White Fang, by Jack London

WHITE FANG

PART1

CHAPTER 1—THE TRAIL OF THE MEAT

Dark spruce forest ﬁrowned on either side the ﬁfozen waterway.
The trees had been strqoped by a recent wind of their white
covering of ﬁfost, and they seemed to lean towards each other,
black and ominous, in the fading ['Lght. A vast silence Veigned over
the land. The land itself was a desolation, life[ess, without
movement, so lone and cold that the spirit of it was not even that
of sadness. There was a hint in it of laughter, but of a laughter
more terrible than any sadness—a [aughter that was mirthless as
the smile of the sphinx, a [aughter cold as the ﬁfost and partaking
of the grimness of infa“ibi[ity. 1t was the mastelﬁd and
incommunicable wisdom of eternity [aughing at the ﬁt’ci[ity of [ife
and the eﬂ'ﬂort of lyje. 1t was the Wild, the savage, ﬁozen—hearted
Northland Wild.
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But there was [ife, abroad in the land and deﬁant. Down the
frozen waterway toiled a string of wolfish dogs. Their bristly fur
was rimed with ﬁros’c. Their breath ﬁroze in the air as it leﬁ their
mouths, spouting forth n spumes of vapour that settled upon the
hair cf their bodies and formed into crystals of ﬁfos’c. Leather
harness was on the dogs, and leather traces attached them to a
sled which dragged along behind. The sled was without runners.
1t was made of stout birch-bark, and its fu“ suvﬁ;tce rested on the
snow. The ﬁfon’c end cf the sled was twrned up, like a scroll, in
order to fovce down and under the bore of soﬁ snow that swfged
like a wave before it. On the sled, secvurely [ashed, was a long and
narrow ob[ong box. There were other thlngs on the sled—
blankets, an axe, and a coﬁee—pot and ﬁying—pan; but prominent,

occupying most of the space, was the [ong and narrow ob[ong box.

In advance of the dogs, on wide snowshoes, toiled a man. At the
rear of the sled toiled a second man. On the sled, in the box, lay a
third man whose toil was over,—a man whom the Wild had
conquered and beaten down until he would never move nor
stmgg[e again. Itisnot the way of the Wild to like movement. Life
(s an oﬁfence to it, for life is movement; and the Wild aims always
to destroy movement. It ﬁfeezes the water to prevent it running to
the sea; it drives the sap out of the trees till they are ﬁozen to their



migh’cy hearts; and most ferocious ly and terrib [y of all does the
Wild hawy and crush into submission man—man who is the
most restless of life, ever in revolt against the dictum that all

movement must in the end come to the cessation of movement.

But at ﬁfont and rear, unawed and indomitable, toiled the two
men who were not yet dead. Their bodies were covered with ﬁuf
and soﬁ-tanned leather. Eye[ashes and cheeks and l'qos were So
coated with the crystals ﬁom their ﬁfozen breath that their faces
were not discernible. This gave them the seeming of ghost[y
masques, undertakers in a spectra[ world at the ﬁmera[ of some
ghost. But under it all they were men, penetrating the land of
desolation and mockery and silence, puny adventurers bent on
colossal adventure, pitting themselves against the might of a world

as remote and alien and pu[se[ess as the abysses of space.

They travelled on without speech, saving their breath for the work
of their bodies. On every side was the silence, pressing upon them
with a tangi]o e presence. It aﬁcec’ced their minds as the many
atmospheres of deep water aﬁfect the Ioody of the diver. 1t crushed
them with the weight of unending vastness and unalterable

decree. 1t crushed them into the remotest recesses of their own
minds, pressing out of them, like Juices ﬁrom the grape, all the false

ardours and exaltations and undue self—va[ues of the human sou[,



until ’chey perceived themselves ﬁnl’ce and small, specks and motes,
moving with weak cunning and little wisdom amidst the play and

in’cev—p[ay of the great blind elements and fovces.

An hour went by, and a second hour. The pale [ight of the short
sunless day was beginning to fade, when a famt far Cry arose on
the still air. 1t soared upward with a swgct rush, till it reached its
topmost note, where it pers isted, palp itant and tense, and then
s[owly died away. It might have been a lost soul wai[ing, had it not
been invested with a certain sad ﬁerceness and hungvy eagerness.
The ﬁfon‘c man twrned his head until his eyes met the eyes of the
man behind. And then, across the narrow oblong box, each
nodded to the other.

A second cry arose, plercing the silence with needle-like shrillness.
Both men located the sound. Tt was to the rear, somewhere in the
snow expanse they had Just traversed. A third and answering cry
arose, also to the rear and to the leﬁ of the second cry.

“They’ve aﬁer us, Bill,” said the man at the ﬁfont.

His voice sounded hoarse and unreal, and he had spoken with

apparent qﬂ‘ort.

“Meat is scarce,” answered his comrade. “1 ain’t seen a rabbit sign



for days.”

Thereaﬁer they spo ke no more, though their ears were keen for the

hunting—crles that continued to rise behind them.

At the fau of darkness they swung the dogs into a cluster of spruce

trees on the edge of the waterway and made a camp. The coﬁfm, at

the side of the ﬁve, served for seat and table. The wolf—dogs,
clustered on the far side of the ﬁre, snarled and bickered among
themselves, but evinced no inclination to stray oﬁc into the

darkness .

“Seems to me, Henry, they’ve stayin’ remarkable close to camp,” Bill

commented.

Henry, squatting over the ﬁve and set’ding the pot of coﬁee with a
piece of ice, nodded. Nor did he speak till he had taken his seat on
the ccyﬁpm and begun to eat.

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

Bill shook his head. “Oh, 1 don’t know.”

His comrade looked at him cwrious[y. “First time 1 ever heard you

say anything about their not bein’ wise.”



“Henry,” said the other, munching with deliberation the beans he
was eating, “did you happen to notice the way them dogs kicked

up when 1 was a-feedin’ 'em?”

“They did cut up moren usual,” Henry acknowledged.
“How many dogs 've we got, Henry?”

“Six.”

“Well, Henry ... ” Bill stopped for a moment, in order that his
words migh’c gain greater signiﬁcance. “As 1was sayin’, Henry,
we've got six dogs. 1 took six ﬁsh out of the Ioag. 1 gave one ﬂsh to
each dog, an’, Henry, 1 was one ﬁsh short.”

“You counted wrong.”

“We've got six dogs,” the other reiterated dispassionately. “I took
out six ﬁsh. One Ear didn’t getno ﬁsh. 1 came back to the ’oag
aﬁerward an’ got'm his ﬁsh.”

“We've on[y got six dogs,” Henry said.

“Henry,” Bill went on. “Iwon’t say they was all dogs, but there was
seven of 'm that got ﬁsh.”

Hemy stopped eating to g[ance across the ﬁre and count the dogs.



“There’s only six now,” he said.

“ saw the other one run oﬁc across the snow,” Bill announced with

cool positiveness. “I saw seven.”

Henry looked at him commisera’cingly, and said, “Vll be a[migh’cy
g[ad when this trip’s over.”

“What d’ye mean by that?” Bill demanded.

“l mean that this load of ourn is gett'm’ on your nerves, an’ that

you're beginnin’ to see things.”

“ thought of that,” Bill answered gvave[y. “An’ so, when 1 saw it
run oﬁ across the snow, 1 looked in the snow an’ saw its tracks.
Then 1 counted the dogs an’ there was still six of "em. The tracks is
there in the snow now. D’ye want to look at 'em? 7'l show ’em to

”»

you.

Henry did not rep [y, but munched on in silence, until, the meal
ﬁnished, he ‘copped it with a ﬁna[ cup of coﬁee. He wiped his
mouth with the back of his hand and said:

“Then you're thinkin’ as it was—"

A [ong wail'mg cry, ﬁercely sad, ﬁrom somewhere in the darkness,
had ln’cewupted him. He s’copped to listen to it, then he ﬁnlshed



his sentence with a wave of his hand toward the sound cf the cry,
“—one of them?”

Bill nodded. “I'd a blame sight sooner think that than anything
else. You noticed yow’se[f the row the dogs made.”

Cry after cry, and answering cries, were turning the silence into a
bedlam. From every side the cries arose, and the dogs be’cvayed
their fear by huddllng together and so close to the ﬁre that their
hair was scorched ’oy the heat. Bill threw on more wood, Ioefore
[ighting his pipe.

“I'm thinking you're down in the mouth some,” Henry said.

“Hemfy ...” He sucked meditaﬁve[y at his pipe for some time
before he went on. “Henry, 1 was a-thinkin’ what a blame sight

[uckier he is than you an’ me'll ever be.”

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

“You an’ me, Henry, when we die, we'll be [ucky gf we get enough

stones over our carcases to keep the dogs oﬁf of us.”

“But we ain’t got peop le an’ money an’ all the vest, like him,” Henry

Vejo'med. “Long—distance ﬁJLnem[s is somethin’ you an’ me can’t



exactly afford.”

“What gets me, Henry, is what a chap like this, that's a lord or
something in his own country, and that’s never had to bother
about gmb nor blankets; why he comes a-buttin’ round the
Godforsaken ends of the earth—that’s what 1 can’t exactly see.”

“He migh’c have lived to a ripe old age gC he'd stayed at home,”
Henry agreed.

Bill opened his mouth to speak, but changed his mind. Instead, he
pointed towards the wall of darkness that pvessed about them
ﬁfom every side. There was no suggestion of form in the utter
blackness; only could be seen a pair of eyes gleaming like live

coals. Henry indicated with his head a second pair, and a third. A
circle of the g[eaming eyes had drawn about their camp. Now and
again a pair of eyes moved, or disappeaved to appear again a

moment later.

The unrest cyc the dogs had been increas ing, and they stampeded,
n a surge of sudden fear, to the near side of the ﬁve, cringing and
crawﬁng about the [egs of the men. n the scramble one of the
dogs had been overturned on the edge of the ﬁre, and it had
ye[ped with pain and ﬁfight as the smell of its singed coat

possessed the air. The commotion caused the circle of eyes to shiﬁ



Vest[ess[y for a moment and even to withdraw a bit, but it settled

down again as the dogs became quiet.
“Henry, it’s a blame misfortlme to be out of ammunition.”

Bill had ﬁnished his pipe and was he[ping his companion to
spread the bed of ﬁuf and blanket upon the spruce Iooug’ns which
he had laid over the snow ’oefore supper. Henry gmn’ced, and

Ioegan unlacing his moccasins.
“How many cartridges did you say you had leﬁ?” he asked.

“Three,” came the answer. “An’ 1 wisht 'twas three hundred. Then

1'd show 'em what for, damn em!”

He shook his ﬁst angvl[y at the g(eaming eyes, and Ioegan secwfe[y
to prop his moccasins before the ﬁre.

“An’ 1 wisht this cold snap’d break,” he went on. “It’s ben fgcty
below for two weeks now. An’ 1 wisht I'd never started on this trip,
Henry. 1 don’t like the looks of it. 1don’t feel V'Lght, somehow. An’
while ’'m wishin’, 1 wisht the trip was over an’ done with, an’ you
an’ me a-sittin’ by the fire in Fort McGurry just about now an’
playing cribbage—that's what 1 wisht.”

Henry gmnted and crawled into bed. As he dozed oﬁ he was



aroused by his comrade’s voice.

“Say, Henry, that other one that come in an’ got a ﬁsh—why
didn’t the dogs pltch into it? That's what’s botherin’ me.”

“You're botherin’ too much, Bill,” came the s[eepy response. “You
was never like this before. You jes’ shut up now, an’ go to s[eep, an’
you’u be all hunkydory in the mornin’. Your stomach’s sour, that's

what's botherin’ you.”

The men s[ept, bveathing heavily, side ’oy side, under the one
covering. The ﬁre died down, and the g[eaming eyes drew closer
the circle ’chey had ﬂung about the camp. The dogs clustered
together n feav, now and again snar[ing menacing[y as a pair of
eyes drew close. Once their uproar became so loud that Bill woke
up. He got out of bed careﬁd[y, so as not to disturb the sleep of his
comrade, and threw more wood on the ﬁre. As it began to ﬂame
up, the circle of eyes drew farther back. He glanced casuaﬂy at the
huddling dogs. He rubbed his eyes and looked at them more
sharp[y. Then he crawled back into the blankets.

“Henry,” he said. “Oh, Henry.”

Henry groaned as he passed ﬁfom s[eep to waking, and demanded,

“What's wrong now?”



“Nothin’,” came the answer; “on[y there’s seven cf ‘em again. | just

counted.”

Hemy acknow[edged receipt of the informaﬂon with a grunt that
slid into a snore as he drifted back into s[eep.

In the morning it was Henry who awoke ﬁrst and routed his
companion out of bed. Day[igh’c was yet three hours away, though
it was a(veady six o’clock; and in the darkness Henry went about
preparing breakfast, while Bill volled the blankets and made the
sled Veady fov as hing.

“Say, Henry,” he asked sudden[y, “how many dogs did you say we
had?”

“Six.”

“Wrong,” Bill proc[aimed triump hantly.
“Seven again?” Henry queried.

“No, ﬁve; one’s gone.”

“The hell!” Henry cried in wrath, leaving the cooking to come and
count the dogs.

“You're Vight, Bill,” he concluded. “Fatty’s gone.”



“An’ he went like gveased [igh’tnin’ once he got started. Couldn’t

Ve seen 'm fov smoke.”

“No chance at all,” Henry concluded. “Theyjes’ swallowed 'm
alive. 1bet he was ye[p'm’ as he went down their throats, damn

’ |7
em.

“He a[ways was a fool dog,” said Bill.

“But no foo[ dog ought to be foo[ enough to go oﬁ an’ commit
suicide that way.” He looked over the remainder of the team with a
speculaﬁve eye that summed up instant[y the salient traits of each

animal. “1 bet none of the others would do it.”

