-
somersault in the air, and he would have landedi®back had he not twisted, catlike, still in
the air, in the effort to bring his feet to thetharAs it was, he struck heavily on his side. The
next instant he was on his feet, but in that ins@irerokee’s teeth closed on his throat.

It was not a good grip, being too low down towdrd thest; but Cherokee held on. White
Fang sprang to his feet and tore wildly aroundngyo shake off the bull-dog’s body. It made
him frantic, this clinging, dragging weight. Itimod his movements, restricted his freedom. It
was like the trap, and all his instinct resenteghi revolted against it. 1t was a mad revolt.
For several minutes he was to all intents insaltee basic life that was in him took charge of
him. The will to exist of his body surged over hifde was dominated by this mere flesh-love
of life. All intelligence was gone. It was as tighh he had no brain. His reason was unseated
by the blind yearning of the flesh to exist and maat all hazards to move, to continue to
move, for movement was the expression of its excse

Round and round he went, whirling and turning aagersing, trying to shake off the fifty-

pound weight that dragged at his throat. The 8ad-did little but keep his grip. Sometimes,
and rarely, he managed to get his feet to the @adifor a moment to brace himself against
White Fang. But the next moment his footing wadoddlost and he would be dragging around

in the whirl of one of White Fang’s mad gyratiorGherokee identified himself with his

instinct. He knew that he was doing the rightghry holding on, and there came to him

certain blissful thrills of satisfaction. At suaioments he even closed his eyes and allowed his
body to be hurled hither and thither, willy-nillgareless of any hurt that might thereby come to
it. That did not count. The grip was the thingd ahe grip he kept.

White Fang ceased only when he had tired himself bie could do nothing, and he could not
understand. Never, in all his fighting, had tihs¢§ happened. The dogs he had fought with
did not fight that way. With them it was snap atash and get away, snap and slash and get
away. He lay partly on his side, panting for bineaCherokee still holding his grip, urged
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against him, trying to get him over entirely on side. White Fang resisted, and he could feel
the jaws shifting their grip, slightly relaxing andming together again in a chewing
movement. Each shift brought the grip closer sothioat. The bull-dog’s method was to hold
what he had, and when opportunity favoured to worfior more. Opportunity favoured when
White Fang remained quiet. When White Fang stedjgCherokee was content merely to hold
on.

The bulging back of Cherokee’s neck was the onljiguo of his body that White Fang’s teeth
could reach. He got hold toward the base wherad¢lo& comes out from the shoulders; but he
did not know the chewing method of fighting, norrevéis jaws adapted to it. He
spasmaodically ripped and tore with his fangs fepace. Then a change in their position
diverted him. The bull-dog had managed to roll lower on his back, and still hanging on to
his throat, was on top of him. Like a cat, Whien§ bowed his hind-quarters in, and, with the
feet digging into his enemy’s abdomen above hindgan to claw with long tearing-strokes.
Cherokee might well have been disembowelled haabheuickly pivoted on his grip and got
his body off of White Fang’s and at right anglestto

There was no escaping that grip. It was like [Ra#df, and as inexorable. Slowly it shifted up
along the jugular. All that saved White Fang frdeath was the loose skin of his neck and the
thick fur that covered it. This served to formagge roll in Cherokee’s mouth, the fur of which
well-nigh defied his teeth. But bit by bit, whemrethe chance offered, he was getting more of
the loose skin and fur in his mouth. The resul Wt he was slowly throttling White Fang.
The latter’s breath was drawn with greater andtgradifficulty as the moments went by.

It began to look as though the battle were ovdre Backers of Cherokee waxed jubilant and
offered ridiculous odds. White Fang’s backers wemeespondingly depressed, and refused
bets of ten to one and twenty to one, though onewsas rash enough to close a wager of fifty
to one. This man was Beauty Smith. He took a istigpthe ring and pointed his finger at
White Fang. Then he began to laugh derisivelysaminfully. This produced the desired
effect. White Fang went wild with rage. He callgulhis reserves of strength, and gained his
feet. As he struggled around the ring, the fiftyipds of his foe ever dragging on his throat,
his anger passed on into panic. The basic lif@grafdominated him again, and his intelligence
fled before the will of his flesh to live. Rounddaround and back again, stumbling and falling
and rising, even uprearing at times on his hind-lgd lifting his foe clear of the earth, he
struggled vainly to shake off the clinging death.

At last he fell, toppling backward, exhausted; #mbull-dog promptly shifted his grip, getting
in closer, mangling more and more of the fur-foldledh, throttling White Fang more severely
than ever. Shouts of applause went up for th@wrieind there were many cries of “Cherokee!”
“Cherokee!” To this Cherokee responded by vigoneagging of the stump of his tail. But

the clamour of approval did not distract him. Téems no sympathetic relation between his
tail and his massive jaws. The one might wag ttheiothers held their terrible grip on White
Fang'’s throat.

It was at this time that a diversion came to thectgtors. There was a jingle of bells. Dog-
mushers’ cries were heard. Everybody, save Beamiyh, looked apprehensively, the fear of
the police strong upon them. But they saw, ugrié and not down, two men running with
sled and dogs. They were evidently coming dowrcteek from some prospecting trip. At
sight of the crowd they stopped their dogs and cawee and joined it, curious to see the cause
of the excitement. The dog-musher wore a moustdmltehe other, a taller and younger man,
was smooth-shaven, his skin rosy from the poundirtgs blood and the running in the frosty
air.

White Fang had practically ceased struggling. Now again he resisted spasmodically and to
no purpose. He could get little air, and thalditjrew less and less under the merciless grip
that ever tightened. In spite of his armour of the great vein of his throat would have long
since been torn open, had not the first grip oftihik-dog been so low down as to be practically
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on the chest. It had taken Cherokee a long tinshitb that grip upward, and this had also
tended further to clog his jaws with fur and skardf

In the meantime, the abysmal brute in Beauty Shmaith been rising into his brain and
mastering the small bit of sanity that he posseaséést. When he saw White Fang’s eyes
beginning to glaze, he knew beyond doubt thatititg fvas lost. Then he broke loose. He
sprang upon White Fang and began savagely to kick here were hisses from the crowd
and cries of protest, but that was all. While thent on, and Beauty Smith continued to kick
White Fang, there was a commotion in the crowde &l young newcomer was forcing his
way through, shouldering men right and left withoetemony or gentleness. When he broke
through into the ring, Beauty Smith was just in #iog of delivering another kick. All his
weight was on one foot, and he was in a state stfalfe equilibrium. At that moment the
newcomer’s fist landed a smashing blow full infaise. Beauty Smith’s remaining leg left the
ground, and his whole body seemed to lift intoaheas he turned over backward and struck
the snow. The newcomer turned upon the crowd.

“You cowards!” he cried. “You beasts!”

He was in a rage himself—a sane rage. His grey sgemed metallic and steel-like as they
flashed upon the crowd. Beauty Smith regaineddasand came toward him, sniffling and
cowardly. The new-comer did not understand. Hiendit know how abject a coward the other
was, and thought he was coming back intent onifightSo, with a “You beast!” he smashed
Beauty Smith over backward with a second blow enfdte. Beauty Smith decided that the
snow was the safest place for him, and lay wheresaldefallen, making no effort to get up.

“Come on, Matt, lend a hand,” the newcomer calleldog-musher, who had followed him
into the ring.

Both men bent over the dogs. Matt took hold of ¥#/Irang, ready to pull when Cherokee’s
jaws should be loosened. This the younger manasmodeed to accomplish by clutching the
bulldog’s jaws in his hands and trying to spreaghth It was a vain undertaking. As he pulled
and tugged and wrenched, he kept exclaiming widnegxpulsion of breath, “Beasts!”

The crowd began to grow unruly, and some of the were protesting against the spoiling of
the sport; but they were silenced when the newcaifted his head from his work for a
moment and glared at them.

“You damn beasts!” he finally exploded, and wentko#o his task.

“It's no use, Mr. Scott, you can’t break 'm apdrat way,” Matt said at last.
The pair paused and surveyed the locked dogs.

“Ain’t bleedin’ much,” Matt announced. “Ain’t gall the way in yet.”

“But he’s liable to any moment,” Scott answered@hére, did you see that! He shifted his grip
in a bit.”

The younger man’s excitement and apprehension futé¥ang was growing. He struck
Cherokee about the head savagely again and aBairthat did not loosen the jaws. Cherokee
wagged the stump of his tail in advertisement tfeatinderstood the meaning of the blows, but
that he knew he was himself in the right and oming his duty by keeping his grip.

“Won’'t some of you help?” Scott cried desperatdltha crowd.

But no help was offered. Instead, the crowd begganastically to cheer him on and showered
him with facetious advice.

“You'll have to get a pry,” Matt counselled.
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The other reached into the holster at his hip, diswevolver, and tried to thrust its muzzle
between the bull-dog’s jaws. He shoved, and shbeed, till the grating of the steel against
the locked teeth could be distinctly heard. Bo#mnwere on their knees, bending over the
dogs. Tim Keenan strode into the ring. He palmside Scott and touched him on the
shoulder, saying ominously:

“Don’t break them teeth, stranger.”

“Then I'll break his neck,” Scott retorted, conting his shoving and wedging with the
revolver muzzle.

“| said don’t break them teeth,” the faro-dealgraated more ominously than before.

But if it was a bluff he intended, it did not worlscott never desisted from his efforts, though
he looked up coolly and asked:

“Your dog?”
The faro-dealer grunted.
“Then get in here and break this grip.”

“Well, stranger,” the other drawled irritatinglyl, don’t mind telling you that's something |
ain’t worked out for myself. | don’t know how tarh the trick.”

“Then get out of the way,” was the reply, “and ddsother me. I'm busy.”

Tim Keenan continued standing over him, but Saatk tho further notice of his presence. He
had managed to get the muzzle in between the javese side, and was trying to get it out
between the jaws on the other side. This accohmgddishe pried gently and carefully,
loosening the jaws a bit at a time, while Mattjtaaba time, extricated White Fang’s mangled
neck.

“Stand by to receive your dog,” was Scott’s pereanpbrder to Cherokee’s owner.

The faro-dealer stooped down obediently and gotahlold on Cherokee.

“Now!” Scott warned, giving the final pry.

The dogs were drawn apart, the bull-dog struggliggrously.

“Take him away,” Scott commanded, and Tim Keenagded Cherokee back into the crowd.

White Fang made several ineffectual efforts touget Once he gained his feet, but his legs
were too weak to sustain him, and he slowly witked sank back into the snow. His eyes

were half closed, and the surface of them was glaldés jaws were apart, and through them
the tongue protruded, draggled and limp. To gblespances he looked like a dog that had been
strangled to death. Matt examined him.

“Just about all in,” he announced; “but he’s bredtall right.”

Beauty Smith had regained his feet and come ovieotoat White Fang.

“Matt, how much is a good sled-dog worth?” Scolteab

The dog-musher, still on his knees and stooped \dilete Fang, calculated for a moment.
“Three hundred dollars,” he answered.

“And how much for one that’s all chewed up likestloine?” Scott asked, nudging White Fang
with his foot.

“Half of that,” was the dog-musher’s judgment. $¢orned upon Beauty Smith.
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“Did you hear, Mr. Beast? I'm going to take yourgdrrom you, and I'm going to give you a
hundred and fifty for him.”

He opened his pocket-book and counted out the bills
Beauty Smith put his hands behind his back, refusirtouch the proffered money.

“l ain’t a-sellin’,” he said.

“Oh, yes you are,” the other assured him. “Becdusduying. Here’s your money. The
dog’s mine.”

Beauty Smith, his hands still behind him, begahaok away.

Scott sprang toward him, drawing his fist backttke. Beauty Smith cowered down in
anticipation of the blow.

“I've got my rights,” he whimpered.

“You've forfeited your rights to own that dog,” wése rejoinder. “Are you going to take the
money? or do | have to hit you again?”

“All right,” Beauty Smith spoke up with the alagriof fear. “But | take the money under
protest,” he added. “The dog’s a mint. | aing@n’ to be robbed. A man’s got his rights.”

“Correct,” Scott answered, passing the money avéirh. “A man’s got his rights. But
you're not a man. You're a beast.”

“Wait till I get back to Dawson,” Beauty Smith tlatened. “I'll have the law on you.”

“If you open your mouth when you get back to Dawddhhave you run out of town.
Understand?”

Beauty Smith replied with a grunt.

“Understand?” the other thundered with abrupt Bekss.

“Yes,” Beauty Smith grunted, shrinking away.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, sir,” Beauty Smith snarled.

“Look out! He'll bite!” some one shouted, and &afgw of laughter went up.

Scott turned his back on him, and returned to tedpdog-musher, who was working over
White Fang.

Some of the men were already departing; otherslstogroups, looking on and talking. Tim
Keenan joined one of the groups.

“Who’s that mug?” he asked.
“Weedon Scott,” some one answered.
“And who in hell is Weedon Scott?” the faro-dealemanded.