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

And this was the epitaph of a dead dog on the Northland trail—
less scant than the epitaph of many another dog, of many a man.

CHAPTER NI—THE SHE-WOLF

Breakfast eaten and the slim camp—ougqt lashed to the sled, the
men tuwrned their backs on the cheery ﬁre and launched out into
the darkness. At once began to rise the cries that were ﬁerce[y sad

—cries that called through the darkness and cold to one another



and answered back. Conversation ceased. Day[igh’c came at nine
o’clock. At midday the sky to the south warmed to rose-colour,
and marked where the Ioulge of the earth intervened between the
meridian sun and the northern world. But the rose-colour swiﬁ[y
faded. The grey ﬁgh’c of day that remained lasted until three
o’clock, when it, too, faded, and the paﬂ cf the Arctic night

descended upon the lone and silent land.

As darkness came on, the hunﬁng—cries to Vight and [eﬁ and rear
drew closer—so close that more than once ’chey sent surges of fear

’chrough the toi[ing dogs, throwing them into short-lived panics.

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

“I wisht they’d strike game somewheres, an’ go away an’ leave us

alone.”
“They do geton the nerves horrible,” Henry sympathised.
They spoke no more until camp was made.

Henry was Ioending over and adding ice to the ba’o’o[ing pot of
beans when he was startled by the sound of a blow, an exclamation
fvom Bill, and a sharp snarﬁng cry of pain from among the dogs.

He straightened up in time to see a dim form disappearing across



the snow into the shelter of the dark. Then he saw Bill, standlng
amid the dogs, ha[f triumphant, ha[f cres‘gfaﬂen, in one hand a
stout club, in the other the tail and part of the Iaody of a sun-cured

S&[YYIOYL

“It got ha[fof it,” he announced; “but 1 got a whack at it jes’ the

same. D'ye hear it squea[?”
“What'd it look like?” Henry asked.

“Couldn’t see. But it had fowr [egs an’ a mouth an” hair an’ looked

like any dog.”
“Must be a tame wo[ﬁ 1 reckon.”

“It's damned tame, whatever it is, comin’ in here at feedin’ time an’

gettin’ its whack of ﬁsh.”

That night, when supper was ﬁnished and they sat on the oblong
box and pu“ed at their pipes, the circle of g[eaming eyes drew in

even closer than ]oefore.

“I wisht they’d spring up a bunch of moose or something, an’ go

away an’ leave us alone,” Bill said.

Henry gmnted with an intonation that was not all sympa’chy, and
for a quarter of an hour they sat on in silence, Henry staring at the



ﬁVe, and Bill at the circle of eyes that burned in the darkness Just
beyond the firelight.

“l wisht we was pu“in’ into McGurry Vight now,” he Ioegan again.

“Shut up your wishin’ and your croakin’,” Henry burst out
angvi[y. “Your stomach’s sour. That’s what’s ailin’ you. Swallow a
spoonﬁd of sody, an’ you’“ sweeten up wondelﬁd an’ be more

p[easant company.”

In the morning Henry was aroused by fewid b[asphemy that
proceeded ﬁrom the mouth of Bill. Henry pvopped himse[f up on
an elbow and looked to see his comrade s’canding among the dogs
beside the Vep[enished ﬁre, his arms raised in obnga’cion, his faee
distorted with passion.

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

“No.”

“ tell you yes.”

Henry leaped out of the blankets and to the dogs. He counted

them with care, and then ] oined his partner in cursing the power

of the Wild that had robbed them of another dog.



“Frog was the strongest dog of the bunch,” Bill pronounced finally.
“An’ he was no foo[ dog neither,” Henry added.
And so was recorded the second ep ltaph in two days.

A g[oomy Ioreakfast was eaten, and the fowr remaining dogs were
harnessed to the sled. The day was a repetition of the days that
had gone before. The men toiled without speech across the face of
the ﬁfozen world. The silence was unbroken save ’oy the cries of
their pursuers, that, unseen, hung upon their rear. With the
coming of nigh‘c in the mid—aftemoon, the cries sounded closer as
the pursuers drew in according to their custom; and the dogs grew
excited and frightened, and were gu'dty of panics that ’cang[ed the
traces and ﬁdrther depressed the two men.

“There, that'll ﬁx you fool critters,” Bill said with saﬁsfacﬂon that
night, standing erect at comple’cion of his task.

Henry leﬁ the cooking to come and see. Not only had his partner
tied the dogs up, but he had tied them, aﬁer the Indian fashion,
with sticks. About the neck of each dog he had fastened a leather
‘chong. To this, and so close to the neck that the dog could not get
his teeth to it, he had tied a stout stick fowf or ﬁve feet n [ength.
The other end of the stick, in twrn, was made fas’c to a stake in the



ground by means of a leather thong. The dog was unable to gnaw
’chvough the leather at his own end cyc the stick. The stick
prevented him fvom getting at the leather that fastened the other
end.

Hemy nodded his head approvmg[y.

“It's the on[y contraption that'll ever hold One Ear,” he said. “He
can gnaw t’nvoug’n leather as clean as a knife an’ jes’ about ha[f as

quick. They allll be here in the mornin’ hunkydovy.”

“You jes’ bet they will,” Bill aﬁ‘mned. “bcone of em’ turns up

missin’, T'll go without my coﬁee.”

“Theyjes’ know we ain’t loaded to kill,” Henry remarked at bed-
time, indicating the gleaming circle that hemmed them in. “If we
could put a coup e of shots into ’em, they’d be more Vespectﬁd.
They come closer every nigh’c. Get the ﬁreﬁght out of your eyes an’
look hard—there! Did you see that one?”

For some time the two men amused themselves with watching the
movement of vague forms on the edge of the ﬁrelight. By loo king
c[ose[y and steadi[y at where a pair of eyes burned in the darkness,
the form of the animal would s[ow[y take shape. They could even

see these forms move at times.



A sound among the dogs attracted the men’s attention. One Ear
was uttering quick, eager whines, lunging at the leng‘th of his stick
toward the darkness, and des isting now and again in order to
make ﬁanﬂc attacks on the stick with his teeth.

“Look at that, Bill,” Henry whispered.

Full into the ﬁre[ight, with a s‘cea[thy, sidelong movement, g[ided a
dogﬁke animal. 1t moved with commingled mistrust and daring,

cauﬂous[y observing the men, its attention ﬁxed on the dogs. One
Ear strained the ﬁAH [ength of the stick toward the intruder and

whined with eagerness.
“That foo[ One Ear don’t seem scairt much,” Bill said in a low tone.

“It's a she-wo lf,” Henry whispered back, “an’ that accounts fov
Fatty an’ Frog. She’s the decoy fov the pack. She draws out the

dog an’ then all the rest pitches in an’ eats 'm up.”

The ﬁre crackled. A [og feu apart with a loud spluttering noise. At
the sound of it the strange animal [eaped back into the darkness.

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

“U'm a-thinkin’ that was the one 1 lambasted with the club.”



“Ain’t the sligh’ces’c doubt in the world,” was Henry’s response.

“An’ V'Lght here 1 want to remark,” Bill went on, “that that animal’s

”»

faml[yarity with campﬁres (s suspicious an’ immoral

“It knows for certain more’n a se[f—respecﬁn’ wo lf ough’c to know,”
Henry agreed. “Awo [f that knows enough to come in with the
dogs at feed'm’ time has had experiences.”

“Ol Villan had a dog once that run away with the wolves,” Bill
cogitates aloud. “1ought to know. 1shot it out of the pack in a
moose pasture over ‘on Little Stick. An’ O’ Villan cried like a
Ioa’oy. Hadn't seen it fov three years, he said. Ben with the wolves
all that time.”

“I reckon you've called the twrn, Bill. Thatwo [f sa dog, an’ it’s
eaten fish many’s the time from the hand of man.”

“An gC lgeta chance at it, that wobc that's a dog’” be Jjes’ meat,” Bill

declared. “We can’t aﬂ*brd to lose no more animals.”
“But you've only got three cartvidges,” Henry o’oj ected.
“Pll wait for a dead sure shot,” was the rep[y.

In the moming Hemry renewed the ﬁre and cooked brealfg"ast to

the accompaniment of his partner’s snoring.



“You was s[eep in’ jes’ too comfortab e for anything,” Henry to [d
him, as he routed him out for breakfast. “ hadn’t the heart to

rouse you.”

Bill loegan to eat s[eepi[y. He noticed that his cup was empty and
started to reach for the pot. But the pot was loeyond arm’s length
and beside Henry.

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

Henry looked about with great carefu[ness and shook his head.
Bill held up the empty cup.

“You don’t getno coﬁfee,” Henry announced.
“Ain’t run out?” Bill asked anxiously.
“Nope.”

“Ain’t thinkin’ it [l hurt my digestion?”
“Nope.”

A flush of angry blood pervaded Bill’s face.

“Then it’s Jjes’ warm an’ anxious 1 am to be hearin’ you exp[ain

yourse[f,” he said.



“Spanker’s gone,” Henry answered.

Without haste, with the air of one Vesigned to misfortune Bill
tuwrned his head, and ﬁfom where he sat counted the dogs.

“How'd it happen?” he asked apatheﬁca”y.

Henry shmgged his shoulders. “Don’t know. Unless One Ear

gnawed 'm loose. He couldn’t a-done it himse[f, that’s sure.”

“The darned cuss.” Bill spoke gravely and slow[y, with no hint of
the anger that was raging within. “Jes” because he couldn’t chew

himself loose, he chews Spankev loose.”

“Well, Spanker’s troubles is over anyway; | guess he’s digested loy
this time an’ cavortin’ over the [andscape in the bellies of twenty
diﬂ%rent wolves,” was Henry’s ep ltaph on this, the latest lost dog.

“Have some coﬁee, Bill.”
But Bill shook his head.

“Go on,” Henry pleaded, e[evating the pot.

Bill shoved his cup aside. “Tll be ding—dong—danged Lf 1do. 1said]1

wouldn’t 90 ary dog turned up missin’, an’ l won't.”

“It's darn good coﬁee,” Henry said enticing[y.



But Bill was stubborn, and he ate a dry bveakfast washed down
with mumbled curses at One Ear for the trick he had p[ayed.

“Ill tie ’em up out of reach of each other to—night,” Bill said, as they
took the trail.

They had travelled little more than a hundred yards, when Henry,
who was in ﬁont, bent down and picked up something with which
his snowshoe had collided. 1t was dark, and he could not see it,
but he Vecognised it by the touch. He ﬂung it back, so that it
struck the sled and bounced along until it fetched up on Bill’s

snowshoes.
“Mebbe you’“ need that in your business,” Henry said.

Bill uttered an exclamation. 1t was all that was [qfk of Spanker—
the stick with which he had been tied.

“They ate 'm hide an’ all,” Bill announced. “The stick’s as clean as
a whistle. They’ve ate the leather oﬁen both ends. They’re damn
hungvy, Henry, an’ they’“ have you an’ me guessin’ Ioefore this

trip’s over.”

Henry laughed deﬁan’cly. “l ain’t been trailed this way on wolves
Ioefore, but 've gone t’mrough awhole lot worse an’ kep’c my health.
Takes more'n a handﬁﬂ of them pesk’y critters to do fov yours



’cm[y, Bill, my son.”

“I don’t know, 1 don’t know,” Bill muttered ominous[y.
“Well, you’u know all V'Lght when we pu“ into McGurry.”
“©ain't fee[in’ specia[ enthusiastic,” Bill pevsisted.

“You're oﬁ colour, that's what’s the matter with you,” Henry
dogmaﬂsed. “What you need is quinine, an’ I'm goin’ to dose you

up sﬂﬁf as soon as we make McGurry.”

Bill gmnted his disagveement with the diagnosis, and [apsed into
silence. The day was like all the days. Light came at nine o’clock.

At twelve o’clock the southern horizon was warmed loy the unseen
sun; and then loegan the cold grey of aﬁemoon that would merge,

three hours later, into night.

It was just after the sun’s fuﬁ[e eﬁfort to appear, that Bill sﬁpped
the Viﬂe ﬁ'om under the s[ed—[ashings and said:

“You keep vigh’c on, Henry, I'm goin’ to see what 1 can see.”

“You'd better stick by the sled,” his partner pro’cested. “You've on[y
got three cartridges, an’ there’s no tellin’ what might happen.”

“Who's croak'mg now?” Bill demanded triump hant[y.



Henry made no rep ly, and p[odded on alone, though oﬁen he cast
anxious glances back into the grey solitude where his partner had
disappeaved. An hour later, ’cak'mg advantage of the cu’c—oﬁs
around which the sled had to go, Bill arrived.

“They’re scattered an’ rangin’ a[ong wide,” he said: “keep ing up
with us an’ lookin’ for game at the same time. You see, they’re sure
of us, on[y they know they’ve got to wait to get us. In the meantime
they're willin’ to pick up anything eatable that comes handy.”

“You mean they think they’re sure of us,” Henry o]qj ected
poin‘ced[y.

But Bill ignoved him. “1 seen some of them. They’re pretty thin.
They ain’t had a bite in weeks 1 reckon, outside of Fatty an’ Frog
an’ Spanker; an’ there’s so many of ‘em that that didn’t go fav.
They’re remarkable thin. Their ribs is like wash-boards, an’ their
stomachs is righ’c up against their backbones. They’re pretty
despevate, 1 can tell you. They’“ be goin’ mad, yet, an’ then watch

out.”