“Oh, one of them crackerjack minin’ experts. H&'svith all the big bugs. If you want to
keep out of trouble, you'll steer clear of him,tkany talk. He’s all hunky with the officials.
The Gold Commissioner’s a special pal of his.”

“I thought he must be somebody,” was the faro-d&satmmment. “That’s why | kept my
hands offen him at the start.”
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CHAPTER V—THE INDOMITABLE

“It's hopeless,” Weedon Scott confessed.

He sat on the step of his cabin and stared atdbgentusher, who responded with a shrug that
was equally hopeless.

Together they looked at White Fang at the end ©&tretched chain, bristling, snarling,
ferocious, straining to get at the sled-dogs. Hagveceived sundry lessons from Matt, said
lessons being imparted by means of a club, thedsdgd had learned to leave White Fang
alone; and even then they were lying down at adcs, apparently oblivious of his existence.

“It's a wolf and there’s no taming it,” Weedon Scahnounced.

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Matt objected. “Migbe a lot of dog in 'm, for all you can
tell. But there’s one thing | know sure, an’ ttiagre’s no gettin’ away from.”

The dog-musher paused and nodded his head corndiltieat Moosehide Mountain.

“Well, don’t be a miser with what you know,” Scetiid sharply, after waiting a suitable length
of time. “Spit it out. What is it?”

The dog-musher indicated White Fang with a backwamnaist of his thumb.

“Wolf or dog, it's all the same—he’s ben tamed tga

“No!”

“I tell you yes, an’ broke to harness. Look cltisere. D’ye see them marks across the chest?”
“You're right, Matt. He was a sled-dog before BgaBmith got hold of him.”

“And there’s not much reason against his beineal-slog again.”

“What d’'ye think?” Scott queried eagerly. Then hope died down as he added, shaking his
head, “We’ve had him two weeks now, and if anythueds wilder than ever at the present
moment.”

“Give 'm a chance,” Matt counselled. “Turn’'m |l@®r a spell.”

The other looked at him incredulously.

“Yes,” Matt went on, “I know you've tried to, buby didn’t take a club.”
“You try it then.”

The dog-musher secured a club and went over tolthimed animal. White Fang watched the
club after the manner of a caged lion watchingvthg of its trainer.

“See 'm keep his eye on that club,” Matt said. 4Tk a good sign. He’s no fool. Don’t dast
tackle me so long as | got that club handy. Hetsatean crazy, sure.”

As the man’s hand approached his neck, White Fastidadl and snarled and crouched down.
But while he eyed the approaching hand, he ataheedime contrived to keep track of the club
in the other hand, suspended threateningly abowe Matt unsnapped the chain from the
collar and stepped back.

White Fang could scarcely realise that he was fMany months had gone by since he passed
into the possession of Beauty Smith, and in ali plegiod he had never known a moment of
freedom except at the times he had been looseghbwith other dogs. Immediately after

such fights he had always been imprisoned again.
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He did not know what to make of it. Perhaps soee devilry of the gods was about to be
perpetrated on him. He walked slowly and cautpysiepared to be assailed at any moment.
He did not know what to do, it was all so unpreceed. He took the precaution to sheer off
from the two watching gods, and walked carefullyhte corner of the cabin. Nothing
happened. He was plainly perplexed, and he cawledmain, pausing a dozen feet away and
regarding the two men intently.

“Won'’t he run away?” his new owner asked.
Matt shrugged his shoulders. “Got to take a gamblaly way to find out is to find out.”

“Poor devil,” Scott murmured pityingly. “What heeds is some show of human kindness,” he
added, turning and going into the cabin.

He came out with a piece of meat, which he toss&ihite Fang. He sprang away from it, and
from a distance studied it suspiciously.

“Hi-yu, Major!” Matt shouted warningly, but too lat

Major had made a spring for the meat. At the mistés jaws closed on it, White Fang struck
him. He was overthrown. Matt rushed in, but geicthan he was White Fang. Major
staggered to his feet, but the blood spouting fiharthroat reddened the snow in a widening
path.

“It's too bad, but it served him right,” Scott sdidstily.

But Matt’s foot had already started on its way ickRVhite Fang. There was a leap, a flash of
teeth, a sharp exclamation. White Fang, snarlgrgdly, scrambled backward for several
yards, while Matt stooped and investigated his leg.

“He got me all right,” he announced, pointing te tbrn trousers and undercloths, and the
growing stain of red.

“I told you it was hopeless, Matt,” Scott said idiacouraged voice. “I've thought about it off
and on, while not wanting to think of it. But wexome to it now. It’s the only thing to do.”

As he talked, with reluctant movements he drewdwnslver, threw open the cylinder, and
assured himself of its contents.

“Look here, Mr. Scott,” Matt objected; “that dogden through hell. You can’t expect 'm to
come out a white an’ shinin’ angel. Give 'm time.”

“Look at Major,” the other rejoined.

The dog-musher surveyed the stricken dog. He taki down on the snow in the circle of his
blood and was plainly in the last gasp.

“Served 'm right. You said so yourself, Mr. ScoHe tried to take White Fang’'s meat, an’
he’s dead-O. That was to be expected. | woulgink& two whoops in hell for a dog that
wouldn’t fight for his own meat.”

“But look at yourself, Matt. It's all right abotite dogs, but we must draw the line
somewhere.”

“Served me right,” Matt argued stubbornly. “Whabt'@ant to kick 'm for? You said yourself
that he’d done right. Then I had no right to Kick”

“It would be a mercy to kill him,” Scott insistedHe’s untamable.”

“Now look here, Mr. Scott, give the poor devil ghitin’ chance. He ain’t had no chance yet.
He’s just come through hell, an’ this is the fiiste he’s ben loose. Give 'm a fair chance, an’
if he don’t deliver the goods, I'll kill ’'m myselfThere!”
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“God knows | don’t want to kill him or have him led,” Scott answered, putting away the
revolver. “We’ll let him run loose and see whatdkness can do for him. And here’s a try at
it.”

He walked over to White Fang and began talkingino diently and soothingly.
“Better have a club handy,” Matt warned.
Scott shook his head and went on trying to win WHki&ng’'s confidence.

White Fang was suspicious. Something was impendighad killed this god’s dog, bitten

his companion god, and what else was to be exp#téedsome terrible punishment? But in
the face of it he was indomitable. He bristled ahdwed his teeth, his eyes vigilant, his whole
body wary and prepared for anything. The god hadlab, so he suffered him to approach
quite near. The god’s hand had come out and wasedding upon his head. White Fang
shrank together and grew tense as he crouched iindégre was danger, some treachery or
something. He knew the hands of the gods, theiwgat mastery, their cunning to hurt.
Besides, there was his old antipathy to being tedciHe snarled more menacingly, crouched
still lower, and still the hand descended. Hertitlwant to bite the hand, and he endured the
peril of it until his instinct surged up in him, staring him with its insatiable yearning for life.

Weedon Scott had believed that he was quick entugiioid any snap or slash. But he had
yet to learn the remarkable quickness of White Farg struck with the certainty and
swiftness of a coiled snake.

Scott cried out sharply with surprise, catchingtbis hand and holding it tightly in his other
hand. Matt uttered a great oath and sprang teithes White Fang crouched down, and backed
away, bristling, showing his fangs, his eyes maligrwith menace. Now he could expect a
beating as fearful as any he had received from tgeamith.

“Here! What are you doing?” Scott cried suddenly.
Matt had dashed into the cabin and come out witflea

“Nothin’,” he said slowly, with a careless calmndisat was assumed, “only goin’ to keep that
promise | made. | reckon it’s up to me to kill as | said I'd do.”

“No you don't!”
“Yes | do. Watch me.”

As Matt had pleaded for White Fang when he had bé&m, it was now Weedon Scott’s turn
to plead.

“You said to give him a chance. Well, give it ionh We've only just started, and we can’t
quit at the beginning. It served me right, thmdi And—Iook at him!”

White Fang, near the corner of the cabin and fiety away, was snarling with blood-curdling
viciousness, not at Scott, but at the dog-musher.

“Well, I'll be everlastingly gosh-swoggled!” wasdltdog-musher’s expression of astonishment.

“Look at the intelligence of him,” Scott went ondtidy. “He knows the meaning of firearms as
well as you do. He’s got intelligence and we’ve fgogive that intelligence a chance. Put up
the gun.”

“All right, I'm willin’,” Matt agreed, leaning theifle against the woodpile.
“But will you look at that!” he exclaimed the naxioment.

White Fang had quieted down and ceased snarlihbis ‘is worth investigatin’. Watch.”
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Matt, reached for the rifle, and at the same morkémte Fang snarled. He stepped away from
the rifle, and White Fang’s lifted lips descendealering his teeth.

“Now, just for fun.”

Matt took the rifle and began slowly to raise itise shoulder. White Fang’s snarling began
with the movement, and increased as the movem@nbaghed its culmination. But the
moment before the rifle came to a level on himidaged sidewise behind the corner of the
cabin. Matt stood staring along the sights atetimgty space of snow which had been occupied
by White Fang.

The dog-musher put the rifle down solemnly, thenéd and looked at his employer.

“I agree with you, Mr. Scott. That dog’s too inigént to kill.”
CHAPTER VI—THE LOVE-MASTER

As White Fang watched Weedon Scott approach, sdatiand snarled to advertise that he
would not submit to punishment. Twenty-four hobiasl passed since he had slashed open the
hand that was now bandaged and held up by a slikgdp the blood out of it. In the past
White Fang had experienced delayed punishmentshagprehended that such a one was
about to befall him. How could it be otherwise® lkhd committed what was to him sacrilege,
sunk his fangs into the holy flesh of a god, and wafhite-skinned superior god at that. In the
nature of things, and of intercourse with gods, ething terrible awaited him.

The god sat down several feet away. White Fanigdame nothing dangerous in that. When
the gods administered punishment they stood on légs. Besides, this god had no club, no
whip, no firearm. And furthermore, he himself vieee. No chain nor stick bound him. He
could escape into safety while the god was scranglib his feet. In the meantime he would
wait and see.

The god remained quiet, made no movement; and Waitg's snarl slowly dwindled to a
growl that ebbed down in his throat and ceasedenThe god spoke, and at the first sound of
his voice, the hair rose on White Fang’s neck dedgrowl rushed up in his throat. But the
god made no hostile movement, and went on calntinth For a time White Fang growled in
unison with him, a correspondence of rhythm bestgldished between growl and voice. But
the god talked on interminably. He talked to Wikiteng as White Fang had never been talked
to before. He talked softly and soothingly, witgentleness that somehow, somewhere,
touched White Fang. In spite of himself and adl pinicking warnings of his instinct, White
Fang began to have confidence in this god. Healfaéling of security that was belied by all
his experience with men.

After a long time, the god got up and went into¢hbin. White Fang scanned him
apprehensively when he came out. He had neithgr mdr club nor weapon. Nor was his
uninjured hand behind his back hiding something. seit down as before, in the same spot,
several feet away. He held out a small piece atm@/hite Fang pricked his ears and
investigated it suspiciously, managing to lookhat $ame time both at the meat and the god,
alert for any overt act, his body tense and readpting away at the first sign of hostility.

Still the punishment delayed. The god merely Imeldr to his nose a piece of meat. And about
the meat there seemed nothing wrong. Still Whateg=suspected; and though the meat was
proffered to him with short inviting thrusts of thand, he refused to touch it. The gods were
all-wise, and there was no telling what masteredthery lurked behind that apparently
harmless piece of meat. In past experience, esdpeiti dealing with squaws, meat and
punishment had often been disastrously related.

In the end, the god tossed the meat on the sndVhde Fang's feet. He smelled the meat
carefully; but he did not look at it. While he died it he kept his eyes on the god. Nothing
happened. He took the meat into his mouth andiewedl it. Still nothing happened. The god
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was actually offering him another piece of meagai he refused to take it from the hand, and
again it was tossed to him. This was repeatedrbeu of times. But there came a time when
the god refused to toss it. He kept it in his hand steadfastly proffered it.

The meat was good meat, and White Fang was hurijtyoy bit, infinitely cautious, he
approached the hand. At last the time came thdebiled to eat the meat from the hand. He
never took his eyes from the god, thrusting higdifeavard with ears flattened back and hair
involuntarily rising and cresting on his neck. @ls low growl rumbled in his throat as
warning that he was not to be trifled with. He tie meat, and nothing happened. Piece by
piece, he ate all the meat, and nothing happe8étl.the punishment delayed.

He licked his chops and waited. The god went éang. In his voice was kindness—
something of which White Fang had no experiencetevea. And within him it aroused
feelings which he had likewise never experiencddree He was aware of a certain strange
satisfaction, as though some need were being ightés though some void in his being were
being filled. Then again came the prod of hisintdtand the warning of past experience. The
gods were ever crafty, and they had unguessed efattaining their ends.

Ah, he had thought so! There it came now, the gbdnd, cunning to hurt, thrusting out at
him, descending upon his head. But the god wemalemg. His voice was soft and soothing.
In spite of the menacing hand, the voice inspi@afidence. And in spite of the assuring
voice, the hand inspired distrust. White Fang teas by conflicting feelings, impulses. It
seemed he would fly to pieces, so terrible wastrgrol he was exerting, holding together by
an unwonted indecision the counter-forces thaggtad within him for mastery.

He compromised. He snarled and bristled and flatténis ears. But he neither snapped nor
sprang away. The hand descended. Nearer and mtezame. It touched the ends of his
upstanding hair. He shrank down under it. Itdekd down after him, pressing more closely
against him. Shrinking, almost shivering, he stilnaged to hold himself together. It was a
torment, this hand that touched him and violatedrstinct. He could not forget in a day all
the evil that had been wrought him at the handseri. But it was the will of the god, and he
strove to submit.

The hand lifted and descended again in a pattergssing movement. This continued, but
every time the hand lifted, the hair lifted underAnd every time the hand descended, the ears
flattened down and a cavernous growl surged inhin@at. White Fang growled and growled
with insistent warning. By this means he annourtbatihe was prepared to retaliate for any
hurt he might receive. There was no telling whengdod’s ulterior motive might be disclosed.
At any moment that soft, confidence-inspiring vansight break forth in a roar of wrath, that
gentle and caressing hand transform itself intae-itke grip to hold him helpless and
administer punishment.

But the god talked on softly, and ever the hane sl fell with non-hostile pats. White Fang
experienced dual feelings. It was distastefulisarmstinct. It restrained him, opposed the will
of him toward personal liberty. And yet it was pbiysically painful. On the contrary, it was
even pleasant, in a physical way. The patting mmre slowly and carefully changed to a
rubbing of the ears about their bases, and theigdlydeasure even increased a little. Yet he
continued to fear, and he stood on guard, expeofamguessed evil, alternately suffering and
enjoying as one feeling or the other came upperaosiswayed him.

“Well, I'll be gosh-swoggled!”

So spoke Matt, coming out of the cabin, his sleeoted up, a pan of dirty dish-water in his
hands, arrested in the act of emptying the pam&gight of Weedon Scott patting White Fang.

At the instant his voice broke the silence, Whigadr leaped back, snarling savagely at him.

Matt regarded his employer with grieved disapproval
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“If you don’t mind my expressin’ my feelin’s, Mr.c8tt, I'll make free to say you're seventeen
kinds of a damn fool an’ all of 'em different, ahen some.”

Weedon Scott smiled with a superior air, gaineddes, and walked over to White Fang. He
talked soothingly to him, but not for long, theowly put out his hand, rested it on White
Fang’s head, and resumed the interrupted patiivigite Fang endured it, keeping his eyes
fixed suspiciously, not upon the man that pattexd, liut upon the man that stood in the
doorway.

“You may be a number one, tip-top minin’ expertraght all right,” the dog-musher delivered
himself oracularly, “but you missed the chanceairnfife when you was a boy an’ didn’t run
off an’ join a circus.”

White Fang snarled at the sound of his voice, listttime did not leap away from under the
hand that was caressing his head and the back oklek with long, soothing strokes.

It was the beginning of the end for White Fang—ehding of the old life and the reign of
hate. A new and incomprehensibly fairer life wasvding. It required much thinking and
endless patience on the part of Weedon Scott twnagiesh this. And on the part of White
Fang it required nothing less than a revolutiore Hdd to ignore the urges and promptings of
instinct and reason, defy experience, give theolige itself.

Life, as he had known it, not only had had no pladéfor much that he now did; but all the
currents had gone counter to those to which heatmmdoned himself. In short, when all
things were considered, he had to achieve an atientfar vaster than the one he had achieved
at the time he came voluntarily in from the Wilddaaccepted Grey Beaver as his lord. At that
time he was a mere puppy, soft from the makinghovit form, ready for the thumb of
circumstance to begin its work upon him. But nowas different. The thumb of
circumstance had done its work only too well. Blga had been formed and hardened into the
Fighting Wolf, fierce and implacable, unloving amaovable. To accomplish the change was
like a reflux of being, and this when the plasti@f youth was no longer his; when the fibre of
him had become tough and knotty; when the warptla@avoof of him had made of him an
adamantine texture, harsh and unyielding; wherdbe of his spirit had become iron and all
his instincts and axioms had crystallised intorgkds, cautions, dislikes, and desires.

Yet again, in this new orientation, it was the thuaof circumstance that pressed and prodded
him, softening that which had become hard and rédimogiit into fairer form. Weedon Scott
was in truth this thumb. He had gone to the rob¥/hite Fang’s nature, and with kindness
touched to life potencies that had languished aglttmigh perished. One such potency was
love It took the place dike, which latter had been the highest feeling thaliékd him in his
intercourse with the gods.

But this love did not come in a day. It began Mikk and out of it slowly developed. White
Fang did not run away, though he was allowed taarernoose, because he liked this new god.
This was certainly better than the life he haddivrethe cage of Beauty Smith, and it was
necessary that he should have some god. The Iprdslman was a need of his nature. The
seal of his dependence on man had been set upoin kivat early day when he turned his back
on the Wild and crawled to Grey Beaver’s feet teree the expected beating. This seal had
been stamped upon him again, and ineradicablyjosezond return from the Wild, when the
long famine was over and there was fish once motkd village of Grey Beaver.

And so, because he needed a god and because bequalVeedon Scott to Beauty Smith,
White Fang remained. In acknowledgment of fedleyproceeded to take upon himself the
guardianship of his master’s property. He provdbdut the cabin while the sled-dogs slept,
and the first night-visitor to the cabin fought hafi with a club until Weedon Scott came to
the rescue. But White Fang soon learned to difteate between thieves and honest men, to
appraise the true value of step and carriage. nfdrewho travelled, loud-stepping, the direct
line to the cabin door, he let alone—though he twdchim vigilantly until the door opened
and he received the endorsement of the masterthButhan who went softly, by circuitous
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ways, peering with caution, seeking after secredyatvas the man who received no
suspension of judgment from White Fang, and whotwemay abruptly, hurriedly, and without
dignity.

Weedon Scott had set himself the task of redeeiMhije Fang—or rather, of redeeming
mankind from the wrong it had done White Fangwads a matter of principle and conscience.
He felt that the ill done White Fang was a debumed by man and that it must be paid. So he
went out of his way to be especially kind to thgtfing Wolf. Each day he made it a point to
caress and pet White Fang, and to do it at length.

At first suspicious and hostile, White Fang greviike this petting. But there was one thing
that he never outgrew—his growling. Growl he woditdm the moment the petting began till
it ended. But it was a growl with a new note inAt stranger could not hear this note, and to
such a stranger the growling of White Fang wasxduibéion of primordial savagery, nerve-
racking and blood-curdling. But White Fang’s thrbad become harsh-fibred from the
making of ferocious sounds through the many yaaredis first little rasp of anger in the lair
of his cubhood, and he could not soften the soohtlsat throat now to express the gentleness
he felt. Nevertheless, Weedon Scott’s ear and ajtmypvere fine enough to catch the new
note all but drowned in the fierceness—the notewlzes the faintest hint of a croon of content
and that none but he could hear.

As the days went by, the evolutionliide into lovewas accelerated. White Fang himself began
to grow aware of it, though in his consciousneskrev not what love was. It manifested

itself to him as a void in his being—a hungry, achiyearning void that clamoured to be

filled. It was a pain and an unrest; and it reediegasement only by the touch of the new god’s
presence. At such times love was joy to him, @wieen-thrilling satisfaction. But when

away from his god, the pain and the unrest retyrtiedvoid in him sprang up and pressed
against him with its emptiness, and the hunger gasand gnawed unceasingly.

White Fang was in the process of finding himséif spite of the maturity of his years and of
the savage rigidity of the mould that had formed hiis nature was undergoing an expansion.
There was a burgeoning within him of strange fegiand unwonted impulses. His old code
of conduct was changing. In the past he had ldadfort and surcease from pain, disliked
discomfort and pain, and he had adjusted his axtaoordingly. But now it was different.
Because of this new feeling within him, he ofttineéscted discomfort and pain for the sake of
his god. Thus, in the early morning, instead aimong and foraging, or lying in a sheltered
nook, he would wait for hours on the cheerlessreatmop for a sight of the god’s face. At
night, when the god returned home, White Fang wiadde the warm sleeping-place he had
burrowed in the snow in order to receive the frigrahap of fingers and the word of greeting.
Meat, even meat itself, he would forego to be Wwithgod, to receive a caress from him or to
accompany him down into the town.

Like had been replaced lyve And love was the plummet dropped down into thepd of

him where like had never gone. And responsiveobtis deeps had come the new thing—
love. That which was given unto him did he retuiiinis was a god indeed, a love-god, a warm
and radiant god, in whose light White Fang’s natxpanded as a flower expands under the
sun.

But White Fang was not demonstrative. He was tdptoo firmly moulded, to become adept
at expressing himself in new ways. He was toopadisessed, too strongly poised in his own
isolation. Too long had he cultivated reticendeofness, and moroseness. He had never
barked in his life, and he could not now learn&okba welcome when his god approached. He
was never in the way, never extravagant nor foatighe expression of his love. He never ran
to meet his god. He waited at a distance; but\ways waited, was always there. His love
partook of the nature of worship, dumb, inarticejat silent adoration. Only by the steady
regard of his eyes did he express his love, antidynceasing following with his eyes of his
god’s every movement. Also, at times, when his lgo#ted at him and spoke to him, he
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betrayed an awkward self-consciousness, causetelstriuggle of his love to express itself and
his physical inability to express it.

He learned to adjust himself in many ways to hig nede of life. It was borne in upon him
that he must let his master’s dogs alone. Yetlbminant nature asserted itself, and he had
first to thrash them into an acknowledgment ofsuiperiority and leadership. This
accomplished, he had little trouble with them. yrgave trail to him when he came and went
or walked among them, and when he asserted hish&yl obeyed.

In the same way, he came to tolerate Matt—as aepe&s of his master. His master rarely fed
him. Matt did that, it was his business; yet Wikitang divined that it was his master’s food he
ate and that it was his master who thus fed hiranoeasly. Matt it was who tried to put him

into the harness and make him haul sled with theralogs. But Matt failed. It was not until
Weedon Scott put the harness on White Fang andeadrikn, that he understood. He took it
as his master’s will that Matt should drive him amork him just as he drove and worked his
master’s other dogs.

Different from the Mackenzie toboggans were thendike sleds with runners under them.

And different was the method of driving the dod$iere was no fan-formation of the team.

The dogs worked in single file, one behind anothauling on double traces. And here, in the
Klondike, the leader was indeed the leader. Tlsestias well as strongest dog was the leader,
and the team obeyed him and feared him. That WAaitey should quickly gain this post was
inevitable. He could not be satisfied with lessMatt learned after much inconvenience and
trouble. White Fang picked out the post for hihssid Matt backed his judgment with strong
language after the experiment had been tried. tBatigh he worked in the sled in the day,
White Fang did not forego the guarding of his m@&stgroperty in the night. Thus he was on
duty all the time, ever vigilant and faithful, theost valuable of all the dogs.

“Makin’ free to spit out what's in me,” Matt saide day, “I beg to state that you was a wise
guy all right when you paid the price you did foat dog. You clean swindled Beauty Smith
on top of pushin’ his face in with your fist.”

A recrudescence of anger glinted in Weedon Scgtéy eyes, and he muttered savagely, “The
beast!”

In the late spring a great trouble came to Whiteg-aWithout warning, the love-master
disappeared. There had been warning, but Whitg Ras unversed in such things and did not
understand the packing of a grip. He remembertedvedirds that his packing had preceded the
master’s disappearance; but at the time he suspeothing. That night he waited for the
master to return. At midnight the chill wind thd¢w drove him to shelter at the rear of the
cabin. There he drowsed, only half asleep, his kayed for the first sound of the familiar
step. But, at two in the morning, his anxiety drdwm out to the cold front stoop, where he
crouched, and waited.

But no master came. In the morning the door opameldViatt stepped outside. White Fang
gazed at him wistfully. There was no common spdsciwhich he might learn what he wanted
to know. The days came and went, but never theéema®vhite Fang, who had never known
sickness in his life, became sick. He became sl so sick that Matt was finally compelled
to bring him inside the cabin. Also, in writing ltés employer, Matt devoted a postscript to
White Fang.

Weedon Scott reading the letter down in Circle Gigme upon the following:

“That dam wolf won’t work. Won't eat. Aint got r&punk left. All the dogs is licking him.
Wants to know what has become of you, and | damivk how to tell him. Mebbe he is going
to die.”

It was as Matt had said. White Fang had ceas@ugeddst heart, and allowed every dog of the
team to thrash him. In the cabin he lay on therfleear the stove, without interest in food, in
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Matt, nor in life. Matt might talk gently to hint awear at him, it was all the same; he never
did more than turn his dull eyes upon the man, threp his head back to its customary
position on his fore-paws.