A few minutes later, Henry, who was now tvave”ing behind the
sled, emitted a low, warning whistle. Bill tuuned and looked, then
quieﬂy stopped the dogs. To the rear, ﬁfom around the last bend
and pla'm[y into view, on the very trail they hadjust covered,



trotted a ﬁﬂry, slinking form. Its nose was to the trail, and it
trotted with a pecu[iar, s[iding, eﬁbrﬂess gait. When ’chey halted, it
halted, t’mfowing up its head and Vegard'mg them steadi[y with
nostrils that twitched as it caught and studied the scent of them.

“UWs the she—wo[f,” Bill answered.

The dogs had lain down in the snow, and he walked past them to
Join his partner in the sled. Togetlnev they watched the strange
animal that had pursued them for days and that had ahfeady
accompﬁs’ned the destruction of ha[f their dog—team.

Aﬁer a searching scrutiny, the animal trotted forward a few steps.
This it repea’ced several times, till it was a short hundred yavds
away. It paused, head up, close on a clwmp of spruce trees, and
with sight and scent studied the ougqt of the wa’cching men. It
looked at them in a s’cvangely wistﬁd way, aﬁer the manner of a
dog; but in its wis‘gﬁdness there was none of the dog aﬁcecﬁon. It
was a wistﬁdness bred of hunger, as cruel as its own fangs, as
merciless as the ﬁfost itse[f.

1t was [avge for awo lf, its gaunt ﬁfame advertis ng the lines of an

animal that was among the [avges’c of its kind.

“Stands pretty close to two feet an’ a half at the shoulders,” Henry



commented. “An’Tll bet it ain’t fav ﬁrom ﬂve fee’c [ong.”

“Kind of strange colour for a wo[ﬁ” was Bill’s criticism. “l never

seen a red wobc loefore. Looks almost cinnamon to me.”

The animal was certain[y not cinnamon-coloured. 1ts coat was the
true wo [f—coa’c. The dominant colour was grey, and yet there was to
ita faint reddish hue—a hue that was baﬁqing, that appeaved
and disappeared, that was more like an illusion of the vision, now
grey, dist'mcﬂy grey, and again giving hints and g[in‘cs of avague

redness of colour not c[assiﬁa]o le in terms of ovdinary experience.

“Looks for all the world like a Ioig husky s[ed—dog,” Bill said. “1

”»

wouldn’t be s’prised to see it wag its tail

“Hello, you husky.’ ” he called. “Come here, you whatever—yow—

name-is.”
“Ain’t a bit scairt of you,” Henry [aughed.

Bill waved his hand at it threatening[y and shouted [oud[y; but the
animal Ioe’crayed no fear. The on[y change in it that they could
notice was an accession of alertness. 1t still Vegarded them with the
merciless wis’gﬁjl[ness of hunger. They were meat, and it was

hungry; and it would like to go n and eat them gC it dared.



“Look here, Henry,” Bill said, unconscious[y [owering his voice to a
whisper because of what he imitated. “We've got three cartvidges.
But it’s a dead shot. Couldn’t miss it. 1t’s got away with three of
our dogs, an’ we ough’cer put a stop to it. What d’ye say?”

Henry nodded his consent. Bill cautious[y s[ipped the gun ﬁfom
under the sled-[ashing. The gun was on the way to his shoulder,
but it never got there. For in that instant the she—wo[f[eaped
sidewise ﬁfom the trail into the clump of spruce trees and
disappeared.

The two men looked at each other. Henry whistled (ong and
comprehendingly.

“ might have knowed it,” Bill chided h'umse[f aloud as he Veplaced
the gun. “Of course a wo lf that knows enough to come in with the
dogs at feed'm’ time, 'd know all about shoo’cing—irons. 1 tell you
Vig’n‘c now, Henry, that critter’s the cause of all our trouble. We'd
have six dogs at the present time, ‘stead of three, ifit wasn't for
her. An’1tell you Vight now, Henry, I'm goin’ to get her. She’s too
smart to be shot in the open. But I'm goin’ to lay for her. Tl

”»

bushwhack her as sure as my name is Bill

“You needn’t stray oﬁ too far in doin’ it,” his partner admonished.
“]f’chat pack ever starts to jump you, them three cartrldges’d be



wuth no more'n three whoops in hell. Them animals is damn

hungry, an’ once they start in, they'll sure get you, Bill.”

They camped early that night. Three dogs could not drag the sled
SO fas’c nor fov SO [ong hours as could six, and they were showing
unmistakable signs of p[aying out. And the men went ear[y to
bed, Bill ﬁrst seeing to it that the dogs were tied out of gnawing-

Veach OfOVlC another.

But the wolves were growing bolder, and the men were aroused
morve than once ﬁrom their s[eep. So near did the wolves approach,
that the dogs became franﬁc with terror, and it was necessary to
rep lenish the ﬁre ﬁfom time to time in order to keep the

adventurous marauders at safer distance.

“I've hearn sailors talk of sharks foﬂowin’ a ship,” Bill remarked, as
he crawled back into the blankets aﬁer one such rep [enishing of
the ﬁre. “Well, them wolves is land sharks. They know their
business better'n we do, an’ ’chey ain’t a-holdin’ our trail this way
for their health. They're goin’ to get us. They're sure goin’ to get
us, Henry.”

“They’ve half got you a’ready, a-talkin’ like that,” Henry retorted
sharp[y. “Aman’s half licked when he says heis. An’ you're ha[f

eaten ﬁrom the way you're goin’ on about it.”



“They’ve got away with better men than you an’ me,” Bill answered.
“Oh, shet up your croakin’. You make me a”—ﬁred tired.”

Henry rolled over angri[y on his side, but was surprised that Bill
made no similar display of temper. This was not Bill’s way, for he
was easi[y angered ’oy sharp words. Henry thought [ong over it
Ioefore he went to s[eep, and as his eye[ids ﬂu’ctered down and he
dozed oﬁc, the thoug’nt in his mind was: “There’s no mistakin’ it,
Bill’s almighty blue. T'll have to cheer him up to-morrow.”

CHAPTER M—THE HUNGER CRY

The day began auspiciously. They had lost no dogs during the
night, and ’chey swung out upon the trail and into the silence, the
darkness, and the cold with spirits that were fairly light. Bill
seemed to have forgot’cen his fovebodlngs of the previous nlgh’c,
and even waxed faceﬂous with the dogs when, at midday, they
overturned the sled on a bad piece of trail.

It was an awkward mix-up. The sled was upside down and
jammed between a tree-trunk and a huge rock, and they were
forced to unharness the dogs in order to straighten out the tang[e.
The two men were bent over the sled and trying to Vight it, when
Henry observed One Ear sidling away.



“Here, you, One Ear!” he cried, straightening up and twrning
around on the dog.

But One Ear broke into a run across the snow, his traces traiiing
behind him. And there, out in the snow of their back track, was
the she—woifwaiting for him. As he neared her, he became
sudoieniy cautious. He slowed down to an alert and mincing walk
and then stoppeoi. He Vegarded her careﬁtiiy and dubious iy, yet
desireﬁdiy. She seemed to smile at him, showing her teeth in an
ingratiating rather than a menacing way. She moved toward him
a few steps, piaxﬁtiiy, and then halted. One Ear drew near to her,
still alert and cautious, his tail and ears in the air, his head held

high.

He tried to sniﬁr noses with her, but she retreated pia}ﬁtiiy and
coyiy. Every advance on his part was accompanied ioy a
cowesponding retreat on her part. Step ioy step she was iwring
him away from the security of his human companionship. Once,
as though a warning had in vague ways ﬂi’c’ccd ’cimrough his
in’ceiiigence, he twrned his head and looked back at the overturned
sled, at his team-mates, and at the two men who were caiiing to

him.

But whatever idea was forming in his mind, was dissipateoi ioy the



she-wolf, who advanced upon him, sniffed noses with him for a
ﬂee’c'mg instant, and then resumed her coy retreat before his

Venewed advances .

In the meantime, Bill had bethought himse[f of the Viﬂe. But it was
jammed beneath the overtwrned sled, and by the time Henry had
he[ped him to V'Lght the load, One Ear and the she—wob“ were too
close together and the distance too great to risk a shot.

Too late One Ear learned his mistake. Befove they saw the cause,
the two men saw him twrn and start to run back toward them.
Then, approaching at Vight ang[es to the trail and cutting oﬁf his
retreat they saw a dozen wolves, lean and grey, ]oounding across
the snow. On the instant, the she—wolf S coyness and p[a)fu[ness
disappeaved. With a snarl she sprang upon One Ear. He thrust
her oﬁC with his shoulder, and, his retreat cut oﬂ and still intent on
regaining the sled, he altered his course in an attempt to circle
around to it. More wolves were appearing every moment and
Joning in the chase. The she—wolf was one [eap behind One Ear
and ho[ding her own.

“Where are you goin’?” Henry sudden[y demanded, [aying his

hand on his partner’s arm.

Bill shook it off. “Iwon’t stand it,” he said. “They ain’t a-goin’ to



get any more of our dogs if 1 can help it.”

Gun in hand, he plunged into the underbrush that lined the side
of the trail. His intention was apparent enough. Taking the sled
as the centre of the circle that One Ear was making, Bill planned to
tap that circle at a point in advance of the pursuit. With his V@ﬂe,
in the broad day[igh‘c, it might be possib[e for him to awe the

wolves and save the dog.

“Say, Bill!” Henry called aﬁer him. “Be careﬁd.’ Don’t take no

chances!”

Henry sat down on the sled and watched. There was nothing else
for him to do. Bill had already gone ﬁfom sigh’c; but now and
again, appearing and disappearing amongst the underbrush and
the scattered clumps of spruce, could be seen One Ear. Henry
judged his case to be hope[ess. The dog was thoroughly alive to its
danger, but it was running on the outer circle while the wo[f—pack
was running on the inner and shorter circle. 1t was vain to think
of One Ear so outdis’cancing his pursuers as to be able to cut across

their circle in advance of them and to regain the sled.

The dlﬁferent lines were rap i(ﬂy approaching apoint. Somewhere
out there in the snow, screened ﬁfom his sigh’c by trees and
thickets, Henry knew that the wolf-pack, One Ear, and Bill were



coming together. All too quick[y, far more quick[y than he had
expected, it happened. He heard a shot, then two shots, in Vapid
succession, and he knew that Bill's ammunition was gone. Then
he heard a great outcry of snarls and yelps. He Vecognised One
Ear’s ye“ cyC pain and terror, and he heard a wo lf-ery that bespoke
a stricken animal. And that was all. The snarls ceased. The

yelping died away. Silence settled down again over the lonely land.

He sat for a [ong while upon the sled. There was no need for him
to go and see what had happened. He knew it as though it had
taken place loefore his eyes. Once, he roused with a start and
hasﬂ[y got the axe out ﬁom underneath the lashings. But for
some time [onger he sat and brooded, the two remaining dogs

crouching and tremb[ing at his fee’c.

At last he arose in a weary manner, as though all the resilience had
gone out of his body, and proceeded to fasten the dogs to the sled.
He passed arope over his shoulder, a man-trace, and puued with
the dogs. He did not go far. At the ﬁrst hint of darkness he
hastened to make a camp, and he saw to it that he had a generous

supply of ﬁrewood. 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. Before his eyes closed



the wolves had drawn too near fov safe’ty. Itno [onger Vequhfed an
qﬁovt of the vision to see them. They were all about him and the
ﬁre, in a narrow circle, and he could see them p[a'mly in the
firelight lying down, sitting up, crawling forward on their bellies,
or slinking back and forth. They even slept. Here and there he
could see one curled up in the snow like a dog, tak'mg the sleep

that was now denied himse[f.

He kept the ﬁre Iorightly b[azing, for he knew that it alone
intervened between the ﬂesh of his body and their hungry fangs.
His two dogs s’cayed close on him, one on either side, [eaning
against him for protection, crying and whimpermg, and at times
snarling desperate[y when awo b“ approached a little closer than
usual. At such moments, when his dogs snarled, the whole circle
would be agitated, the wolves coming to their feet and pressing
‘centative[y forward, a chorus of snarls and eager ye[ps rising about
him. Then the circle would lie down again, and here and there a

WO [f would resume its broken nap.

But this circle had a continuous tendency to draw in upon him.

Bit by bit, an inch at a time, with here a wo[f’oe”ying forwavd, and
there a wolf be“ying forwavd, the circle would narrow until the
brutes were almost within springing distance. Then he would seize

brands ﬁom the ﬁre and hurl them into the pack. A has’ty



drawing back always resulted, accompanied by angry yelps and
frightened snarls when a well-aimed brand struck and scorched a

too daring animal.

Morning found the man haggard and worn, wide—eyed ﬁfom want
of s[eep. He cooked breakfast in the darkness, and at nine o’clock,
when, with the coming of day[ight, the wo[f—pack drew back, he set
about the task he had planned through the [ong hours of the
night. Chopp ng down young sap[ings, he made them cross-bars
of a scaﬂ*b[d by [ashing them high up to the trunks of standing

trees. Using the sled- [ashing for a heaving rope, and with the aid
of the dogs, he hoisted the coﬁin to the top of the sca)%[d.

“T’aey got Bill, an’ t’ney may get me, but they’“ sure never get you,
young man,” he said, addvessing the dead Ioody in its tree-

sepu [C hre.

Then he took the trail, the lightened sled ’oovmding a[ong behind
the wiUing dogs; for they, too, knew that safety [ay open in the
gaining of Fort McGurry. The wolves were now more open in their
pursuit, trotting seda’ce[y behind and ranging a[ong on either side,
their red tongues [oUing out, their lean sides showing the
undu[aﬁng ribs with every movement. They were very lean, mere

skin-’oags stretched over Ioony ﬁfames, with strings fov muscles—



so lean that Henry found it in his mind to marvel that ’chey still
kept their feet and did not collapse forthright in the snow.

He did not dare travel until dark. At mldday, not on[y did the sun
warm the southern horizon, but it even thrust its upper rim, pale
and golden, above the sky—[lne. He received it as a sign. The days
were growing [onger. The sun was returning. But scarce[y had the
cheer Qf its ﬁght departed, than he went into camp. There were
still several hours of grey daylight and sombre twilight, and he
utilised them in chopp ng an enormous supp [y of ﬁre—wood.

With night came horror. Not only were the starving wolves
growing bolder, but lack of sleep was te”ing upon Henry. He
dozed despi’ce himself, crouching on the ﬁre, the blankets about his
shoulders, the axe between his knees, and on either side a dog
pressing close against him. He awoke once and saw in ﬁron’c of
him, not a dozen fee’c away, a ’oig grey wo lf, one of the [argest of the
pack. And even as he looked, the brute de[i’oerate[y stretched
himself after the manner of a lazy dog, yawning ﬁ/l“ in his face and
[ooking upon him with a possessive eye, as gC, in truth, he were

mere[y a delayed meal that was soon to be eaten.

This certitude was shown by the whole pack. Fqu a score he could

count, staring hungrily at him or ca[mly s[eeping in the snow.



They reminded him of children gathered about a spread table and
awaiting permission to beg'm to eat. And he was 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 appreciation of his
own body which he had never fe[t loefore. He watched his moving
muscles and was interested in the cunning mechanism of his
ﬁngers. By the [ight of the ﬁre he crooked his ﬁngers slow[y and
Vepeated[y now one at a time, now all together, spreading them
wide or making quick gripping movements. He studied the nail-
formation, and prodded the ﬁnger—ﬁps, now sharp [y, and again
soﬁ[y, gauging the while the nerve-sensations pvoduced. It
fascinated him, and he grew suddenly fond of this subtle ﬂesh of
his that worked so ]oeautﬁ“y and smoothly and de[ica’ce[y. Then
he would cast a glance of fear at the wo lf-circ[e drawn expectantly
about him, and like a blow the realisation would strike him that
this wondagcu[ body of his, this [iving ﬂesh, was no more than so
much meat, a quest of ravenous animals, to be torn and slashed by
their hungvy fangs, to be sustenance to them as the moose and the

rabbit had oﬁen been sustenance to him.

He came out of a doze that was ha[f nightmare, to see the red-hued
she—wolf befove him. She was not more than ha[f a dozen feet away
sitting in the snow and wistﬁth Vegarding him. The two dogs



were whimpering and snar[lng at his feet, but she took no notice of
them. She was loo klng at the man, and fov some time he returned
her look. There was nothing ’chvea’cening about her. She looked at
him mevely with a great wistfulness, but he knew it to be the
wistﬁdness of an equa“y great hvmger. He was the food, and the
sight @c him excited in her the gustatory sensations. Her mouth
opened, the saliva drooled forth, and she licked her chops with the

p[easwfe of anticipation.

A spasm of fear went through him. He reached hasti[y for a brand
to throw at her. But even as he reached, and bqfore his ﬁngers had
closed on the missile, she sprang back into safety; and he knew
that she was used to having things thrown at her. She had snarled
as she sprang away, barlng her white fangs to their roots, all her
wistﬁdness vanishing, loe'mg rep laced on a carnivorous ma[igni’ty
that made him shudder. He g[anced at the hand that held the
brand, noticing the cunning de[icacy of the ﬁngers that gvipped it,
how they adjusted themselves to all the inequaliﬂes of the suvface,
curﬁng over and under and about the Vough wood, and one little
ﬁnger, too close to the buming portion of the brand, sensitive[y
and automaﬂcaﬂy writhing back ﬁfom the hurtﬁ,t[ heat to a cooler
gripping—place; and in the same instant he seemed to see a vision

of those same sensitive and delicate ﬁngers being crushed and



torn ioy the white teeth of the she—woif Never had he been so fond

of this body of his as now when his tenure of it was so precarious.

All night, with iourning brands, he fought oﬁ the hungry pack.
When he dozed despite nimseif, the whimpering and snariing of
the oiogs aroused him. Morning came, but fov the ﬁrst time the
iight of day faiied to scatter the wolves. The man waited in vain for
them to go. They remained in a circle about him and his ﬁre,
dispiaying an arrogance of possession that shook his courage born

of the morning iight.

He made one desperate attempt to puii out on the trail. But the
moment he ieﬁ the protection of the ﬁve, the boldest wo if ieaped
for him, but ieaped short. He saved nimseif ioy springing back, the
Jaws snapping ’coge’cher a scant six inches ﬁrom his thigh. The vest
of the pack was now up and surging upon him, and a timrowing of
firebranois Vight and ieft was necessary to drive them back to a
Vespecgci,ti distance.

Even in the dayiigh’c he did not dare leave the ﬁre to chop ﬁfesh
wood. Twenty fee‘c away towered a huge dead spruce. He spent
haif the day extending his campﬁre to the tree, at any moment a
haif dozen Iourning faggo’cs Veady at hand to ﬂing at his enemies.
Once at the tree, he studied the sunrounding forest in order to feii



the tree in the direction of the most ﬂrewood.

The night was a repetition of the nlght loefore, save that the need
for s[eep was Ioecoming overpowering. The snar[ing of his dogs
was losing its (ﬁicacy. Besides, they were snar[ing all the time, and
his benumbed and drowsy senses no [onger took note of changing
pi’cch and intensity. He awoke with a start. The she—wo[f was less
than a yard ﬁom him. Mechanica“y, at short range, without
[etﬂng go of it, he thrust a brand ﬁA[ into her open and snar[ing
mouth. She sprang away, ye[ling with pain, and while he took
de[ight in the smell of buming ﬂesh and hair, he watched her
shaking her head and gvow[ing wrathﬁAUy a score of feet away.

But this time, ’oefore he dozed again, he tied a ]owrning pine—kno’c
to his V'Lght hand. His eyes were closed but few minutes when the
burn of the ﬂame on his ﬂesh awakened him. For several hours he
adhered to this programme. Every time he was thus awakened he
drove back the wolves with ﬂying brands, Vep[enished the ﬁre, and
Veawanged the pine—knot on his hand. All worked well, but there
came a time when he fas’cened the p'me—knot 'msecure[y. As his

eyes closed it fe“ away from his hand.

He dreamed. 1t seemed to him that he was in Fort McGurry. 1t
was warm and comforta]o le, and he was p[aying crilo’oage with the



Factor. Also, it seemed to him that the fort was besieged by
wolves. They were howling at the very gates, and sometimes he
and the Factor paused ﬁrom the game to listen and [augh at the
fuﬁ[e eﬁorts of the wolves to get in. And then, so strange was the
dream, there was a crash. The door was burst open. He could see
the wolves ﬂooding into the Ioig ﬁvlng—room of the fort. They were
leaping straight for him and the Factor. With the bursting open of
the door, the noise of their how[lng had increased tremendously.
This howling now bothered him. His dream was merging into
something else—he knew not what; but through it all, following
him, pevsis‘ced the howling.

And then he awoke to ﬁnd the how[ing real. Therewas a great
snarling and ye[ping. The wolves were mshing him. They were all
about him and upon him. The teeth of one had closed upon his
arm. ]nstincﬂve[y he [eaped into the ﬁre, and as he leaped, he felt
the sharp slash of teeth that tore through the ﬂesh of his [eg. Then
Ioegan a ﬁre ﬁgh’c. His stout mittens temporari[y protected his
hands, and he scooped [ive coals 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 b[is‘cering in the heat, his
eye’orows and lashes were singed oﬁc, and the heat was becoming

unbearable to his feet. With a ﬂaming brand in each hand, he



sprang to the edge of the ﬁre. The wolves had been driven back.
On every side, wherever the live coals had faUen, the snow was
sizzling, and every little while a retiring wolf, with wild leap and
snort and snarl, announced that one such live coal had been

stepped upon.

F[inging his brands at the nearest of his enemies, the man thrust
his smou[dering mittens into the snow and stamped about to cool
his feet. His two dogs were missing, and he well knew that they
had served as a course in the protracted meal which had beglm
days Ioefore with Fatty, the last course of which would [ike[y be
himse[f in the days to foﬂow.

“You ain’t got me yet!” he cried, savagely shaking his ﬁs’c at the
hungry beasts; and at the sound of his voice the whole circle was
agita‘ced, there was a genera[ snarl, and the she-wo [f slid up close

to him across the snow and watched him with hungvy wistfmlness.

He set to work to carry out a new idea that had come to him. He
extended the ﬁre into a [arge circle. Inside this circle he crouched,
his s[eeping Oufflt under him as a protection against the me[ﬁng
snow. When he had thus disappeared within his shelter of ﬂame,
the whole pack came cwious[y to the rim of the ﬁre to see what
had become of him. Hitherto they had been denied access to the



ﬁVe, and they now settled down in a close-drawn circle, like so
many otogs, btinking and yawning and stretching their lean bodies
in the unaccustomed warmth. Then the she-wo tf sat down,
polnteot her nose at a star, and began to howl. One toy one the
wolves jo'meot her, till the whole pack, on haunches, with noses

pointed skyward, was howling its hunger cry.

Dawn came, and otayttght. The ﬁre was touming low. The ﬁtet had
run out, and there was need to get more. The man attempted to
step out of his circle of ﬂame, but the wolves swged to meet him.
Buwning brands made them spring as ide, but they no tonger
sprang back. Tnvain he strove to drive them back. As he gave up
and stumbled inside his circle, a wotfteaped for him, missed, and
landed with all fowf feet in the coals. 1t cried out with terror, at the
same time snarting, and scrambled back to cool its paws in the

SNow.

The man sat down on his blankets in a crouchtng position. His
body leaned forward ﬁ'om the htps. His shoulders, relaxed and
dVooping, and his head on his knees advertised that he had given
up the stmggte. Now and again he raised his head to note the
dytng down of the ﬁVe. The circle of ﬂame and coals was bveaking
nto segments with openings in between. These openings grew in

size, the segments diminished.



“l guess you can come an’ get me any time,” he mumbled.

“Anyway, I'm goin’ to s[eep.”

Once he awakened, and in an opening in the circle, dhfecﬂy n

ﬁfont of him, he saw the she-wo[f gazing at him.

Again he awakened, a little later, though it seemed hours to him.
A mysterious change had taken p[ace—so mysterious a change
that he was shocked wider awake. Someth'mg had happened. He
could not understand at ﬂrst. Then he discovered it. The wolves
were gone. Remained only the trampled snow to show how c[ose[y
they had pressed him. Sleep was we“ing up and gripping him
again, his head was sink'mg down upon his knees, when he roused
with a sudden start.

There were cries of men, and churn of sleds, the creaking of
harnesses, and the eager whimpering of straining dogs. Four sleds
pu“ed n ﬁfom the river bed to the camp among the trees. Ha[f a
dozen men were about the man who crouched in the centre of the
dying ﬁre. They were shaking and prodding him into
consciousness. He looked at them like a drunken man and

maundered in strange, s[eepy S]OGGC”L

“Red she-wolf. . .. Come in with the dogs at feedin’ time. . . . First
she ate the dog—food. ... Then she ate the dogs. AN aﬁer that



sheateBill....”

“Where’s Lord A[ﬁfed?” one of the men bellowed in his ear,
shaking him Vough[y.

He shook his head s[ow[y. “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 shoulder petu[anﬂy
away ﬁrom the grip of his questioner. “Say, you lemme alone. . ..
'm jes’ p[ump tuckered out. . . . Goo’ nlgh’c, everybody.”

His eyes ﬂuttered and went shut. His chin fe” forward on his
chest. And even as they eased him down upon the blankets his

snores were ris ing on the ﬁfosty air.

But there was another sound. Far and fa'mt it was, in the remote
distance, the cry of the hungry wo[f—pack as it took the trail of

other meat than the man it had Just missed.



PART

CHAPTER 1—THE BATTLE OF THE FANGS

1t was the she~wo[fwho had ﬁrs’c caught the sound of men’s voices
and the whining of the sled~dogs; and it was the she~wo[f who was
ﬁrst to spring away ﬁom the cornered man in his circle of dying
ﬂame. The pack had been loath to fovego the kill it had hunted
down, and it [ingered for several minutes, making sure of the

sounds, and then it, too, sprang away on the trail made on the she-
wo lf

Running at the foreﬁron’c of the pack was a [arge grey wo[f—one
of its several leaders. 1t was he who directed the pack’s course on
the heels of the she—wolf. 1t was he who snarled wam'mg[y at the
younger members of the pack or slashed at them with his fangs
when they ambi’cious[y tried to pass him. And it was he who
increased the pace when he sighted the she—wolf, now trotting

S[OW[}/ across the SNow.

She dropped in a[ongside by him, as though it were her appointed
position, and took the pace of the pack. He did not snarl at her,
nor show his teeth, when any [eap of hers chanced to put her in

advance of him. On the contrary, he seemed kindly disposed



toward her—too kind[y to suit her, for he was prone to run near
to her, and when he ran too near it was she who snarled and
showed her teeth. Nor was she above slashing his shoulder sharp [y
on occasion. At such times he betrayed no anger. He mere[y
sprang to the side and ran sﬁﬂly ahead for several awkward [eaps,

n cawiage and conduct Vesembﬁng an abashed country swain.

This was his one trouble in the running of the pack; but she had
other troubles. On her other side ran a gaunt old wo[f, grizz[ed
and marked with the scars of many battles. He ran a[ways on her
V'Lght side. The fact that he had but one eye, and that the [qft eye,
might account for this. He, also, was addicted to crowding her, to
veering toward her till his scarred muzzle touched her body, or
shoulder, or neck. Aswith the running mate on the (eﬁ, she
Vepeﬂed these attentions with her teeth; but when both bestowed
their attentions at the same time she was Vough[y J'ostled, being
compe”ed, with quick snaps to either side, to drive both lovers
away and at the same time to maintain her forward [eap with the
pack and see the way of her feet before her. At such times her
running mates ﬂashed their teeth and grow[ed threateningly
across at each other. They might have fought, but even wooing
and its V'Lvalyy waited upon the more pressing hunger—need of the

pack.