And then, one night, Matt, reading to himself witloving lips and mumbled sounds, was
startled by a low whine from White Fang. He hatlgmon his feet, his ears cocked towards
the door, and he was listening intently. A moniatdr, Matt heard a footstep. The door
opened, and Weedon Scott stepped in. The two hmrks$hands. Then Scott looked around
the room.

“Where's the wolf?” he asked.

Then he discovered him, standing where he had lgeen near to the stove. He had not
rushed forward after the manner of other dogs.stded, watching and waiting.

“Holy smoke!” Matt exclaimed. “Look at ’'m wag hiail!”

Weedon Scott strode half across the room toward &irthe same time calling him. White
Fang came to him, not with a great bound, yet duickle was awakened from self-
consciousness, but as he drew near, his eyes toakstvzange expression. Something, an
incommunicable vastness of feeling, rose up ingcelyes as a light and shone forth.

“He never looked at me that way all the time yows\gane!” Matt commented.

Weedon Scott did not hear. He was squatting dawni® heels, face to face with White Fang
and petting him—rubbing at the roots of the earking long caressing strokes down the neck
to the shoulders, tapping the spine gently withixhks of his fingers. And White Fang was
growling responsively, the crooning note of thevgronore pronounced than ever.

But that was not all. What of his joy, the greatd in him, ever surging and struggling to
express itself, succeeding in finding a new modexgiression. He suddenly thrust his head
forward and nudged his way in between the maséensand body. And here, confined,
hidden from view all except his ears, no longemdirng, he continued to nudge and snuggle.

The two men looked at each other. Scott’s eyeg skining.
“Gosh!” said Matt in an awe-stricken voice.

A moment later, when he had recovered himself didg &l always insisted that wolf was a
dog. Look at’'m!”

With the return of the love-master, White Fang'soneery was rapid. Two nights and a day he
spent in the cabin. Then he sallied forth. Tleel-slogs had forgotten his prowess. They
remembered only the latest, which was his weakaedsickness. At the sight of him as he
came out of the cabin, they sprang upon him.

“Talk about your rough-houses,” Matt murmured glélgf standing in the doorway and
looking on.

“Give 'm hell, you wolf! Give 'm helll—an’ then suoe!”

White Fang did not need the encouragement. Theref the love-master was enough. Life
was flowing through him again, splendid and indaii¢. He fought from sheer joy, finding in
it an expression of much that he felt and thatmwtige was without speech. There could be but
one ending. The team dispersed in ignominiousadeéad it was not until after dark that the
dogs came sneaking back, one by one, by meeknddsuamility signifying their fealty to

White Fang.

Having learned to snuggle, White Fang was guiltit often. It was the final word. He could
not go beyond it. The one thing of which he hadagk been particularly jealous was his
head. He had always disliked to have it touchieégas the Wild in him, the fear of hurt and of
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the trap, that had given rise to the panicky imgsit® avoid contacts. It was the mandate of his
instinct that that head must be free. And nowhhie love-master, his snuggling was the
deliberate act of putting himself into a positidrhopeless helplessness. It was an expression
of perfect confidence, of absolute self-surrendsithough he said: “I put myself into thy

hands. Work thou thy will with me.”

One night, not long after the return, Scott andtMat at a game of cribbage preliminary to
going to bed. “Fifteen-two, fifteen-four an’ a paiakes six,” Mat was pegging up, when there
was an outcry and sound of snarling without. Tloeked at each other as they started to rise
to their feet.

“The wolf's nailed somebody,” Matt said.
A wild scream of fear and anguish hastened them.
“Bring a light!” Scott shouted, as he sprang owsid

Matt followed with the lamp, and by its light thegw a man lying on his back in the snow.
His arms were folded, one above the other, acrgdsaite and throat. Thus he was trying to
shield himself from White Fang’s teeth. And thes&s need for it. White Fang was in a rage,
wickedly making his attack on the most vulneralplets From shoulder to wrist of the crossed
arms, the coat-sleeve, blue flannel shirt and wsiderwere ripped in rags, while the arms
themselves were terribly slashed and streamingdbloo

All this the two men saw in the first instant. Timext instant Weedon Scott had White Fang by
the throat and was dragging him clear. White Fatngggled and snarled, but made no attempt
to bite, while he quickly quieted down at a shagravfrom the master.

Matt helped the man to his feet. As he arose Wered his crossed arms, exposing the bestial
face of Beauty Smith. The dog-musher let go of precipitately, with action similar to that of
a man who has picked up live fire. Beauty Smithkad in the lamplight and looked about
him. He caught sight of White Fang and terror aeasimto his face.

At the same moment Matt noticed two objects lymghie snow. He held the lamp close to
them, indicating them with his toe for his empldgdrenefit—a steel dog-chain and a stout
club.

Weedon Scott saw and nodded. Not a word was spokiea dog-musher laid his hand on
Beauty Smith’s shoulder and faced him to the ragidut. No word needed to be spoken.
Beauty Smith started.

In the meantime the love-master was patting Whategrand talking to him.
“Tried to steal you, en? And you wouldn’'t have Well, well, he made a mistake, didn’t he?”
“Must ‘@’ thought he had hold of seventeen deviteg dog-musher sniggered.

White Fang, still wrought up and bristling, growledd growled, the hair slowly lying down,
the crooning note remote and dim, but growing sthroat.

PART V

CHAPTER |—THE LONG TRAIL

It was in the air. White Fang sensed the comignaily, even before there was tangible
evidence of it. In vague ways it was borne in upon that a change was impending. He knew

9/4/201:



Page83 of 10€

not how nor why, yet he got his feel of the oncagrévent from the gods themselves. In ways
subtler than they knew, they betrayed their intergtito the wolf-dog that haunted the cabin-
stoop, and that, though he never came inside thie,denew what went on inside their brains.

“Listen to that, will you!” the dug-musher exclaichat supper one night.

Weedon Scott listened. Through the door came adowious whine, like a sobbing under the
breath that had just grown audible. Then caméothig sniff, as White Fang reassured himself
that his god was still inside and had not yet takiemself off in mysterious and solitary flight.

“I do believe that wolf’s on to you,” the dog-muslsaid.

Weedon Scott looked across at his companion widls dyat almost pleaded, though this was
given the lie by his words.

“What the devil can | do with a wolf in CaliforniaRe demanded.
“That’s what | say,” Matt answered. “What the dean you do with a wolf in California?”

But this did not satisfy Weedon Scott. The otlemmsed to be judging him in a non-committal
sort of way.

“White man’s dogs would have no show against higgdtt went on. “He’d kill them on
sight. If he didn’t bankrupt me with damaged suite authorities would take him away from
me and electrocute him.”

“He’s a downright murderer, | know,” was the dogshar’'s comment.
Weedon Scott looked at him suspiciously.
“It would never do,” he said decisively.

“It would never do!” Matt concurred. “Why you’'d ta to hire a man 'specially to take care of
m.

The other suspicion was allayed. He nodded chiberfln the silence that followed, the low,
half-sobbing whine was heard at the door and theridng, questing sniff.

“There’s no denyin’ he thinks a hell of a lot ofusdb Matt said.

The other glared at him in sudden wrath. “Daniljtman! | know my own mind and what's
best!”

“I'm agreein’ with you, only . . .”
“Only what?” Scott snapped out.

“Only . .. " the dog-musher began softly, thenmdped his mind and betrayed a rising anger of
his own. “Well, you needn’t get so all-fired hgt about it. Judgin’ by your actions one’d
think you didn’t know your own mind.”

Weedon Scott debated with himself for a while, #reh said more gently: “You are right,
Matt. | don’t know my own mind, and that's whatfe trouble.”

“Why, it would be rank ridiculousness for me togakat dog along,” he broke out after
another pause.

“I'm agreein’ with you,” was Matt’s answer, and agais employer was not quite satisfied
with him.

“But how in the name of the great Sardanapolisieens you're goin’ is what gets me,” the
dog-musher continued innocently.

“It's beyond me, Matt,” Scott answered, with a mdult shake of the head.
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Then came the day when, through the open cabin Wdloite Fang saw the fatal grip on the
floor and the love-master packing things intoAlso, there were comings and goings, and the
erstwhile placid atmosphere of the cabin was vexi#iu strange perturbations and unrest. Here
was indubitable evidence. White Fang had alreadpted it. He now reasoned it. His god
was preparing for another flight. And since he hatitaken him with him before, so, now, he
could look to be left behind.

That night he lifted the long wolf-howl. As he hladwled, in his puppy days, when he fled
back from the Wild to the village to find it vanesthand naught but a rubbish-heap to mark the
site of Grey Beaver’s tepee, so now he pointedruizzle to the cold stars and told to them his
woe.

Inside the cabin the two men had just gone to bed.
“He’s gone off his food again,” Matt remarked frdns bunk.
There was a grunt from Weedon Scott’s bunk, ana afdblankets.

“From the way he cut up the other time you wentywavouldn’t wonder this time but what
he died.”

The blankets in the other bunk stirred irritably.
“Oh, shut up!” Scott cried out through the darkne$éou nag worse than a woman.”

“I'm agreein’ with you,” the dog-musher answereddaVeedon Scott was not quite sure
whether or not the other had snickered.

The next day White Fang’s anxiety and restlesswess even more pronounced. He dogged
his master’s heels whenever he left the cabin haochted the front stoop when he remained
inside. Through the open door he could catch glesof the luggage on the floor. The grip
had been joined by two large canvas bags and a Maxtt was rolling the master’s blankets
and fur robe inside a small tarpaulin. White Faigned as he watched the operation.

Later on two Indians arrived. He watched themalipas they shouldered the luggage and
were led off down the hill by Matt, who carried thedding and the grip. But White Fang did
not follow them. The master was still in the cabifter a time, Matt returned. The master
came to the door and called White Fang inside.

“You poor devil,” he said gently, rubbing White Egs ears and tapping his spine. “I’'m hitting
the long trail, old man, where you cannot folloWow give me a growl—the last, good, good-
bye growl.”

But White Fang refused to growl. Instead, andraftevistful, searching look, he snuggled in,
burrowing his head out of sight between the mast@m and body.

“There she blows!” Matt cried. From the Yukon adke hoarse bellowing of a river
steamboat. “You've got to cut it short. Be sune ock the front door. I'll go out the back.
Get a move on!”

The two doors slammed at the same moment, and Wescliit waited for Matt to come
around to the front. From inside the door cam@nawhining and sobbing. Then there were
long, deep-drawn sniffs.

“You must take good care of him, Matt,” Scott said,they started down the hill. “Write and
let me know how he gets along.”

“Sure,” the dog-musher answered. “But listen tt tivill you!”

Both men stopped. White Fang was howling as dogg Wwhen their masters lie dead. He
was voicing an utter woe, his cry bursting upwardreat heart-breaking rushes, dying down
into quavering misery, and bursting upward agaitmairush upon rush of grief.
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TheAurorawas the first steamboat of the year for the Oetsaahd her decks were jammed
with prosperous adventurers and broken gold seg&kbexjually as mad to get to the Outside
as they had been originally to get to the Insidear the gang-plank, Scott was shaking hands
with Matt, who was preparing to go ashore. ButtMdiand went limp in the other’s grasp as
his gaze shot past and remained fixed on someb&hgd him. Scott turned to see. Sitting on
the deck several feet away and watching wistfulsWhite Fang.

The dog-musher swore softly, in awe-stricken acceBicott could only look in wonder.

“Did you lock the front door?” Matt demanded. Tdtber nodded, and asked, “How about the
back?”

“You just bet | did,” was the fervent reply.

White Fang flattened his ears ingratiatingly, lerhained where he was, making no attempt to
approach.

“I'll have to take 'm ashore with me.”

Matt made a couple of steps toward White Fangthmutatter slid away from him. The dog-
musher made a rush of it, and White Fang dodgestidest the legs of a group of men.
Ducking, turning, doubling, he slid about the deslkiding the other’s efforts to capture him.

But when the love-master spoke, White Fang canméntonith prompt obedience.

“Won’t come to the hand that's fed 'm all these @)’ the dog-musher muttered resentfully.
“And you—you ain't never fed 'm after them firstyaof gettin’ acquainted. I'm blamed if |
can see how he works it out that you're the boss.”

Scott, who had been patting White Fang, suddeniy @leser and pointed out fresh-made cuts
on his muzzle, and a gash between the eyes.

Matt bent over and passed his hand along White 'Edaijy.

“We plump forgot the window. He’s all cut an’ gadyunderneath. Must ‘a’ butted clean
through it, b’gosh!”

But Weedon Scott was not listening. He was thigkispidly. TheAurora’s whistle hooted a
final announcement of departure. Men were scugrdiown the gang-plank to the shore. Matt
loosened the bandana from his own neck and startedt it around White Fang’s. Scott
grasped the dog-musher’s hand.