After each repulse, when the old wolf sheered abruptly away from
the sharp—toothed objec’c of his desire, he shouldered against a
young thvee—year—o[d that ran on his blind Vigh’c side. This young
wolf had attained his ﬁd[ size; and, considering the weak and
famished condition of the pack, he possessed more than the
average vigour and spirit. Nevertheless, he ran with his head even
with the shoulder of his one—eyed elder. When he ventured to run
abreast of the older wolf (which was seldom), a snarl and a snap
sent him back even with the shoulder again. Sometimes, however,
he dropped cauﬁous[y and slow[y behind and edged in between
the old leader and the she—wo[f. This was doubly resented, even
triply resented. When she snarled her displeasure, the old leader
would whirl on the three-year-old. Sometimes she whirled with

him. And sometimes the young leader on the leﬁ whirled, too.

At such times, conﬁfonted on three sets of savage teeth, the young
wolf stopped precipi‘ca’ce[y, t’mfowing himself back on his haunches,
with fore—[egs sﬁﬁc, mouth menacing, and mane bristling. This
conﬁAsion in the ﬁfont of the moving pack a[ways caused conﬁtsion
in the rear. The wolves behind collided with the young wo[f and
expvessed their disp leasure on admlnistering sharp nips on his
h'md—[egs and ﬂanks. He was [aying up trouble for himself, for
lack of food and short tempers went together; but with the



boundless fai’th of youth he pers isted in repeating the manoeuvre
every little while, though it never succeeded in gaining any’thing
for him but dlscomﬁ’cwe.

Had there been food, [ove—making and ﬁghﬁng would have gone
on apace, and the pack—fomaﬁon would have been broken up.
But the situation of the pack was desperate. It was lean with [ong—
standing hunger. 1t van below its ordinary speed. At the rear
ﬁmped the weak members, the very young and the very old. Atthe
ﬁfont were the strongest. Yet all were morve like skeletons than ﬁt”—
bodied wolves. Nevertheless, with the exception of the ones that
[imped, the movements of the animals were eﬁcort[ess and tiveless.
Their stringy muscles seemed founts of inexhaustible energy.
Behind every steel-like contraction Qf a muscle, [ay another steel-
like contraction, and another, and another, apparenﬂy without

end.

They ran many miles that day. They ran through the night. And
the next day fovmd them still running. They were running over
the quCace of aworld frozen and dead. No life stirred. They alone
moved thvough the vast inertness. They alone were alive, and they
sought for other ’ch'mgs that were alive in order that they might

devour them and continue to live.



They crossed low divides and Vanged a dozen small streams in a
lower- lying country befove their quest was rewarded. Then ’chey
came upon moose. It was a big bull they ﬁrs’c found. Here was
meat and ﬁfe, and it was guavded on no mysterious ﬁres nor ﬂying
missiles of ﬂame. Sp[ay hocfs and palma’ced antlers they knew,
and they ﬂung their customary patience and caution to the wind.
Itwas a brief ﬂgh’c and ﬁerce. The blg bull was beset on every side.
He ripped them open or split their skulls with shrewdly driven
blows of his great hocfs. He crushed them and broke them on his
large horns. He stamped them into the snow under him in the
wanw'mg s’trugg[e. But he was foredoomed, and he went down
with the she—wo[f tearing savage[y at his throat, and with other
teeth fixed everywhere upon him, devouring him alive, before ever

his last s’cmggles ceased or his last damage had been wrought.

There was food in p[enty. The bull weighed over eight hundred
pounds—ﬁt”y twenty pounds of meat per mouth for the forty—
odd wolves of the pack. But gf they could fast pvodigious(y, they
could feed prodigiously, and soon a few scattered bones were all
that remained of the sp lendid live brute that had faced the pack a
few hours ]oe;fore.

There was now much resting and sleeping. With fu“ stomachs,

bickeving and quaweﬂing began among the younger males, and



this continued t’mfough the few days that fo“owed befove the
breaking-up of the pack. The famine was over. The wolves were
now in the country @c game, and though they still hunted in pack,
’chey hunted more cauﬁous[y, cutting out heavy COWS OF Cripp led

O[d buﬂsﬁom the smaﬂ moose—herds they ran across.

There came a day, in this land of p[enty, when the wo lf-pack sp[i‘c
in habc and went in diﬂ'ﬂerent directions. The she-wo [f, the young
leader on her leﬁ, and the one—eyed elder on her Vight, led their
ha[f of the pack down to the Mackenzie River and across into the
lake country to the east. Each day this remnant of the pack
dwindled. Two on two, male and female, the wolves were
deserting. Occas iona”y a so[itavy male was driven out on the
sharp teeth of his rivals. In the end there remained on[y fow’: the
she—wolf, the young leader, the one—eyed one, and the ambitious
‘chree—year—o[d.

The she—wo[f had on now developed a ferocious temper. Her three
suitors all bore the marks of her teeth. Yet they never Vep[ied n
kind, never defended themselves against her. They twrned their
shoulders to her most savage slashes, and with wagging tails and
mincing steps strove to placate her wrath. But gf they were all
mildness toward her, they were all ﬁerceness toward one another.

The three—year—o[d grew too ambitious in his ﬁerceness. He caught



the one—eyed elder on his blind side and V'qoped his ear into
ribbons. Though the grlzz[ed old fe“ow could see on[y on one side,
against the youth and vigour of the other he Iorought into p[ay the
wiscdom of [ong years of experience. His lost eye and his scarred
muzzle bore evidence to the nature cf his experience. He had

survived too many battles to be in doubt for a moment about what
to do.

The battle loegan fair[y, but it did not end fairly. There was no
‘ce“ing what the outcome would have been, for the third wo[fjoined
the elder, and together, old leader and young leader, they attacked
the ambitious tfmfee—year-o(d and proceeded to destroy him. He
was beset on either side by the merciless fangs of his erstwhile
comrades. Forgotten were the days they had hunted together, the
game they had puﬂed down, the famine they had suﬂered. That
business was a thing of the past. The business Qf love was at hand

—ever a sterner and crueller business than that of food—getﬁng.

And in the meanwhile, the she—wolf, the cause of it all, sat down
eontented[y on her haunches and watched. She was even p[eased.
This was her day—and it came not oﬁen—when manes bristled,
and fang smote fang or Vipped and tore the yie[ding ﬂesh, all fov
the possession of her.



And in the business of love the three—year—o[d, who had made this
his ﬁrs’c adventure upon it, yie[ded up his [ife. On either side of his
body stood his two rivals. They were gazing at the she—wo[f, who
sat sml[ing in the snow. But the elder leader was wise, very wise, in
love even as in battle. The younger leader turned his head to lick a
wound on his shoulder. The curve cf his neck was twurned toward
his rival. With his one eye the elder saw the opportunity. He
darted in low and closed with his fangs. Itwas a [ong, ripping
slash, and deep as well. His teeth, in passing, burst the wall of the
great vein of the throat. Then he [eaped clear.

The young leader snarled terrib [y, but his snarl broke midmost
into a tick['mg cough. B[eeding and coughing, ahfeady stricken, he
sprang at the elder and fought while [ife faded ﬁfom him, his [egs
going weak beneath him, the [ight of day du“ing on his eyes, his
blows and springs fa”ing shorter and shorter.

And all the while the she—wo[fsat on her haunches and smiled.
She was made g[ad (n vague ways on the battle, for this was the
[ove—making of the Wild, the sex—tragedy of the natural world that
was tragedy on[y to those that died. To those that survived it was

not tvagedy, but realisation and achievement.

When the young leader [ay in the snow and moved no more, One



Eye stalked over to the she—wolf. His carriage was one of mingled
’cviumph and caution. He was plain[y expectant of a Vebuﬁ, and he
was just as p[ain[y swprised when her teeth did not ﬂash out at
him in anger. For the ﬁrs‘c time she met him with a kind[y
manner. She sniﬁfed noses with him, and even condescended to
leap about and frisk and play with him in quite puppyish fashion.
And he, fov all his grey years and sage experience, behaved quite as
puppyishly and even a little more foolishly.

Forgotten ahfeady were the vanquished rivals and the love-tale red-
written on the snow. Forgotten, save once, when old One Eye
stopped fov a moment to lick his stgffening wounds. Then it was
that his ['Lps half writhed into a snarl, and the hair of his neck and
shoulders invo[untari[y bristled, while he ha[f crouched for a
spring, his claws spasmodicaﬂy clutching into the snow-swface for
ﬁrmer foo’c'mg. But it was all forgotten the next moment, as he
sprang zycter the she—wobc, who was coyly [eading him a chase
’chrough the woods.

After that they ran side ’oy side, like good ﬁ'iends who have come to
an undevstanding. The days passed on, and ’chey kep’c together,
hun’cing their meat and ki“ing and eating it in common. Aﬁev a

time the she—wo[f ’oegan to grow restless. She seemed to be
searching for some‘ching that she could not ﬁnd. The hollows



under faﬂen trees seemed to attract her, and she spent much time
nosing about among the [arger snow-pi[ed crevices in the rocks
and in the caves of overhanging banks. Old One Eye was not
interested at all, but he fo“owed her good—na‘twedly in her quest,
and when her nvestigations in particulav p[aces were unusuaﬂy
protracted, he would lie down and wait until she was Veady to go

on.

They did not remain in one p[ace, but travelled across country
until they Vegained the Mackenzie River, down which they s[ow[y
went, [eaving it oﬁen to hunt game a[ong the small streams that
entered it, but a[ways retwrning to it again. Sometimes they
chanced upon other wolves, usua”y n pairs; but there was no
ﬁfiend['mess of intercourse disp [ayed on either side, no g[adness at
meeting, no desire to return to the pack—formaﬂon. Several times
’chey encountered solitary wolves. These were always males, and
’chey were pressingly nsistent on joining with One Eye and his
mate. This he resented, and when she stood shoulder to shoulder
with him, bristling and showing her teeth, the aspiring so[itary

ones would back oﬁc, turn-tail, and continue on their [one[y way.

One moonlight night, running ’c’mrough the quiet forest, One Eye
suddenly halted. His muzzle went up, his tail sﬂﬁfened, and his
nostrils dilated as he scented the air. One foot also he held up,



aﬁer the manner of a dog. He was not saﬂsﬁed, and he continued
to smell the air, striving to understand the message borne upon it
to him. One careless sniﬁf had satisﬁed his mate, and she trotted
on to reassure him. Though he fo“owed her, he was still dubious,
and he could not forloear an occasional halt in order move

caVeﬁAHy to s’tudy the warning.

She crept out cautious[y on the edge of a large open space in the
midst of the trees. For some time she stood alone. Then One Eye,
creeping and craw[ing, every sense on the alert, every hair
Vadiaﬂng inﬁnite suspicion, joined her. They stood side by side,

watching and ﬁstening and smeumg.

To their ears came the sounds of dogs wrangling and scuﬂling, the
gu’ctwal cries of men, the sharpev voices of Sco lding women, and
once the shrill and plainﬂve cry of a child. With the exception of
the huge bulks of the skin—[odges, little could be seen save the
ﬂames of the ﬁre, broken ’oy the movements of ntervening bodies,
and the smoke rising s[ow[y on the quiet air. But to their nostrils
came the myriad smells of an Indian camp, carrying a story that

was [arge[y 'mcomprehensib le to One Eye, but every detail of which
the she—wo[f knew.

She was strange[y stirred, and sniﬁed and sniﬁed with an



increasing delight. But old One Eye was doubtful. He betrayed his
apprehension, and started ’cen’caﬂve[y to go. She turned and
touched his neck with her muzzle in a reassuring way, then
Vegarded the camp again. A new wisgcbllness was in her face, but it
was not the wistfulness of hunger. She was thrilling to a desire
that uvged her to go forward, to be in closer to that ﬁre, to be
squa’obﬁng with the dogs, and to be avoiding and dodg'mg the
stumb[ing feet of men.

One Eye moved impatient[y beside her; her unrest came back upon
her, and she knew again her pressing need to ﬁnd the thing for
which she searched. She turned and trotted back into the forest, to
the great Velief of One Eye, who trotted a little to the fove until they
were well within the shelter of the trees.

As t’aey slid a[ong, noiseless as shadows, in the moon[ight, they
came upon a run-way. Both noses went down to the foo’qor'mts n
the snow. These footprin‘cs were very ﬁesh. One Eye ran ahead
cauﬁous[y, his mate at his heels. The broad pads of their feet were
spread wide and in contact with the snow were like velvet. One Eye
caught sight of a dim movement of white in the midst of the white.
His sﬁding gait had been decepﬁve[y swiﬁ, but it was as nothing to

the speed at which he now ran. Before him was bounding the faint
patch of white he had discovered.



They were running along a narvow alley flanked on either side by a
growth of young spruce. Through the trees the mouth of the aHey
could be seen, opening out on a moonlit g[ade. Old One Eye was
rap i(ﬂy ovevhauling the ﬂeeing shape of white. Bound by bound
he gained. Now he was upon it. One leap more and his teeth
would be sinking into it. But that leap was never made. High in
the air, and straigh’c up, soared the shape of white, now a
stmgg[lng snowshoe rabbit that leaped and bounded, executing a
fantastic dance there above him in the air and never once

returning to earth.

One Eye sprang back with a snort of sudden ﬁfight, then shrank
down to the snow and crouched, snar[ing threats at this thing of
fear he did not understand. But the she—wo[fcoo”y thrust past
him. She po ised fov a moment, then sprang for the dancing
rabbit. She, too, soared high, but not so high as the quarry, and
her teeth cli}oped empﬂ[y toge‘cher with a metallic snap. She made

another [eap, and another.

Her mate had s[ow[y relaxed fvom his crouch and was watching
her. He now evinced disp[easwe at her Vepeated failwres, and
himself made a mighty spring upwavd. His teeth closed upon the
rabbit, and he bore it back to earth with him. But at the same time

there was a suspicious crack[ing movement beside him, and his



astonished eye saw a young spruce sapiing ioenoiing down above
him to strike him. His Jjaws et go their grip, and he ieapeoi
backward to escape this strange danger, his lips drawn back from
his fangs, his throat snaviing, every hair ioris’ciing with rage and
fright. And in that moment the sapling reared its slender length
upright and the rabbit soared dancing in the air again.

The she—woif was angry. She sank her fangs into her mate’s
shoulder in Veproof; and he, ﬁfighiened, unaware of what
constituted this new onsiaughi, struck back ferociousiy and in still
greater ﬁfighi, ripping down the side of the she-wo if’ s muzzle. For
him to resent such Veproof was equaiiy unexpected to her, and she
sprang upon him in snariing indignation. Then he discovered his
mistake and tried to piacate her. But she proceeoieoi to punisn him
Vounoiiy, until he gave over all attempts at piacation, and whirled
in a circle, his head away ﬁfom her, his shoulders recelving the

punishment Qf her teeth.

In the meantime the rabbit danced above them in the air. The she-
WO if sat down in the snow, and old One Eye, now more in fear of
his mate than of the mysterious sapiing, again sprang fov the
rabbit. As he sank back with it between his teeth, he kept his eye
on the sapiing. As ioefore, it foiioweoi him back to earth. He
crouched down under the impending blow, his hair iovistiing, but



his teeth still keeping tigh’c hold of the rabbit. But the blow did not
fall. The sapling remained bent above him. When he moved it
moved, and he grow[ed at it through his clenched Jaws; when he
remained still, it remained still, and he concluded it was safer to
continue remaining still. Yet the warm blood of the rabbit tasted
good in his mouth.

1t was his mate who relieved him ﬁfom the quandary in which he
fownd himsebc. She took the rabbit ﬁfom him, and while the
sap['mg swayed and teetered t’mfeatening[y above her she ca[m(y
gnawed oﬁ the rabbit’s head. At once the sap['mg shot up, and
aﬁer that gave no more trouble, remaining in the decorous and
perpendicular position in which nature had intended it to grow.
Then, between them, the she—wo(f and One Eye devoured the game
which the mysterious sap[ing had caught for them.

There were other run-ways and a”eys where rabbits were hanging
in the air, and the wo[f—pair prospected them all, the she—wolf
[eading the way, old One Eye fo”owing and observant, [eaming the
method of Vobbing snares—a know[edge destined to stand him in
good stead in the days to come.



CHAPTER I—THE LAIR

For two days the she—wolf and One Eye hung about the Indian
camp. Hewas worried and appvehensive, yet the camp [ured his
mate and she was loath to depart. But when, one morning, the air
was rent with the report of a Viﬂe close at hand, and a bullet
smashed against a tree trunk several inches ﬁ/om One Eye’s head,
they hesitated no more, but went oﬁC ona [ong, swinging [ope that
put quick miles between them and the danger.

They did not go far—a coup le of days’ journey. The she~wolf’ S
need to ﬁnd the thing fov which she searched had now become
imperative. She was getting very heavy, and could run but s[owly.
Once, in the pursuit of a rabbit, which she ordinavi[y would have
caugh’c with ease, she gave over and [ay down and rested. One Eye
came to her; but when he touched her neck gently with his muzzle
she snapped at him with such quick ﬁerceness that he tumbled
over backward and cut a ridiculous igure in his eﬁort to escape
her teeth. Her temper was now shorter than ever; but he had

become more patient than ever and more solicitous.

And then she found the ’ch'mg for which she sought. Itwas a few
miles up a small stream that in the summer time ﬂowed into the

Mackenzie, but that then was ﬁozen over and ﬁfozen down to its



Vocky bottom—a dead stream of solid white ﬁfom source to
mouth. The she-wolf was trotting wearily along, her mate well in
advance, when she came upon the overhanging, high clay-bank.
She twrned aside and trotted over to it. The wear and tear of
spring storms and me[t'mg snows had underwashed the bank and

in one p[ace had made a sma“ cave out ofa nawowﬁsswe.

She paused at the mouth of the cave and looked the wall over
careﬁt“y. Then, on one side and the other, she ran a[ong the base
of the wall to where its abmpt bulk merged ﬁfom the soﬁer—ﬁned
[andscape. Retwrning to the cave, she entered its narrow mouth.
For a short three fee’c she was compeued to crouch, then the walls
widened and rose higher in a little round chamber near[y six feet
in diameter. The Voof bare[y cleared her head. 1t was dvy and
cosey. She inspected it with painstaking care, while One Eye, who
had returned, stood in the entrance and paﬂenﬂy watched her.
She dropped her head, with her nose to the ground and directed
toward a point near to her c[ose[y bunched fee’c, and around this
point she circled several times; then, with a tired sigh that was
almost a grunt, she curled her body in, relaxed her [egs, and
dropped down, her head toward the entrance. One Eye, with
pointed, interested ears, [aughed at her, and beyond, outlined
against the white [ight, she could see the brush of his tail waving



good-naturedly. Her own ears, with a snuggling movement, laid
their sharp points backward and down against the head for a
moment, while her mouth opened and her tongue lolled peaceab [y

out, and in this way she expressed that she was p[eased and
saﬁsﬂed.

One Eye was hungry. Though he [ay down in the entrance and
s[ept, his sleep was ﬁgcul He kept awaking and cocking his ears at
the bright world without, where the A}ori[ sun was Io[azing across
the snow. When he dozed, upon his ears would steal the faint
whispers of hidden trickles of running water, and he would rouse
and listen intently. The sun had come back, and all the awakening
Northland world was ca“ing to him. Lyje was stirring. The feel of
spring was in the air, the fee[ of growing [ife under the snow, of sap
ascending in the trees, of buds ]oursﬁng the shackles of the ﬁfost.

He cast anxious glances at his mate, but she showed no desire to
getup. He looked outside, and ha[f a dozen snow-birds ﬂu’ctered
across his ﬁe[d of vision. He started to get up, then looked back to
his mate again, and settled down and dozed. A shrill and minute
singing stole upon his hearing. Once, and twice, he s[eepily
brushed his nose with his paw. Then he woke up. There, ’ouzzing
in the air at the tip of his nose, was a lone mosquito. 1t wasa ﬁt“—

grown mosquito, one that had lain ﬁ‘ozen na dry [og all winter



and that had now been thawed out by the sun. He could resist the
call of the world no longer. Besides, he was hungry.

He crawled over to his mate and tried to persuade her to get up.
But she on[y snarled at him, and he walked out alone into the
]oright sunshine to ﬁnd the snow—swface soﬁ under foot and the
‘crave“ing dlﬂ’ﬂlcu[t He went up the ﬁfozen bed of the stream,
where the snow, shaded loy the trees, was yet hard and cvysta”ine.
He was gone eight hours, and he came back through the darkness
hungvier than when he had started. He had found game, but he
had not caught it. He had broken through the melﬁng snow crust,
and wallowed, while the snowshoe rabbits had skimmed along on

top [ight[y as ever.

He paused at the mouth of the cave with a sudden shock of
suspicion. Faint, strange sounds came ﬁrom within. They were
sounds not made on his mate, and yet they were Vemote[y famiﬁar.
He bellied cautious [y inside and was met ’oy a warning snarl from
the she—wo[f. This he received without per’twbaﬂon, though he
obeyed it by keeping his distance; but he remained interested in
the other sounds—faint, muﬁqed so]o’oings and s[u’o]oerings.

His mate warned him irritab [y away, and he curled up and s[ept in

the entrance. When morning came and a dim light pervaded the



lair, he again sough’c aﬁer the source of the Vemo’ce[y fami[lar
sounds. There was a new note in his mate’s warning snarl. 1t was
a jealous note, and he was very careful in keeping a respectful
distance. Nevertheless, he made out, sheltering between her legs
against the [eng’ch of her hody, ﬁve strange little bundles of [ife,
very feeb(e, very he[p[ess, mah'mg tiny whimpering noises, with
eyes that did not open to the ﬁght. He was surprised. It was not
the ﬂrst time in his [ong and successﬁd [ife that this thing had
happened. 1t had happened many times, yet each time it was as

ﬁfesh a surprise as ever to him.

His mate looked at him anxious[y. Every little while she emitted a
low growL and at times, when it seemed to her he approached too
near, the growl shot up in her throat to a sharp snarl. Of her own
experience she had no memory of the thmg happening; but in her
instinct, which was the experience of all the mothers of wolves,
there lurked a memory of fathers that had eaten their new-born
and he[pless progeny. 1t man@fested itsebc as a fear strong within

her, that made her prevent One Eye ﬁrom more c[osely nspecting
the cubs he had fa’chered.

But there was no danger. Old One Eye was fee[ing the urge of an
'meulse, that was, in turn, an instinct that had come down to him

fvom all the fa’chers of wolves. He did not question it, nor puzz[e



over it. 1t was there, in the ﬁbre of his be'mg; and it was the most
natural th'mg in the world that he should o’oey it by turning his
back on his new-born faml[y and on trotting out and away on the
meat-trail whereby he lived.

Five or six miles ﬁfom the lair, the stream divided, its forks going
oﬁc among the mountains at a V'Lght ang[e. Here, [ead'mg up the
[eﬁ fork, he came upon a ﬁfesh track. He smelled it and found it so
recent that he crouched swiﬁ[y, and looked in the direction in
which it disappeared. Then he turned del'doerate[y and took the
V'Lght fork. The footprln’c was much [arger than the one his own
feet made, and he knew that in the wake of such a trail there was
little meat for him.

Ha[f amile up the V'Lgh’c fork, his qulek ears caught the sound of
gnawing teeth. He stalked the quarry and found it to be a
porcupine, standing upright against a tree and trying his teeth on
the bark. One Eye approached caveﬁt“y but hope[ess[y. He knew
the breed, though he had never met it so fav north Ioefore; and
never in his [ong [ife had porcupine served him fov ameal. But he
had long since learned that there was such a thing as Chance, or
Opportunity, and he continued to draw near. There was never any
‘ce“ing what might happen, fov with live things events were
somehow a[ways happening dﬁerent[y.



The porcupine rolled ltself into a ball, Vadiaﬁng [ong, sharp
needles in all directions that deﬁed attack. In his you’ch One Eye
had once sniﬁed too near a similar, apparenﬂy inert ball of qui“s,
and had the tail ﬂick out sudden[y in his face. One qui” he had
carried away in his muzzle, where it had remained for weeks, a
Vank[ing ﬂame, until it ﬁna”y worked out. So he [ay down, in a
comfortab e crouching position, his nose ﬁA“}/ a foo’c away, and out
of the line of the tail. Thus he waited, keeping pevfec’cly quiet.
There was no teuing. Something might happen. The porcupine
might unroll. There might be opportunity for a deft and ripping
thrust of paw into the tender, vmguarded ’oe“y.

But at the end of haﬂf an hour he arose, growled wrathﬁ,tﬂy at the
motionless ball, and trotted on. He had waited too oﬁen and
ﬁ,tti[e[y in the past for porcupines to wnroll, to waste any more
time. He continued up the Vight fork. The day wore along, and
nothing rewarded his hunt.

The urge of his awakened instinct of fa’cherhood was strong upon
him. He must ﬁnd meat. n the ayctemoon he blundered upon a
ptarmigan. He came out of a thicket and found himse[f face to
face with the slow-witted bird. 1t was sitting on a log, not a foot
beyond the end of his nose. Each saw the other. The bird made a
startled rise, but he struck it with his paw, and smashed it down to



earth, then pounced upon it, and caugh’c it in his teeth as it
scuttled across the snow trying to rise in the air again. As his teeth
crunched thvough the tender ﬂesh and ﬁragi[e bones, he began
na’cwa“y to eat. Then he remembered, and, twrning on the back-
track, started for home, carrying the ptarmigan in his mouth.

A mile above the forks, running velvet—foo‘ced as was his custom, a
g[lding shadow that cautious [y prospected each new vista of the
trail, he came upon later imprints of the [arge tracks he had
discovered in the ear[y morning. As the track led his way, he
fo“owed, prepared to meet the maker of it at every turmn of the

stream.

He slid his head around a corner of rock, where Ioegan an
unusua“y [avge bend in the stream, and his quick eyes made out
something that sent him crouching swiftly down. 1t was the maker
of the track, a [arge female [ynx. She was crouching as he had
crouched once that day, in ﬁfont of her the ﬂgh’c—ro“ed ball of
qui“s. ]fhe had been a g[iding shadow bqfore, he now became the
ghost of such a shadow, as he crept and circled around, and came

up well to leeward of the silent, motionless pair.

He lay down in the snow, deposi’cing the ptarmigan beside him,
and with eyes peering thvough the needles of a low—gvowing spruce



he watched the p[ay of [ife Ioefove him—the waiting [ymc and the
waiting porcupine, each intent on [ife; and, such was the
curiousness of the game, the way of [ife for one [ay in the eating of
the other, and the way @c [lfe fov the other [ay n being not eaten.
While old One Eye, the wolf crouching in the covert, played his
part, too, in the game, waiting for some strange ﬁfeak of Chance,
that migh’c help him on the meat-trail which was his way of [ife.