“Good-bye, Matt, old man. About the wolf—you ne&dwrite. You see, I've ... !”
“What!” the dog-musher exploded. “You don’t mearsty . . .?"

“The very thing | mean. Here’s your bandana. wiite to you about him.”

Matt paused halfway down the gang-plank.

“He’ll never stand the climate!” he shouted batkinless you clip 'm in warm weather!”

The gang-plank was hauled in, and fheora swung out from the bank. Weedon Scott waved
a last good-bye. Then he turned and bent overaWang, standing by his side.

“Now growl, damn you, growl,” he said, as he pattieel responsive head and rubbed the
flattening ears.

CHAPTER II—THE SOUTHLAND

White Fang landed from the steamer in San Francistsowas appalled. Deep in him, below
any reasoning process or act of consciousnessdhadsociated power with godhead. And
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never had the white men seemed such marvellousagpdsw, when he trod the slimy
pavement of San Francisco. The log cabins he hadik were replaced by towering

buildings. The streets were crowded with perils-g@@ns, carts, automobiles; great, straining
horses pulling huge trucks; and monstrous cableséaudric cars hooting and clanging through
the midst, screeching their insistent menace #ftemanner of the lynxes he had known in the
northern woods.

All this was the manifestation of power. Throughll, behind it all, was man, governing and
controlling, expressing himself, as of old, by mastery over matter. It was colossal,
stunning. White Fang was awed. Fear sat upon Rigin his cubhood he had been made to
feel his smallness and puniness on the day hecirae in from the Wild to the village of Grey
Beaver, so now, in his full-grown stature and podflstrength, he was made to feel small and
puny. And there were so many gods! He was maxsy diy the swarming of them. The
thunder of the streets smote upon his ears. Héyewddered by the tremendous and endless
rush and movement of things. As never beforeghénis dependence on the love-master,
close at whose heels he followed, no matter whapéiaed never losing sight of him.

But White Fang was to have no more than a nightmiaren of the city—an experience that
was like a bad dream, unreal and terrible, thahtemlihim for long after in his dreams. He was
put into a baggage-car by the master, chaineccorrer in the midst of heaped trunks and
valises. Here a squat and brawny god held swak, miich noise, hurling trunks and boxes
about, dragging them in through the door and tgstfiem into the piles, or flinging them out

of the door, smashing and crashing, to other gdusawaited them.

And here, in this inferno of luggage, was White grdeserted by the master. Or at least White
Fang thought he was deserted, until he smelletheumnaster’'s canvas clothes-bags alongside
of him, and proceeded to mount guard over them.

“’Bout time you come,” growled the god of the can, hour later, when Weedon Scott appeared
at the door. “That dog of yourn won't let me lafireger on your stuff.”

White Fang emerged from the car. He was astonisfibd nightmare city was gone. The car
had been to him no more than a room in a housewaed he had entered it the city had been
all around him. In the interval the city had digapred. The roar of it no longer dinned upon
his ears. Before him was smiling country, stregmifth sunshine, lazy with quietude. But he
had little time to marvel at the transformatione &tcepted it as he accepted all the
unaccountable doings and manifestations of the.gtidsas their way.

There was a carriage waiting. A man and a womanogghed the master. The woman’s arms
went out and clutched the master around the nedkestile act! The next moment Weedon
Scott had torn loose from the embrace and clos#édWhite Fang, who had become a
snarling, raging demon.

“It's all right, mother,” Scott was saying as hgkéght hold of White Fang and placated him.
“He thought you were going to injure me, and he Mni stand for it. It's all right. It's all
right. He’ll learn soon enough.”

“And in the meantime | may be permitted to love soyn when his dog is not around,” she
laughed, though she was pale and weak from thietfrig

She looked at White Fang, who snarled and bristietiglared malevolently.

“He’ll have to learn, and he shall, without postporent,” Scott said.

He spoke softly to White Fang until he had quidtad, then his voice became firm.

“Down, sir! Down with you!”

This had been one of the things taught him by thster, and White Fang obeyed, though he

lay down reluctantly and sullenly.
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“Now, mother.”

Scott opened his arms to her, but kept his eyé&loite Fang.
“Down!” he warned. “Down!”

White Fang, bristling silently, half-crouching as tose, sank back and watched the hostile act
repeated. But no harm came of it, nor of the endbfeom the strange man-god that followed.
Then the clothes-bags were taken into the carrthgestrange gods and the love-master
followed, and White Fang pursued, now running aigily behind, now bristling up to the
running horses and warning them that he was tloesed that no harm befell the god they
dragged so swiftly across the earth.

At the end of fifteen minutes, the carriage swunthrough a stone gateway and on between a
double row of arched and interlacing walnut tre@s either side stretched lawns, their broad
sweep broken here and there by great sturdy-linola&d. In the near distance, in contrast with
the young-green of the tended grass, sunburntibldsfshowed tan and gold; while beyond
were the tawny hills and upland pastures. Fromh#e of the lawn, on the first soft swell
from the valley-level, looked down the deep-porchadny-windowed house.

Little opportunity was given White Fang to seethis. Hardly had the carriage entered the
grounds, when he was set upon by a sheep-dogtdaygld, sharp-muzzled, righteously
indignant and angry. It was between him and thstenacutting him off. White Fang snarled
no warning, but his hair bristled as he made hémsand deadly rush. This rush was never
completed. He halted with awkward abruptness, siifhfore-legs bracing himself against his
momentum, almost sitting down on his haunchesgstraus was he of avoiding contact with
the dog he was in the act of attacking. It wasmadle, and the law of his kind thrust a barrier
between. For him to attack her would require mghess than a violation of his instinct.

But with the sheep-dog it was otherwise. Beingradle, she possessed no such instinct. On
the other hand, being a sheep-dog, her instint&eof the Wild, and especially of the wolf,
was unusually keen. White Fang was to her a whudf hereditary marauder who had preyed
upon her flocks from the time sheep were first bdrdnd guarded by some dim ancestor of
hers. And so, as he abandoned his rush at hesrandd himself to avoid the contact, she
sprang upon him. He snarled involuntarily as tiehfer teeth in his shoulder, but beyond this
made no offer to hurt her. He backed away, stiffgled with self-consciousness, and tried to
go around her. He dodged this way and that, anceduand turned, but to no purpose. She
remained always between him and the way he wantgd.t

“Here, Collie!” called the strange man in the cage.
Weedon Scott laughed.

“Never mind, father. Itis good discipline. WhRang will have to learn many things, and it's
just as well that he begins now. He’'ll adjust hafhall right.”

The carriage drove on, and still Collie blocked Wttang’s way. He tried to outrun her by
leaving the drive and circling across the lawngshé ran on the inner and smaller circle, and
was always there, facing him with her two rows lefagning teeth. Back he circled, across the
drive to the other lawn, and again she headed fim o

The carriage was bearing the master away. Whitg Eaught glimpses of it disappearing
amongst the trees. The situation was desperateesbhyed another circle. She followed,
running swiftly. And then, suddenly, he turned np@r. It was his old fighting trick.
Shoulder to shoulder, he struck her squarely. ddbt was she overthrown. So fast had she
been running that she rolled along, now on her pagk on her side, as she struggled to stop,
clawing gravel with her feet and crying shrilly Heurt pride and indignation.

White Fang did not wait. The way was clear, arad tas all he had wanted. She took after
him, never ceasing her outcry. It was the stranylay now, and when it came to real running,
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White Fang could teach her things. She ran fraltyichysterically, straining to the utmost,
advertising the effort she was making with evegpleand all the time White Fang slid
smoothly away from her silently, without effortjdjhg like a ghost over the ground.

As he rounded the house to fharte-cochérehe came upon the carriage. It had stopped, and
the master was alighting. At this moment, stiiming at top speed, White Fang became
suddenly aware of an attack from the side. It avdser-hound rushing upon him. White Fang
tried to face it. But he was going too fast, amelhound was too close. It struck him on the
side; and such was his forward momentum and thepgetedness of it, White Fang was
hurled to the ground and rolled clear over. Heeamt of the tangle a spectacle of
malignancy, ears flattened back, lips writhing,eesinkling, his teeth clipping together as the
fangs barely missed the hound’s soft throat.

The master was running up, but was too far awag;itamas Collie that saved the hound’s life.
Before White Fang could spring in and deliver taelf stroke, and just as he was in the act of
springing in, Collie arrived. She had been out-osuvred and out-run, to say nothing of her
having been unceremoniously tumbled in the graared, her arrival was like that of a
tornado—made up of offended dignity, justifiableattr, and instinctive hatred for this
marauder from the Wild. She struck White Fanggittrangles in the midst of his spring, and
again he was knocked off his feet and rolled over.

The next moment the master arrived, and with omel lneeld White Fang, while the father
called off the dogs.

“I say, this is a pretty warm reception for a ptmre wolf from the Arctic,” the master said,
while White Fang calmed down under his caressimglhdlin all his life he’s only been known
once to go off his feet, and here he’s been rdilece in thirty seconds.”

The carriage had driven away, and other strange gad appeared from out the house. Some
of these stood respectfully at a distance; butdivibem, women, perpetrated the hostile act of
clutching the master around the neck. White Fangjever, was beginning to tolerate this act.
No harm seemed to come of it, while the noisegtits made were certainly not threatening.
These gods also made overtures to White Fang,éowialned them off with a snarl, and the
master did likewise with word of mouth. At suciméis White Fang leaned in close against the
master’s legs and received reassuring pats onethe. h

The hound, under the command, “Dick! Lie down!’siad gone up the steps and lain down to
one side of the porch, still growling and keepinguden watch on the intruder. Collie had

been taken in charge by one of the woman-gods,heltbarms around her neck and petted and
caressed her; but Collie was very much perplexedaanried, whining and restless, outraged
by the permitted presence of this wolf and confidkat the gods were making a mistake.

All the gods started up the steps to enter thednoMghite Fang followed closely at the
master’s heels. Dick, on the porch, growled, arfdt&®ang, on the steps, bristled and
growled back.

“Take Collie inside and leave the two of them ghtfiit out,” suggested Scott’s father. “After
that they’ll be friends.”

“Then White Fang, to show his friendship, will haweebe chief mourner at the funeral,”
laughed the master.

The elder Scott looked incredulously, first at VéHiang, then at Dick, and finally at his son.
“You mean .. .?"

Weedon nodded his head. “I mean just that. Ybade a dead Dick inside one minute—two
minutes at the farthest.”

He turned to White Fang. “Come on, you wolf. itu that’ll have to come inside.”

9/4/201:



Page8¢ of 10€

White Fang walked stiff-legged up the steps andsscthe porch, with tail rigidly erect,
keeping his eyes on Dick to guard against a flatdck, and at the same time prepared for
whatever fierce manifestation of the unknown thaghthpounce out upon him from the interior
of the house. But no thing of fear pounced out, \@hen he had gained the inside he scouted
carefully around, looking at it and finding it nothen he lay down with a contented grunt at
the master’s feet, observing all that went on, egady to spring to his feet and fight for life
with the terrors he felt must lurk under the trapfrof the dwelling.

CHAPTER Ill—THE GOD’S DOMAIN

Not only was White Fang adaptable by nature, butdeetravelled much, and knew the
meaning and necessity of adjustment. Here, ir&Mista, which was the name of Judge
Scott’s place, White Fang quickly began to makeseifrat home. He had no further serious
trouble with the dogs. They knew more about thgsaat the Southland gods than did he, and
in their eyes he had qualified when he accompathiedods inside the house. Wolf that he
was, and unprecedented as it was, the gods haticsetthis presence, and they, the dogs of
the gods, could only recognise this sanction.

Dick, perforce, had to go through a few stiff foies at first, after which he calmly accepted
White Fang as an addition to the premises. Haé Baal his way, they would have been good
friends. All but White Fang was averse to friengshAll he asked of other dogs was to be let
alone. His whole life he had kept aloof from hiisds and he still desired to keep aloof. Dick’s
overtures bothered him, so he snarled Dick awaythé north he had learned the lesson that he
must let the master’s dogs alone, and he did mgefdhat lesson now. But he insisted on his
own privacy and self-seclusion, and so thorougéphored Dick that that good-natured creature
finally gave him up and scarcely took as much ggem him as in the hitching-post near the
stable.

Not so with Collie. While she accepted him becatsmas the mandate of the gods, that was
no reason that she should leave him in peace. Wiowe her being was the memory of
countless crimes he and his had perpetrated adgensincestry. Not in a day nor a generation
were the ravaged sheepfolds to be forgotten. Mdlwas a spur to her, pricking her to
retaliation. She could not fly in the face of timds who permitted him, but that did not
prevent her from making life miserable for him ety ways. A feud, ages old, was between
them, and she, for one, would see to it that heremasnded.