Half an hour passed, an hour; and nothing happened. The ball of
qui”s might have been a stone for all it moved; the [ymc might
have been ﬁfozen to marble; and old One Eye might have been
dead. Yet all three animals were keyed to a tenseness of [lving that
was almost painﬁ,tl, and scarce[y ever would it come to them to be

more alive than they were then in their seeming petrgcacﬂon.

One Eye moved sﬁghﬂy and peered forth with increased

eagerness. Something was happening. The porcupine had at last
decided that its enemy had gone away. Slowly, cautious[y, it was
unvo“ing its ball of impregna’o le armour. Tt was agitated ’oy no
tremor of anticipation. S[owly, s[ow[y, the brist[ing ball
straightened out and [eng’thened. One Eye wa’cching, felt a sudden
moistness in his mouth and a drooﬁng of saliva, invo[untary,

excited on the ﬁving meat that was spreading itself like a repast
Ioefore him.



Not quite enﬁre[y had the porcupine unrolled when it discovered
its enemy. In that instant the [ynx struck. The blow was like a
flash of light. The paw, with rigid claws curving like talons, shot
under the tender ’oe”y and came back with a SWLﬁ ripping
movement. Had the porcupine been enﬁrely unrolled, or had it
not discovered its enemy a ﬁracﬁon of a second ’oefore the blow was
struck, the paw would have escaped unscathed; but a side—ﬂick of

the tail sank sharp qui“s into it as it was withdrawn.

Evevything had happened at once—the blow, the counter-blow,
the squea[ of agony from the porcupine, the big cat’s squaﬂ of
sudden hurt and astonishment. One Eye ha[f arose in his
excitement, his ears up, his tail stralght out and quivering behind
him. The [ynx’s bad temper got the best of her. She sprang
savage[y at the thing that had hurt her. But the porcupine,
squea[ing and grunting, with dismpted anatomy trying feebly to
roll up into its loa”—protecﬁon, ﬂicked out its tail again, and again
the loig cat squa“ed with hurt and astonishment. Then she fe“ to
]oacking away and sneezing, her nose bristling with qui”s like a
monstrous pin—cushion. She brushed her nose with her paws,
trying to dislodge the ﬁery darts, thrust it into the snow, and
rubbed it against twigs and branches, and all the time [eaping
about, ahead, sidewise, up and down, in a ﬁfenzy of pain and



fright.

She sneezed continuauy, and her stub of a tail was doing its best
toward [ashing about by giving quick, violent jerks. She quit her
antics, and quleted down for a [ong minute. One Eye watched.
And even he could not repress a start and an invo [untary brist[ing
of hair a[ong his back when she suddenly [eaped, without warning,
straight up in the air, at the same time emitting a [ong and most
terrible squa“. Then she sprang away, up the trail, squa“ing with
every [eap she made.

1t was not until her racket had faded away in the distance and
died out that One Eye ventured fovt’a. He walked as delicate[y as
though all the snow were carpeted with porcupine qui”s, erect and
Veady to pierce the soﬂ pads of his feet. The porcupine met his
approach with a ﬁu'ious squea[ing and a clashing of its [ong teeth.
It had managed to voll up ina ball again, but it was not quite the
old compact ball; its muscles were too much torn for that. 1t had

been Vipped almost in ha[f: and was still Io[eeding proﬁtse[y.

One Eye scooped out mouthﬁds of the blood-soaked snow, and
chewed and tasted and swallowed. This served as a relish, and his
hvmger increased mighti[y; but he was too old in the world to
forge‘c his caution. He waited. He [ay down and waited, while the



porcupine gvated its teeth and uttered grunts and sobs and
occasional sharp little squeals. In a little while, One Eye noticed
that the qui“s were drooping and that a great quivering had set
up. The quivering came to an end sudden[y. There was a ﬁnal
deﬁan‘c clash of the [ong teeth. Then all the quiﬂs drooped quite

dOWYl, and the bOdy Ve[axed and moved no more.

With a nervous, shrinking paw, One Eye stretched out the
porcupine to its ﬁtu [ength and twned it over on its back.
Nothing had happened. It was surely dead. He studied it intently
for a moment, then took a careﬁ,t[ grip with his teeth and started
oﬁc down the stream, part[y carrying, part[y dragging the
porcupine, with head turned to the side so as to avoid stepping on
the prick[y mass. He recollected something, dropped the burden,
and trotted back to where he had [eﬁ the ptarmigan. He did not
hesitate a moment. He knew c[ear[y what was to be done, and this
he did by prompt[y eating the ptarmigan. Then he retwrned and
took up his burden.

When he dragged the result of his day’s hunt into the cave, the

she—wolf inspected it, twrned her muzzle to him, and [ighﬂy licked
him on the neck. But the next instant she was warning him away
fvom the cubs with a snarl that was less harsh than usual and that

was more apo[ogetic than menacing. Her instinctive fear of the



father of her progeny was toning down. He was behaving as a
wo [f—fa’ther should, and manifesﬁng no unho [y desire to devour
the young lives she had brought into the world.

CHAPTER N—THE GREY CUB

He was diﬁ?erent ﬁrom his brothers and sisters. Their hair a[ready
Ioetvayed the reddish hue inherited from their mother, the she-
wolf; while he alone, in this pavﬁculav, took aﬁer his father. He
was the one little grey cub of the litter. He had bred true to the
straight wolf—stock—in fact, he had bred true to old One Eye
himself, physica“y, with but a sing[e exception, and that was he
had two eyes to his fa’cher’s one.

The grey cub’s eyes had not been open long, yet already he could
see with s’ceady clearness. And while his eyes were still closed, he
had fe[‘c, tasted, and smelled. He knew his two brothers and his
two sisters very well. He had begun to romp with them in a feeble,
awkward way, and even to squalolo[e, his little throat vibraﬁng with
a queer rasping noise (the foremnner of the grow[), as he worked
himse[f into a passion. And [ong Ioefore his eyes had opened he
had learned on touch, taste, and smell to know his mother—a
fovm’c of warmth and liquid food and tenderness. She possessed a
genﬂe, caressing tongue that soothed him when it passed over his



soft little Ioody, and that impe“ed him to snugg[e close against her
and to doze oﬁ to s[eep.

Most of the ﬁrst month of his [ife had been passed thus in
s[eeping; but now he could see quite well, and he stayed awake for
[onger periods of time, and he was coming to learn his world quite
well. His world was g[oomy; but he did not know that, for he knew
no other world. 1t was dim—lighted; but his eyes had never had to
adjust themselves to any other light. His world was very small. 1ts
limits were the walls of the lair; but as he had no know[edge of the
wide world outside, he was never oppressed on the narrow conﬁnes

of his existence.

But he had ear[y discovered that one wall of his world was
diﬁrerent from the vest. This was the mouth of the cave and the
source of ['Lght. He had discovered that it was diﬁ%vent ﬁfom the
other walls [ong before he had any ’chough’cs of his own, any
conscious volitions. 1t had been an irvesistible attraction ’oefore
ever his eyes opened and looked upon it. The ['Lght from it had
beat upon his sealed lids, and the eyes and the optic nerves had
pu[sated to little, spark[ike ﬂashes, warm-coloured and s‘cvangely
p[easing. The ﬁfe of his ’oody, and of every ﬁbre of his body, the life
that was the very substance of his body and that was apart ﬁrom
his own persona[ life, had yeamed toward this [ig’nt and wrged his



body toward it in the same way that the cunning chemistry of a

p[an’c urges it toward the sun.

A[ways, in the Ioeginnlng, before his conscious [ife dawned, he had
crawled toward the mouth of the cave. And in this his brothers
and sisters were one with him. Never, in that perlod, did any of
them crawl toward the dark cormers of the back-wall. The [lgh’c
drew them as gf they were p[ants; the chemistry of the ['Lfe that
composed them demanded the ['Lght as a necessity Qf being; and
their little puppet—bodies crawled b[ind[y and chemicaﬂy, like the
tendrils of avine. Later on, when each deve[oped individua[ity and
became persona”y conscious of impu[sions and desires, the
attraction of the light increased. They were a[ways craw[ing and
spraw[ing toward it, and Ioeing driven back ﬁfom it on their

mother.

It was in this way that the grey cub learned other attributes of his
mother than the soﬁ, soothing, tongue. In his insistent crawling
toward the ['Lght, he discovered in her a nose that with a sharp
nudge administered rebuke, and later, a paw, that crushed him
down and rolled him over and over with swiﬁ, calculaﬂng stroke.
Thus he learned hurt; and on top of it he learned to avoid hurt,
ﬁrst, by not ncurring the risk of it; and second, when he had
incurred the risk, on dodging and ’oy retreating. These were



conscious actions, and were the results of his ﬁrst genera[isaﬁons
upon the world. Before that he had recoiled automaticauy ﬁrom
hurt, as he had crawled au’coma’cicaﬂy toward the light. Aﬁer that
he recoiled ﬁfom hurt because he knew that it was hurt.

Hewas a ﬁerce little cub. So were his brothers and sisters. 1t was
to be expected. He was a carnivorous animal. He came of a breed
of meat-killers and meat-eaters. His father and mother lived
who“y upon meat. The milk he had sucked with his ﬁrst ﬂickerlng
[@fe, was milk transformed directly ﬁfom meat, and now, at a
month old, when his eyes had been open for but a week, he was
]oeginning hlmse[fto eat meat—meat habf—digested by the she-

wo [f and disgorged for the ﬁve growing cubs that ahfeady made

too great demand upon her breast.

But he was, ﬁufther, the ﬁerces’c of the litter. He could make a
louder rasping growl than any of them. His tiny rages were much
morve terrible than theirs. 1t was he that ﬁrs’c learned the trick of
Vouing a fe“ow—cub over with a cunning paw—stroke. And it was he
that ﬂrs’c gvipped another cub on the ear and pu“ed and tugged
and gvowled t’/u’ough Jaws tigh’c—c[enched. And cevta'mly it was he
that caused the mother the most trouble in keep ng her litter ﬁfom
the mouth of the cave.



The fasclnaﬁon of the ﬁgh’c fov the grey cub increased ﬁrom day to
day. He was perpetuaﬁy departing on yard— [ong adventures
toward the cave’s entrance, and as perpetua“y belng driven back.
Only he did not know it for an entrance. He did not know
anything about entrances—jpassages whereby one goes ﬁrom one
p[ace to another p[ace. He did not know any other place, much
less of away to get there. So to him the entrance of the cave was a
wall—a wall of [ight. As the sun was to the outside dweller, this
wall was to him the sun of his world. 1t attracted him as a candle
attracts a moth. He was always striving to attain it. The life that
was so swiftly expanding within him, urged him continually
toward the wall of light. The life that was within him knew that it
was the one way out, the way he was pvedes’cined to tread. But he
himself did not know any‘ching about it. He did not know there

was any outside at all.

There was one strange thing about this wall of light. His father (he
had a[ready come to recognise his father as the one other dweller
in the world, a creature like his mother, who s[ept near the ﬁgh’c
and was a bringer of meat)—his father had a way of walking
V'Lght into the white far wall and disappeaﬂng. The grey cub could
not understand this. Though never permitted by his mother to
approach that wall, he had approached the other walls, and



encountered hard obstruction on the end of his tender nose. This
hurt. And aﬁer several such adventures, he leﬁ the walls alone.
Without thinking about it, he accepted this disappear'mg into the
wall as a pecuﬁari’cy of his fa’cher, as milk and half—digested meat

were pecu[iari’cies of his mother.

In fact, the grey cub was not given to thinking—at least, to the
kind of thinkmg customary of men. His brain worked in dim
ways. Yet his conclusions were as sharp and distinct as those
achieved loy men. He had a method of accepting things, without
questioning the why and wherefore. In Veality, this was the act of
c[asslﬁcaﬁon. He was never disturbed over why a thing
happened. How it happened was sufﬁcient for him. Thus, when
he had Ioumped his nose on the back-wall a few times, he accepted
that he would not disappear into walls. n the same way he
accepted that his fa’cher could disappear into walls. But he was not
in the least disturbed by desire to ﬁnd out the reason for the
diﬂ%rence between his father and himse[f. Logic and physics were
no part of his mental make—up.

Like most creatures of the Wild, he eaﬂy experienced famine.
There came a time when not on[y did the meat-supp [y cease, but

the milk no [onger came from his mother’s breast. At ﬁrst, the
cubs whimpered and cried, but for the most part they s[ept It was



not [ong befove they were reduced to a coma of hunger. There
were no more spats and squabb[es, no move tiny rages nor
attempts at gvow[ing; while the adventures toward the fav white
wall ceased a[’coge’chev. The cubs s[ept, while the [lfe that was in

them ﬂickered and died down.

One Eye was despera’ce. He Vanged far and wide, and s[ept but
little in the lair that had now become cheerless and miserable. The
she—wolf, too, [eﬁ her litter and went out in search of meat. In the
ﬁrst days aﬁer the birth of the cubs, One Eye hadjoumeyed
several times back to the Indian camp and robbed the rabbit
snares; but, with the melﬂng of the snow and the opening of the
streams, the Indian camp had moved away, and that source Qf

supply was closed to him.

When the grey cub came back to ['Lfe and again took interest in the
fav white wall, he found that the populaﬂon of his world had been
reduced. On[y one sister remained to him. The vest were gone. As
he grew stronger, he found himse[f compe”ed to p[ay alone, for the
sister no [ongev liﬁed her head nor moved about. His little Ioody
rounded out with the meat he now ate; but the food had come too
late for her. She s[ept continuous ly, a tiny skeleton ﬂung round
with skin in which the ﬂame ﬂickeved lower and lower and at last

went out.