So Collie took advantage of her sex to pick upontg/Rang and maltreat him. His instinct
would not permit him to attack her, while her pstence would not permit him to ignore her.
When she rushed at him he turned his fur-protestedlder to her sharp teeth and walked
away stiff-legged and stately. When she forced toionhard, he was compelled to go about in
a circle, his shoulder presented to her, his headet from her, and on his face and in his eyes
a patient and bored expression. Sometimes, howavep on his hind-quarters hastened his
retreat and made it anything but stately. But adeahe managed to maintain a dignity that
was almost solemnity. He ignored her existencenather it was possible, and made it a point
to keep out of her way. When he saw or heard twairgg, he got up and walked off.

There was much in other matters for White Fang@#or. Life in the Northland was simplicity
itself when compared with the complicated affairSmrra Vista. First of all, he had to learn
the family of the master. In a way he was prep#weatb this. As Mit-sah and Kloo-kooch had
belonged to Grey Beaver, sharing his food, his &rel his blankets, so now, at Sierra Vista,
belonged to the love-master all the denizens ohthese.

But in this matter there was a difference, and ndiffgrences. Sierra Vista was a far vaster
affair than the tepee of Grey Beaver. There weaaynpersons to be considered. There was
Judge Scott, and there was his wife. There werenidister’s two sisters, Beth and Mary.

There was his wife, Alice, and then there werechifdren, Weedon and Maud, toddlers of four
and six. There was no way for anybody to tell hinout all these people, and of blood-ties and
relationship he knew nothing whatever and neverlavba capable of knowing. Yet he

9/4/201:



Page9C of 10€

quickly worked it out that all of them belongedib@ master. Then, by observation, whenever
opportunity offered, by study of action, speechd dre very intonations of the voice, he slowly
learned the intimacy and the degree of favour #rggyed with the master. And by this
ascertained standard, White Fang treated themdiogty. What was of value to the master he
valued; what was dear to the master was to bestteztiby White Fang and guarded carefully.

Thus it was with the two children. All his life iad disliked children. He hated and feared
their hands. The lessons were not tender thaatiddarned of their tyranny and cruelty in the
days of the Indian villages. When Weedon and Maadilfirst approached him, he growled
warningly and looked malignant. A cuff from the stex and a sharp word had then compelled
him to permit their caresses, though he growledgaod/led under their tiny hands, and in the
growl there was no crooning note. Later, he obebthaat the boy and girl were of great value
in the master’s eyes. Then it was that no cuffsi@rp word was necessary before they could
pat him.

Yet White Fang was never effusively affectionaltée yielded to the master’s children with an

ill but honest grace, and endured their foolingas would endure a painful operation. When
he could no longer endure, he would get up ané dieterminedly away from them. But after

a time, he grew even to like the children. Stdlas not demonstrative. He would not go up
to them. On the other hand, instead of walkingyastasight of them, he waited for them to
come to him. And still later, it was noticed tlagpleased light came into his eyes when he saw
them approaching, and that he looked after thein antappearance of curious regret when
they left him for other amusements.

All this was a matter of development, and took tinNext in his regard, after the children, was
Judge Scott. There were two reasons, possiblyhier First, he was evidently a valuable
possession of the master’s, and next, he was undgrative. White Fang liked to lie at his
feet on the wide porch when he read the newspépem,time to time favouring White Fang
with a look or a word—untroublesome tokens thatdwgnised White Fang’s presence and
existence. But this was only when the master vsasround. When the master appeared, all
other beings ceased to exist so far as White Fasgcancerned.

White Fang allowed all the members of the familp&bd him and make much of him; but he
never gave to them what he gave to the mastercagss of theirs could put the love-croon
into his throat, and, try as they would, they cowdder persuade him into snuggling against
them. This expression of abandon and surrendehsdlute trust, he reserved for the master
alone. In fact, he never regarded the membeitseofamily in any other light than possessions
of the love-master.

Also White Fang had early come to differentiatensstn the family and the servants of the
household. The latter were afraid of him, whilenherely refrained from attacking them. This
because he considered that they were likewise psisss of the master. Between White Fang
and them existed a neutrality and no more. Theked for the master and washed the dishes
and did other things just as Matt had done upéniondike. They were, in short,
appurtenances of the household.

Outside the household there was even more for ViAaite) to learn. The master’'s domain was
wide and complex, yet it had its metes and boufide land itself ceased at the county road.
Outside was the common domain of all gods—the raadsstreets. Then inside other fences
were the particular domains of other gods. A nd/teavs governed all these things and
determined conduct; yet he did not know the speéthe gods, nor was there any way for him
to learn save by experience. He obeyed his natamllses until they ran him counter to some
law. When this had been done a few times, he éehitme law and after that observed it.

But most potent in his education was the cuff efitmaster’s hand, the censure of the master’'s
voice. Because of White Fang’s very great loveyfafrom the master hurt him far more than
any beating Grey Beaver or Beauty Smith had ewaarghim. They had hurt only the flesh of
him; beneath the flesh the spirit had still raggadendid and invincible. But with the master
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the cuff was always too light to hurt the fleshet¥t went deeper. It was an expression of the
master’s disapproval, and White Fang’s spirit wiltender it.

In point of fact, the cuff was rarely administeréthe master’s voice was sufficient. By it
White Fang knew whether he did right or not. Blgattrimmed his conduct and adjusted his
actions. It was the compass by which he steerddeamned to chart the manners of a new land
and life.

In the Northland, the only domesticated animal ha&sdog. All other animals lived in the

Wild, and were, when not too formidable, lawful gpor any dog. All his days White Fang

had foraged among the live things for food. It dad enter his head that in the Southland it
was otherwise. But this he was to learn earlyisirésidence in Santa Clara Valley.

Sauntering around the corner of the house in tHg eerning, he came upon a chicken that
had escaped from the chicken-yard. White Fandisrabimpulse was to eat it. A couple of
bounds, a flash of teeth and a frightened squandkh& had scooped in the adventurous fowl.
It was farm-bred and fat and tender; and White Rakgd his chops and decided that such fare
was good.

Later in the day, he chanced upon another strajkehinear the stables. One of the grooms
ran to the rescue. He did not know White Fangéedr so for weapon he took a light buggy-
whip. At the first cut of the whip, White Fangtié¢fie chicken for the man. A club might have
stopped White Fang, but not a whip. Silently, withflinching, he took a second cut in his
forward rush, and as he leaped for the throat therg cried out, “My God!” and staggered
backward. He dropped the whip and shielded h@athwith his arms. In consequence, his
forearm was ripped open to the bone.

The man was badly frightened. It was not so muttitd&Fang’s ferocity as it was his silence
that unnerved the groom. Still protecting his #irand face with his torn and bleeding arm, he
tried to retreat to the barn. And it would havegdard with him had not Collie appeared on
the scene. As she had saved Dick’s life, she ram@dthe groom’s. She rushed upon White
Fang in frenzied wrath. She had been right. Sftekimown better than the blundering gods.
All her suspicions were justified. Here was theiant marauder up to his old tricks again.

The groom escaped into the stables, and White Backed away before Collie’s wicked teeth,
or presented his shoulder to them and circled r@antround. But Collie did not give over, as
was her wont, after a decent interval of chastisgem®n the contrary, she grew more excited
and angry every moment, until, in the end, Whitag-#ung dignity to the winds and frankly
fled away from her across the fields.

“He’ll learn to leave chickens alone,” the masi@ds “But | can’t give him the lesson until |
catch him in the act.”

Two nights later came the act, but on a more gersesoale than the master had anticipated.
White Fang had observed closely the chicken-yandsttae habits of the chickens. In the night
-time, after they had gone to roost, he climbethéotop of a pile of newly hauled lumber.

From there he gained the roof of a chicken-houassgd over the ridgepole and dropped to the
ground inside. A moment later he was inside theskpand the slaughter began.

In the morning, when the master came out on tgdtneh, fifty white Leghorn hens, laid out in
a row by the groom, greeted his eyes. He whisdddmself, softly, first with surprise, and
then, at the end, with admiration. His eyes wi@nise greeted by White Fang, but about the
latter there were no signs of shame nor guilt.chieied himself with pride, as though,
forsooth, he had achieved a deed praiseworthy ardanous. There was about him no
consciousness of sin. The master’s lips tightexselde faced the disagreeable task. Then he
talked harshly to the unwitting culprit, and in kigice there was nothing but godlike wrath.
Also, he held White Fang’s nose down to the slanshand at the same time cuffed him
soundly.
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White Fang never raided a chicken-roost againvalt against the law, and he had learned it.
Then the master took him into the chicken-yarddhité/Fang’s natural impulse, when he saw
the live food fluttering about him and under hisyeose, was to spring upon it. He obeyed
the impulse, but was checked by the master’s vol¢dey continued in the yards for half an
hour. Time and again the impulse surged over WHateg, and each time, as he yielded to it,
he was checked by the master’s voice. Thus itheadsarned the law, and ere he left the
domain of the chickens, he had learned to ignae #xistence.

“You can never cure a chicken-killer.” Judge Ssbibok his head sadly at luncheon table,
when his son narrated the lesson he had given Whitg. “Once they’ve got the habit and the
taste of blood . . .” Again he shook his headsadl

But Weedon Scott did not agree with his fathetll téll you what I'll do,” he challenged
finally. “I'll lock White Fang in with the chickemall afternoon.”

“But think of the chickens,” objected the judge.

“And furthermore,” the son went on, “for every dken he kills, I'll pay you one dollar gold
coin of the realm.”

“But you should penalise father, too,” interposdiBe

Her sister seconded her, and a chorus of approesé drom around the table. Judge Scott
nodded his head in agreement.

“All right.” Weedon Scott pondered for a momen#nd if, at the end of the afternoon White
Fang hasn’t harmed a chicken, for every ten minotélse time he has spent in the yard, you
will have to say to him, gravely and with delibéwat just as if you were sitting on the bench
and solemnly passing judgment, ‘White Fang, yousanarter than | thought.”

From hidden points of vantage the family watchexghrformance. But it was a fizzle.

Locked in the yard and there deserted by the maateite Fang lay down and went to sleep.
Once he got up and walked over to the trough fdnir&k of water. The chickens he calmly
ignored. So far as he was concerned they didxst eAt four o’clock he executed a running
jump, gained the roof of the chicken-house anddddp the ground outside, whence he
sauntered gravely to the house. He had learndditheAnd on the porch, before the delighted
family, Judge Scott, face to face with White Fasagd slowly and solemnly, sixteen times,
“White Fang, you are smarter than | thought.”

But it was the multiplicity of laws that befuddI&dhite Fang and often brought him into
disgrace. He had to learn that he must not toloefthickens that belonged to other gods.
Then there were cats, and rabbits, and turkeythedle he must let alone. In fact, when he had
but partly learned the law, his impression was tigainust leave all live things alone. Out in
the back-pasture, a quail could flutter up undemuse unharmed. All tense and trembling
with eagerness and desire, he mastered his insiacstood still. He was obeying the will of
the gods.

And then, one day, again out in the back-pastweaw Dick start a jackrabbit and runit. The
master himself was looking on and did not interfekay, he encouraged White Fang to join in
the chase. And thus he learned that there washumton jackrabbits. In the end he worked
out the complete law. Between him and all domestimals there must be no hostilities. If
not amity, at least neutrality must obtain. B tither animals—the squirrels, and quail, and
cottontails, were creatures of the Wild who hademgielded allegiance to man. They were the
lawful prey of any dog. It was only the tame ttha gods protected, and between the tame
deadly strife was not permitted. The gods heldothweer of life and death over their subjects,
and the gods were jealous of their power.

Life was complex in the Santa Clara Valley after $ihmplicities of the Northland. And the
chief thing demanded by these intricacies of @aiion was control, restraint—a poise of self
that was as delicate as the fluttering of gossammegs and at the same time as rigid as steel.
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Life had a thousand faces, and White Fang founairgt meet them all—thus, when he went
to town, in to San Jose, running behind the cagrmgoafing about the streets when the
carriage stopped. Life flowed past him, deep amtewand varied, continually impinging upon
his senses, demanding of him instant and endlggstagnts and correspondences, and
compelling him, almost always, to suppress hisnahimpulses.

There were butcher-shops where meat hung withichte@his meat he must not touch. There
were cats at the houses the master visited thatimust alone. And there were dogs
everywhere that snarled at him and that he musattetk. And then, on the crowded

sidewalks there were persons innumerable whosetiattene attracted. They would stop and
look at him, point him out to one another, exanfiima, talk of him, and, worst of all, pat him.
And these perilous contacts from all these strdragels he must endure. Yet this endurance he
achieved. Furthermore, he got over being awkwaddsglf-conscious. In a lofty way he
received the attentions of the multitudes of steaggds. With condescension he accepted their
condescension. On the other hand, there was somethout him that prevented great
familiarity. They patted him on the head and pdssg contented and pleased with their own
daring.

But it was not all easy for White Fang. Runningibd the carriage in the outskirts of San
Jose, he encountered certain small boys who madacéce of flinging stones at him. Yet he
knew that it was not permitted him to pursue araydhem down. Here he was compelled to
violate his instinct of self-preservation, and ai@ it he did, for he was becoming tame and
qualifying himself for civilisation.

Nevertheless, White Fang was not quite satisfigt thie arrangement. He had no abstract
ideas about justice and fair play. But there cerain sense of equity that resides in life, and i
was this sense in him that resented the unfairfdsis being permitted no defence against the
stone-throwers. He forgot that in the covenan¢rea into between him and the gods they
were pledged to care for him and defend him. Bt day the master sprang from the carriage,
whip in hand, and gave the stone-throwers a thmgshifter that they threw stones no more,
and White Fang understood and was satisfied.

One other experience of similar nature was his.ti@rway to town, hanging around the saloon
at the cross-roads, were three dogs that madecageraf rushing out upon him when he went
by. Knowing his deadly method of fighting, the tehad never ceased impressing upon
White Fang the law that he must not fight. Assule having learned the lesson well, White
Fang was hard put whenever he passed the crosssakbn. After the first rush, each time,
his snarl kept the three dogs at a distance bytttaded along behind, yelping and bickering
and insulting him. This endured for some time.e Tien at the saloon even urged the dogs on
to attack White Fang. One day they openly sickeddiogs on him. The master stopped the
carriage.

“Go to it,” he said to White Fang.

But White Fang could not believe. He looked atrtiaester, and he looked at the dogs. Then
he looked back eagerly and questioningly at thetenas

The master nodded his head. “Go to them, oldvell&at them up.”

White Fang no longer hesitated. He turned andeléagently among his enemies. All three
faced him. There was a great snarling and growhngashing of teeth and a flurry of bodies.
The dust of the road arose in a cloud and scretreeblattle. But at the end of several minutes
two dogs were struggling in the dirt and the thias in full flight. He leaped a ditch, went
through a rail fence, and fled across a field. #&/kiang followed, sliding over the ground in
wolf fashion and with wolf speed, swiftly and withtanoise, and in the centre of the field he
dragged down and slew the dog.

With this triple killing his main troubles with degeased. The word went up and down the
valley, and men saw to it that their dogs did notest the Fighting Wolf.
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CHAPTER IV—THE CALL OF KIND

The months came and went. There was plenty of &mabdino work in the Southland, and
White Fang lived fat and prosperous and happy. dkmte was he in the geographical
Southland, for he was in the Southland of life.ntum kindness was like a sun shining upon
him, and he flourished like a flower planted in dswil.

And yet he remained somehow different from othegsdoHe knew the law even better than
did the dogs that had known no other life, and lbseoved the law more punctiliously; but still
there was about him a suggestion of lurking feyo@s though the Wild still lingered in him
and the wolf in him merely slept.

He never chummed with other dogs. Lonely he haatlliso far as his kind was concerned, and
lonely he would continue to live. In his puppyhoadder the persecution of Lip-lip and the
puppy-pack, and in his fighting days with BeautyitBirhe had acquired a fixed aversion for
dogs. The natural course of his life had beenrtide and, recoiling from his kind, he had

clung to the human.

Besides, all Southland dogs looked upon him widpstion. He aroused in them their
instinctive fear of the Wild, and they greeted llways with snarl and growl and belligerent
hatred. He, on the other hand, learned that itaasiecessary to use his teeth upon them. His
naked fangs and writhing lips were uniformly efticaus, rarely failing to send a bellowing on-
rushing dog back on its haunches.

But there was one trial in White Fang'’s life—Calli8he never gave him a moment’s peace.
She was not so amenable to the law as he. Sreddsfiefforts of the master to make her
become friends with White Fang. Ever in his eaas wounding her sharp and nervous snarl.
She had never forgiven him the chicken-killing epis, and persistently held to the belief that
his intentions were bad. She found him guilty befihe act, and treated him accordingly. She
became a pest to him, like a policeman following lround the stable and the hounds, and, if
he even so much as glanced curiously at a pigechicken, bursting into an outcry of
indignation and wrath. His favourite way of igmgiher was to lie down, with his head on his
fore-paws, and pretend sleep. This always dumfedrahd silenced her.

With the exception of Collie, all things went welith White Fang. He had learned control and
poise, and he knew the law. He achieved a stasdia@sl calmness, and philosophic tolerance.
He no longer lived in a hostile environment. Darayed hurt and death did not lurk
everywhere about him. In time, the unknown, dsirggtof terror and menace ever impending,
faded away. Life was soft and easy. It flowedhglemoothly, and neither fear nor foe lurked
by the way.

He missed the snow without being aware of it. ‘tAmuly long summer,” would have been
his thought had he thought about it; as it wasnkeely missed the snow in a vague,
subconscious way. In the same fashion, espedmthe heat of summer when he suffered
from the sun, he experienced faint longings forNloethland. Their only effect upon him,
however, was to make him uneasy and restless witlislknowing what was the matter.

White Fang had never been very demonstrative. Bé¥is snuggling and the throwing of a
crooning note into his love-growl, he had no waexpressing his love. Yet it was given him
to discover a third way. He had always been sugiepo the laughter of the gods. Laughter
had affected him with madness, made him frantib wage. But he did not have it in him to be
angry with the love-master, and when that god etett laugh at him in a good-natured,
bantering way, he was nonplussed. He could feeptitking and stinging of the old anger as
it strove to rise up in him, but it strove agaileste. He could not be angry; yet he had to do
something. At first he was dignified, and the reatdughed the harder. Then he tried to be
more dignified, and the master laughed harder tiedore. In the end, the master laughed him
out of his dignity. His jaws slightly parted, higs lifted a little, and a quizzical expressioath
was more love than humour came into his eyes. ddddarned to laugh.

9/4/201:



Page9t of 10€

Likewise he learned to romp with the master, toumebled down and rolled over, and be the
victim of innumerable rough tricks. In return legned anger, bristling and growling
ferociously, and clipping his teeth together inmnthat had all the seeming of deadly
intention. But he never forgot himself. Thosemnaere always delivered on the empty air.
At the end of such a romp, when blow and cuff ammpsand snarl were last and furious, they
would break off suddenly and stand several feettagiring at each other. And then, just as
suddenly, like the sun rising on a stormy sea, theyld begin to laugh. This would always
culminate with the master’s arms going around WR#aag’'s neck and shoulders while the
latter crooned and growled his love-song.

But nobody else ever romped with White Fang. Hendit permit it. He stood on his dignity,
and when they attempted it, his warning snarl arstlimg mane were anything but playful.
That he allowed the master these liberties wagasan that he should be a common dog,
loving here and loving there, everybody’s propéotya romp and good time. He loved with
single heart and refused to cheapen himself doles

The master went out on horseback a great deakoasmctompany him was one of White

Fang's chief duties in life. In the Northland hedrevidenced his fealty by toiling in the
harness; but there were no sleds in the Southieord]id dogs pack burdens on their backs. So
he rendered fealty in the new way, by running hth master’'s horse. The longest day never
played White Fang out. His was the gait of thefwarhooth, tireless and effortless, and at the
end of fifty miles he would come in jauntily aheaitthe horse.

It was in connection with the riding, that Whitengaachieved one other mode of expression—
remarkable in that he did it but twice in all hfel The first time occurred when the master
was trying to teach a spirited thoroughbred thehoebf opening and closing gates without the
rider’s dismounting. Time and again and many titmesanged the horse up to the gate in the
effort to close it and each time the horse becaighténed and backed and plunged away. It
grew more nervous and excited every moment. Whezaied, the master put the spurs to it
and made it drop its fore-legs back to earth, winaoe it would begin kicking with its hind-
legs. White Fang watched the performance witheasing anxiety until he could contain
himself no longer, when he sprang in front of tbesk and barked savagely and warningly.

Though he often tried to bark thereafter, and tlaster encouraged him, he succeeded only
once, and then it was not in the master’s preseAcgcamper across the pasture, a jackrabbit
rising suddenly under the horse’s feet, a violéetes, a stumble, a fall to earth, and a broken
leg for the master, was the cause of it. WhitegFgprang in a rage at the throat of the
offending horse, but was checked by the masteiitevo

“Home! Go home!” the master commanded when heasadrtained his injury.

White Fang was disinclined to desert him. The pragiought of writing a note, but searched
his pockets vainly for pencil and paper. Agaircbhemmanded White Fang to go home.

The latter regarded him wistfully, started awartheturned and whined softly. The master
talked to him gently but seriously, and he cockisdelars, and listened with painful intentness.

“That’s all right, old fellow, you just run alongome,” ran the talk. “Go on home and tell them
what's happened to me. Home with you, you wolet &ong home!”

White Fang knew the meaning of “home,” and thougldiad not understand the remainder of
the master’s language, he knew it was his will tteeshould go home. He turned and trotted
reluctantly away. Then he stopped, undecided]@oied back over his shoulder.

“Go home!” came the sharp command, and this timelieyed.

The family was on the porch, taking the cool of déffternoon, when White Fang arrived. He
came in among them, panting, covered with dust.

“Weedon’s back,” Weedon’s mother announced.
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The children welcomed White Fang with glad cried ean to meet him. He avoided them and
passed down the porch, but they cornered him agairecking-chair and the railing. He
growled and tried to push by them. Their mothek&x apprehensively in their direction.

“| confess, he makes me nervous around the chiltdstie said. “l have a dread that he will
turn upon them unexpectedly some day.”

Growling savagely, White Fang sprang out of thenearoverturning the boy and the girl. The
mother called them to her and comforted them nigithem not to bother White Fang.

“A wolf is a wolf!” commented Judge Scott. “Thaseno trusting one.”
“But he is not all wolf,” interposed Beth, standifay her brother in his absence.

“You have only Weedon’s opinion for that,” rejoindte judge. “He merely surmises that there
is some strain of dog in White Fang; but as he willyou himself, he knows nothing about it.
As for his appearance—"

He did not finish his sentence. White Fang stosidite him, growling fiercely.
“Go away! Lie down, sir!” Judge Scott commanded.

White Fang turned to the love-master’s wife. Streamed with fright as he seized her dress in
his teeth and dragged on it till the frail fabmcd away. By this time he had become the centre
of interest.

He had ceased from his growling and stood, heatboging into their faces. His throat
worked spasmodically, but made no sound, whilethggled with all his body, convulsed
with the effort to rid himself of the incommunicatdomething that strained for utterance.

“I hope he is not going mad,” said Weedon’s motHeéitold Weedon that | was afraid the
warm climate would not agree with an Arctic anirhal.

“He’s trying to speak, | do believe,” Beth annoudice
At this moment speech came to White Fang, rushinm @ great burst of barking.
“Something has happened to Weedon,” his wife sadsively.

They were all on their feet now, and White Fangdawn the steps, looking back for them to
follow. For the second and last time in his lieelad barked and made himself understood.

After this event he found a warmer place in thertseaf the Sierra Vista people, and even the
groom whose arm he had slashed admitted that hawése dog even if he was a wolf. Judge
Scott still held to the same opinion, and proved gverybody’s dissatisfaction by
measurements and descriptions taken from the esjgyetiia and various works on natural
history.

The days came and went, streaming their unbrokeshéte over the Santa Clara Valley. But
as they grew shorter and White Fang’s second wintétre Southland came on, he made a
strange discovery. Collie’'s teeth were no londerg. There was a playfulness about her nips
and a gentleness that prevented them from reatlyniguhim. He forgot that she had made life
a burden to him, and when she disported herselirardim he responded solemnly, striving to
be playful and becoming no more than ridiculous.

One day she led him off on a long chase througtb#ok-pasture land into the woods. It was
the afternoon that the master was to ride, and &\Faing knew it. The horse stood saddled and
waiting at the door. White Fang hesitated. Baté¢hwas that in him deeper than all the law he
had learned, than the customs that had mouldedthan,his love for the master, than the very
will to live of himself; and when, in the momenttag indecision, Collie nipped him and
scampered off, he turned and followed after. Tlaster rode alone that day; and in the woods,
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side by side, White Fang ran with Collie, as highmeo, Kiche, and old One Eye had run long
years before in the silent Northland forest.

CHAPTER V—THE SLEEPING WOLF

It was about this time that the newspapers wet@fuhe daring escape of a convict from San
Quentin prison. He was a ferocious man. He had lemade in the making. He had not
been born right, and he had not been helped anlyebgnoulding he had received at the hands
of society. The hands of society are harsh, aisdhtlan was a striking sample of its
handiwork. He was a beast—a human beast, ités but nevertheless so terrible a beast that
he can best be characterised as carnivorous.

In San Quentin prison he had proved incorrigiffeinishment failed to break his spirit. He
could die dumb-mad and fighting to the last, butbeld not live and be beaten. The more
fiercely he fought, the more harshly society haddian, and the only effect of harshness was
to make him fiercer. Straight-jackets, starvat@mg beatings and clubbings were the wrong
treatment for Jim Hall; but it was the treatmentéeeived. It was the treatment he had
received from the time he was a little pulpy boyiBan Francisco slum—soft clay in the
hands of society and ready to be formed into sommgth

It was during Jim Hall’s third term in prison tHa encountered a guard that was almost as
great a beast as he. The guard treated him ynfaéd about him to the warden, lost his
credits, persecuted him. The difference betweemtias that the guard carried a bunch of
keys and a revolver. Jim Hall had only his nakadds and his teeth. But he sprang upon the
guard one day and used his teeth on the othepatthust like any jungle animal.

After this, Jim Hall went to live in the incorrigdcell. He lived there three years. The cell
was of iron, the floor, the walls, the roof. Heveeleft this cell. He never saw the sky nor the
sunshine. Day was a twilight and night was a bklgace. He was in an iron tomb, buried
alive. He saw no human face, spoke to no humaig thWhen his food was shoved in to him,
he growled like a wild animal. He hated all thingsor days and nights he bellowed his rage at
the universe. For weeks and months he never maderdal, in the black silence eating his very
soul. He was a man and a monstrosity, as feattfuhg of fear as ever gibbered in the visions
of a maddened brain.

And then, one night, he escaped. The warderstsamk impossible, but nevertheless the cell
was empty, and half in half out of it lay the baufya dead guard. Two other dead guards
marked his trail through the prison to the outelisyand he had killed with his hands to avoid
noise.

He was armed with the weapons of the slain guardsve-arsenal that fled through the hills
pursued by the organised might of society. A hgawge of gold was upon his head.
Avaricious farmers hunted him with shot-guns. bl@od might pay off a mortgage or send a
son to college. Public-spirited citizens took dawveir rifles and went out after him. A pack of
bloodhounds followed the way of his bleeding fe&hd the sleuth-hounds of the law, the paid
fighting animals of society, with telephone, anieégeaph, and special train, clung to his trail
night and day.

Sometimes they came upon him, and men faced harhigoes, or stampeded through barbed-
wire fences to the delight of the commonwealth megthe account at the breakfast table. It
was after such encounters that the dead and wowneledcarted back to the towns, and their
places filled by men eager for the man-hunt.

And then Jim Hall disappeared. The bloodhoundslyajuested on the lost trail. Inoffensive
ranchers in remote valleys were held up by armead amel compelled to identify themselves.
While the remains of Jim Hall were discovered a@oaen mountain-sides by greedy claimants
for blood-money.
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In the meantime the newspapers were read at Siesta, not so much with interest as with
anxiety. The women were afraid. Judge Scott gpmttied and laughed, but not with reason,
for it was in his last days on the bench that Jiatl Had stood before him and received
sentence. And in open court-room, before all ndean,Hall had proclaimed that the day would
come when he would wreak vengeance on the Judgsahtenced him.

For once, Jim Hall was right. He was innocenthef ¢rime for which he was sentenced. It was
a case, in the parlance of thieves and policetail-foading.” Jim Hall was being “rail-

roaded” to prison for a crime he had not committBeécause of the two prior convictions
against him, Judge Scott imposed upon him a seatefiftfty years.

Judge Scott did not know all things, and he didkmmtw that he was party to a police
conspiracy, that the evidence was hatched andrpdrjthat Jim Hall was guiltless of the crime
charged. And Jim Hall, on the other hand, didkmmiw that Judge Scott was merely ignorant.
Jim Hall believed that the judge knew all abowtrnit was hand in glove with the police in the
perpetration of the monstrous injustice. So it,wasen the doom of fifty years of living death
was uttered by Judge Scott, that Jim Hall, hatlhthengs in the society that misused him, rose
up and raged in the court-room until dragged dowhaddf a dozen of his blue-coated enemies.
To him, Judge Scott was the keystone in the aréhjustice, and upon Judge Scott he emptied
the vials of his wrath and hurled the threats efrevenge yet to come. Then Jim Hall went to
his living death . . . and escaped.

Of all this White Fang knew nothing. But betweem land Alice, the master’s wife, there
existed a secret. Each night, after Sierra Viathdone to bed, she rose and let in White Fang
to sleep in the big hall. Now White Fang was nbbase-dog, nor was he permitted to sleep in
the house; so each morning, early, she slipped @mariet him out before the family was
awake.

On one such night, while all the house slept, WRdag awoke and lay very quietly. And very
quietly he smelled the air and read the messdngmét of a strange god’s presence. And to his
ears came sounds of the strange god’s movementge YRang burst into no furious outcry. It
was not his way. The strange god walked softly,nbore softly walked White Fang, for he
had no clothes to rub against the flesh of his bddg followed silently. In the Wild he had
hunted live meat that was infinitely timid, andkreew the advantage of surprise.

The strange god paused at the foot of the greiatasa and listened, and White Fang was as
dead, so without movement was he as he watchedaiteld. Up that staircase the way led to
the love-master and to the love-master’s dearesstqssions. White Fang bristled, but waited.
The strange god’s foot lifted. He was beginning dlscent.

Then it was that White Fang struck. He gave nawagr; with no snarl anticipated his own
action. Into the air he lifted his body in theisgrthat landed him on the strange god’s back.
White Fang clung with his fore-paws to the man'sustiers, at the same time burying his fangs
into the back of the man’s neck. He clung on far@nent, long enough to drag the god over
backward. Together they crashed to the floor. té&VRang leaped clear, and, as the man
struggled to rise, was in again with the slashamps.

Sierra Vista awoke in alarm. The noise from dowamstwas as that of a score of battling
fiends. There were revolver shots. A man’s vaiceamed once in horror and anguish. There
was a great snarling and growling, and over abam smashing and crashing of furniture and
glass.

But almost as quickly as it had arisen, the comomotiied away. The struggle had not lasted
more than three minutes. The frightened housetiaktered at the top of the stairway. From
below, as from out an abyss of blackness, cameguypgling sound, as of air bubbling through
water. Sometimes this gurgle became sibilant, straavhistle. But this, too, quickly died
down and ceased. Then naught came up out of dickrEss save a heavy panting of some
creature struggling sorely for air.
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Weedon Scott pressed a button, and the staircalséoamnstairs hall were flooded with light.
Then he and Judge Scott, revolvers in hand, calyialescended. There was no need for this
caution. White Fang had done his work. In thesnad the wreckage of overthrown and
smashed furniture, partly on his side, his faceléndby an arm, lay a man. Weedon Scott bent
over, removed the arm and turned the man’s faceatghwA gaping throat explained the
manner of his death.

“Jim Hall,” said Judge Scott, and father and sakéal significantly at each other.

Then they turned to White Fang. He, too, was lyindis side. His eyes were closed, but the
lids slightly lifted in an effort to look at thens éhey bent over him, and the tail was perceptibly
agitated in a vain effort to wag. Weedon Scottquhhim, and his throat rumbled an
acknowledging growl. But it was a weak growl asthand it quickly ceased. His eyelids
drooped and went shut, and his whole body seemidaw and flatten out upon the floor.

“He’s all in, poor devil,” muttered the master.
“We'll see about that,” asserted the Judge, addréesl for the telephone.

“Frankly, he has one chance in a thousand,” anreditite surgeon, after he had worked an
hour and a half on White Fang.

Dawn was breaking through the windows and dimminegalectric lights. With the exception
of the children, the whole family was gathered dliba surgeon to hear his verdict.

“One broken hind-leg,” he went on. “Three brokdssyone at least of which has pierced the
lungs. He has lost nearly all the blood in hisybodihere is a large likelihood of internal
injuries. He must have been jumped upon. To sdlyimg of three bullet holes clear through
him. One chance in a thousand is really optimistie hasn’t a chance in ten thousand.”

“But he mustn’t lose any chance that might be & e him,” Judge Scott exclaimed. “Never
mind expense. Put him under the X-ray—anythingeedbn, telegraph at once to San
Francisco for Doctor Nichols. No reflection on yactor, you understand; but he must have
the advantage of every chance.”

The surgeon smiled indulgently. “Of course | ustiiend. He deserves all that can be done for
him. He must be nursed as you would nurse a hureeng, a sick child. And don’t forget
what | told you about temperature. I'll be backeat o’clock again.”

White Fang received the nursing. Judge Scott'gastgpn of a trained nurse was indignantly
clamoured down by the girls, who themselves undé&rtbe task. And White Fang won out on
the one chance in ten thousand denied him by ttyeen.

The latter was not to be censured for his misjudgmall his life he had tended and operated
on the soft humans of civilisation, who lived skedd lives and had descended out of many
sheltered generations. Compared with White Fdray, were frail and flabby, and clutched life
without any strength in their grip. White Fang ltaane straight from the Wild, where the
weak perish early and shelter is vouchsafed to.némaeither his father nor his mother was
there any weakness, nor in the generations bdiera.t A constitution of iron and the vitality
of the Wild were White Fang’s inheritance, and hag to life, the whole of him and every
part of him, in spirit and in flesh, with the temgc¢hat of old belonged to all creatures.

Bound down a prisoner, denied even movement bpltster casts and bandages, White Fang
lingered out the weeks. He slept long hours aedmed much, and through his mind passed
an unending pageant of Northland visions. Allghests of the past arose and were with him.
Once again he lived in the lair with Kiche, craginibling to the knees of Grey Beaver to
tender his allegiance, ran for his life before ligpand all the howling bedlam of the puppy-
pack.
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He ran again through the silence, hunting his gvimod through the months of famine; and
again he ran at the head of the team, the gut-vdiipit-sah and Grey Beaver snapping
behind, their voices crying “Ra! Raa!” when theyngato a narrow passage and the team
closed together like a fan to go through. He liggdin all his days with Beauty Smith and the
fights he had fought. At such times he whimperned snarled in his sleep, and they that
looked on said that his dreams were bad.

But there was one particular nightmare from whietshffered—the clanking, clanging
monsters of electric cars that were to him colossedaming lynxes. He would lie in a screen
of bushes, watching for a squirrel to venture fasugh out on the ground from its tree-refuge.
Then, when he sprang out upon it, it would transfdself into an electric car, menacing and
terrible, towering over him like a mountain, scréagnand clanging and spitting fire at him. It
was the same when he challenged the hawk downf e gsky. Down out of the blue it
would rush, as it dropped upon him changing itsetf the ubiquitous electric car. Or again,
he would be in the pen of Beauty Smith. Outsidegén, men would be gathering, and he
knew that a fight was on. He watched the doohfsrantagonist to enter. The door would
open, and thrust in upon him would come the awledteic car. A thousand times this
occurred, and each time the terror it inspired assivid and great as ever.

Then came the day when the last bandage and thadager cast were taken off. It was a gala
day. All Sierra Vista was gathered around. Theterarubbed his ears, and he crooned his
love-growl. The master’s wife called him the “Bdesl Wolf,” which name was taken up with
acclaim and all the women called him the BlessedfWo

He tried to rise to his feet, and after severamfits fell down from weakness. He had lain so
long that his muscles had lost their cunning, dhthea strength had gone out of them. He felt
a little shame because of his weakness, as théuglooth, he were failing the gods in the
service he owed them. Because of this he madéchefforts to arise and at last he stood on
his four legs, tottering and swaying back and forth

“The Blessed Wolf!” chorused the women.
Judge Scott surveyed them triumphantly.

“Out of your own mouths be it,” he said. “Justl @@ntended right along. No mere dog could
have done what he did. He’s a wolf.”

“A Blessed Wolf,” amended the Judge’s wife.
“Yes, Blessed Wolf,” agreed the Judge. “And headéfthat shall be my name for him.”

“He’ll have to learn to walk again,” said the susge“so he might as well start in right now. It
won’t hurt him. Take him outside.”

And outside he went, like a king, with all Sierrgsd about him and tending on him. He was
very weak, and when he reached the lawn he lay dowlrested for a while.

Then the procession started on, little spurtsraingfth coming into White Fang’s muscles as he
used them and the blood began to surge through tfiéma stables were reached, and there in
the doorway, lay Collie, a half-dozen pudgy pupplesing about her in the sun.

White Fang looked on with a wondering eye. Cdharled warningly at him, and he was
careful to keep his distance. The master withideshelped one sprawling puppy toward him.
He bristled suspiciously, but the master warned thiat all was well. Collie, clasped in the
arms of one of the women, watched him jealously\aitid a snarl warned him that all was not
well.

The puppy sprawled in front of him. He cockeddass and watched it curiously. Then their
noses touched, and he felt the warm little tongube@puppy on his jowl. White Fang’s
tongue went out, he knew not why, and he lickedptingpy’s face.
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Hand-clapping and pleased cries from the gods eneee performance. He was surprised, and
looked at them in a puzzled way. Then his weakaessrted itself, and he lay down, his ears
cocked, his head on one side, as he watched thgypuhe other puppies came sprawling
toward him, to Collie’s great disgust; and he ghapermitted them to clamber and tumble

over him. At first, amid the applause of the gduspetrayed a trifle of his old self-
consciousness and awkwardness. This passed avlag pisppies’ antics and mauling
continued, and he lay with half-shut patient egeswsing in the sun.
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