Then there came a time when the grey cub no [ongev saw his fa’cher
appearing and disappearing in the wall nor lying down asleep in
the entrance. This had happened at the end of a second and less
severe fam'me. The she—wo[f knew why Omne Eye never came back,
but there was no way by which she could tell what she had seen to
the grey cub. Hun’cing herse[f for meat, up the [eﬁ fork cyC the
stream where lived the lynx, she had fo”owed a day—o[d trail cyC
Omne Eye. And she had found him, or what remained of him, at the
end of the trail. There were many signs of the battle that had been
fought, and of the lynx’s withdrawal to her lair after having won
the victory. Before she went away, the she—wo[f had found this lair,
but the signs told her that the [ynx was inside, and she had not

dared to venture in.

After that, the she-wo [f in her hunﬁng avoided the [qct fork. For
she knew that in the [ymc’s lair was a litter of kittens, and she knew
the [ymc for a ﬁerce, bad—tempered creature and a terrible ighter.
It was all very well for ha[f a dozen wolves to drive a [ynx, spitting
and brist[ing, up a tree; but it was quite a dﬁerent matter for a
lone wo[fto encounter a [ynx—especia“y when the [ynx was
known to have a litter of hungvy kittens at her back.

But the Wild is the Wild, and motherhood is motherhood, at all
times ﬁerce[y protective whether in the Wild or out of it: and the



time was to come when the she—wolf, fov her grey cub’s sake, would
venture the left fork, and the lair in the rocks, and the lynx’s

wrath.

CHAPTER IV—THE WALL OF THE WORLD

By the time his mother ’oegan [eaving the cave on hunﬂng
expedlﬁons, the cub had learned well the law that fov’oade his
approaching the entrance. Not only had this law been focho [y and
many times impressed on him ’oy his mother’s nose and paw, but
in him the instinct of fear was developing. Never, in his Iorief cave-
[ife, had he encountered anything of which to be aﬁaid. Yet fear
was in him. 1t had come down to him fvom aremote ancestry
thvough a thousand thousand lives. 1t was a heri‘cage he had
received d'ufect[y ﬁfom One Eye and the she—wolf; but to them, in
twrn, it had been passed down t’mrough all the generations of
wolves that had gone before. Fearl—that legacy of the Wild

which no animal may escape nor exchange for pottage.

So the grey cub knew fear, though he knew not the s’wgﬁf of which
feav was made. Possi’o[y he accepted it as one of the vestrictions of
[ife. For he had ahready learned that there were such restrictions.

Hunger he had known; and when he could not appease his hunger
he had fe[’c restriction. The hard obstruction of the cave-wall, the



sharp nudge of his mother’s nose, the smash'mg stroke of her paw,
the hunger unappeased of several famlnes, had borne in upon him
that all was not ﬁreedom in the world, that to [ife there was
limitations and restraints. These limitations and restraints were
laws. To be obedient to them was to escape hurt and make for

happ iness.

He did not reason the question out in this man fashion. He mere[y
c[ass@ﬁed the things that hurt and the things that did not huat.
And aﬁer such c[assiﬁcation he avoided the things that hurt, the
restrictions and restraints, in order to enjoy the saﬁsfacﬁons and

the remunerations Qf [ife.

Thus it was that in obedience to the law laid down ’oy his mother,
and in obedience to the law of that unknown and nameless thing,
feav, he kept away ﬁfom the mouth of the cave. 1t remained to him
a white wall of [ight. When his mother was absent, he s[e]ot most
of the time, while duving the intervals that he was awake he kept

very quiet, suppressing the whimperlng cries that tickled in his

throat and strove for noise.

Once, [ying awake, he heard a strange sound in the white wall. He
did not know that it was a wolverine, s’canding outside, all a-

trembling with its own daving, and cautious [y scenting out the



contents of the cave. The cub knew on[y that the sniﬁfwas strange,
a something unclass iﬁed, therefore unknown and terrible—for
the unknown was one of the chief elements that went into the

making of fear.

The hair bristled upon the grey cub’s back, but it bristled silenﬂy.
How was he to know that this thing that snﬁed was a thlng at
which to bristle? 1t was not born of any knowledge of his, yet it
was the visible exjpression of the fear that was in him, and for
which, in his own [ife, there was no accounting. But fear was
accompanied by another instinct—that of concealment. The cub
was in a ﬁfenzy of tervor, yet he lay without movement or sound,
ﬁfozen, petriﬁed into immobi[ity, to all appearances dead. His
mother, coming home, gvow[ed as she smelt the wolverine’s track,
and bounded into the cave and licked and nozzled him with
undue vehemence of aﬂ%cﬂon. And the cub fe[t that somehow he
had escaped a great hurt.

But there were other forces at work in the cub, the greatest of
which was growth. Instinct and law demanded of him obedience.
But growth demanded disobedience. His mother and feav
impe“ed him to keep away ﬁ'om the white wall. Growth is ['Lfe, and
[ife s fov ever destined to make fov [ig’nt. So there was no
damming up the tide of [ife that was rising within him—rising



with every mou’chﬁA of meat he swallowed, with every breath he
drew. In the end, one day, fear and obedience were swept away by

the rush @c [lfe, and the cub straddled and spraw[ed toward the

entrance.

Unlike any other wall with which he had had experience, this wall
seemed to recede ﬁfom him as he appvoached. No hard suvface
collided with the tender little nose he thrust out tentaﬁve[y loefore
him. The substance of the wall seemed as permealole and yie[ding
as ['Lght. And as condition, in his eyes, had the seeming of form, S0
he entered into what had been wall to him and bathed in the

substance that composed it.

It was Ioewi[deving. He was spvawling thvough so[idity. And ever
the ligh’c grew brlghtev. Fear urged him to go back, but gvow’ch
drove him on. Sudden[y he found himself at the mouth of the
cave. The wall, inside which he had thought himself, as suddenly
[eaped back ’oefore him to an immeasurable distance. The ['Lght
had become painﬁ,tuy Ioright. He was dazzled on it. Likewise he
was made dizzy on this abmpt and tremendous extension of
space. Automa’cica“y, his eyes were adjusting themselves to the
Ioﬂgh’mess, focusing themselves to meet the increased distance of
objects. At ﬂrst, the wall had [eaped loeyond his vision. He now

saw it again; but it had taken upon i‘cse[f a remarkable



remoteness. Also, its appearance had cinangeoi. It was now a
variegated wall, composed of the trees that ﬁfingeoi the stream, the
opposing mountain that towered above the trees, and the sky that

out-towered the mountain.

A great fear came upon him. This was more of the terrible
unknown. He crouched down on the iip of the cave and gazeoi out
on the world. He was very much aﬁfaioi. Because it was unknown,
it was hostile to him. Therefore the hair stood up on end aiong his
back and his iips wrinkled weakiy n an attempt at a ferocious and
intimidating snarl. Out of his puniness and ﬁfight he chaiiengeoi

and menaced the whole wide world.

Notiaing i'iappeneai. He continued to gaze, and in his interest he
forgot to snarl. Also, he forgo‘c to be aﬁraid. For the time, fear had
been routed ioy gvowth, while growtifi had assumed the guise of
curiosity. He ioegan to notice near oiojects—an open portion of
the stream that ﬂasifieoi in the sun, the blasted pine-tree that stood
at the base of the siope, and the siope itseif, that ran Vigin‘c up to
him and ceased two feet beneath the iip of the cave on which he

CYOMCi/IGOi.

Now the grey cub had lived all his oiays on a level ﬂoor. He had
never experienceoi the hurt of a faii. He did not know what a faii



was. So he stepped boldly out upon the air. His hind-legs still
rested on the cave—lip, so he fe” forward head downward. The
earth struck him a harsh blow on the nose that made him ye[p.
Then he began rolling down the slope, over and over. He was in a
panic cf terror. The unknown had caugh’c him at last. 1t had
gripped savage[y hold cyc him and was about to wreak upon him
some tewiﬁc hurt. Growth was now routed ]oy fear, and he ki—yi’d

like any frightened puppy.

The unknown bore him on he knew not to what ﬁigh’cﬁ,d hurt, and
he ye[ped and ki—yi’d unceasingly. This was a diﬁ%rent proposition
ﬁfom crouch'mg in ﬁfozen fear while the unknown lurked Just
a[ongslde. Now the unknown had caugh’c tight hold of him.
Silence would do no good. Besides, it was not fear, but terror, that

convulsed him.

But the s[ope grew more gradua[, and its base was grass—covered.
Here the cub lost momentum. When at last he came to a stop, he
gave one last agonised ye” and then a [ong, whimperlng wail.
Also, and quite as a matter of course, as though in his [ife he had
a[ready made a thousand toilets, he proceeded to lick away the dry
c[ay that soiled him.

Aﬁer that he sat up and gazed about him, as might the ﬁrst man



of the earth who landed upon Mars. The cub had broken ’chvough
the wall of the world, the unknown had let go its hold of him, and
here he was without hurt. But the first man on Mars would have
experienced less unfamiliarity than did he. Without any
antecedent know[edge, without any warning whatever that such

existed, he found himself an explorer in a totally new world.

Now that the terrible unknown had let go of him, he forgot that
the unknown had any terrors. He was aware on[y of curiosity in all
the things about him. He inspected the grass beneath him, the
moss—bewy plantjust beyond, and the dead trunk of the blasted
pine that stood on the edge of an open space among the trees. A
squiwe[, running around the base of the trunk, came ﬁ:t” upon
him, and gave him a great ﬁfight. He cowered down and snarled.
But the squiwe[ was as Ioad[y scared. ltvan up the tree, and ﬁfom a
point of safety chattered back savage[y.

This he[}oed the cub’s courage, and ’chough the woodpecker he next
encountered gave him a start, he proceeded conﬁden‘dy on his
way. Such was his conﬁdence, that when a moose-bird 'wnpudenﬂy
hopped up to him, he reached out at it with a p[a)ﬁd paw. The
result was a sharp peck on the end of his nose that made him
cower down and ki—yi. The noise he made was too much for the

moose-bird, who sought safe’cy n ﬂight



But the cub was learning. His misty little mind had already made
an unconscious class iﬂcation. There were live things and things
not alive. Also, he must watch out for the live things. The things
not alive remained aiways in one piace, but the live things moved
about, and there was no telling what they might do. The thing to
expect cf them was the unexpected, and for this he must be
prepared.

He travelled very ciumsiiy. He ran into sticks and things. A twig
that he thought a iong way oﬂ': would the next instant hit him on
the nose or rake aiong his ribs. There were inequaiities of suvface.
Sometimes he overstepped and stubbed his nose. Quite as oﬁen he
unoiersteppeoi and stubbed his feet. Then there were the peioioies
and stones that turned under him when he trod upon them; and
ﬁfom them he came to know that the things not alive were not all
in the same state of stable equilibrium as was his cave—also, that
small things not alive were more liable than iarge things to faii
down or turn over. But with every mishap he was ieaming. The
ionger he walked, the better he walked. He was adjusting himseif.
He was ieaming to calculate his own muscular movements, to

know his physicai limitations, to measure distances between
objects, and between oiojects and himseif.

His was the luck of the ioeginner. Born to be a hunter of meat



(though he did not know it), he blundered upon meat just outside
his own cave-door on his ﬂrst foray into the world. Tt was by sheer
Iolundevlng that he chanced upon the shvewd[y hidden ptarmigan
nest. He fell into it. He had essayed to walk along the trunk of a
fallen pine. The rotten bark gave way under his feet, and with a
despairlng yelp he pitched down the rounded crescent, smashed
’chvough the [eafage and stalks of a small bush, and in the heart of
the bush, on the gvound, fe’cched up in the midst cf seven

ptarmigan chicks.

They made noises, and at ﬁrst he was ﬁfightened at them. Then he
perceived that they were very little, and he became bolder. They
moved. He p[aced his paw on one, and its movements were
accelerated. Thiswas a source of enjoyment to him. He smelled it.
He picked itup in his mouth. Tt stmgg[ed and tickled his tongue.
At the same time he was made aware of a sensation of hunger. His
Jaws closed together. There was a cmnching of ﬁfagile bones, and
warm blood ran in his mouth. The taste of it was good. This was
meat, the same as his mother gave him, only it was alive between
his teeth and therefore better. So he ate the ptarmigan. Nor did
he stop till he had devoured the whole brood. Then he licked his

chops n quite the same way his mother did, and began to crawl

out of the bush.



He encountered a feathered whirlwind. He was confused and
blinded by the rush of it and the beat of angry wings. He hid his
head between his paws and yelped. The blows increased. The
mother ptarmigan was in a fury. Then he became angry. He rose
up, snar[lng, s’crik'mg out with his paws. He sank his tiny teeth
into one cf the wings and pu“ed and ’cutgged stwdi[y. The
ptarmigan struggled against him, showering blows upon him with
her free wing. 1t was his furst battle. He was elated. He forgot all
about the unknown. He no longer was afraid of anything. He was
ﬁghﬂng, tearing at a live ’ching that was striking at him. Also, this
live thing was meat. The lust to kill was on him. He had just
destroyed little live things. He would now destroy a big live thing.
He was too busy and happy to know that he was happy. He was
thrilling and exulting in ways new to him and greater to him than

any he had ’/{VLOWVL bef ore.

He held on to the wing and growled between his tight—c[enched
teeth. The ptarmigan dragged him out of the bush. When she
tuwrned and tried to drag him back into the bush’s shelter, he
puﬂed her away ﬁfom it and on into the open. And all the time she
was making outery and stviking with her ﬁfee wing, while feathers
were ﬂying like a snow—faﬂ. The pitch to which he was aroused was
tremendous. All the ﬁghﬁng blood of his breed was up in him and



surging through him. This was living, though he did not know it.
He was Vea[islng his own meaning in the world; he was doing that
for which he was made—ki“'mg meat and bat’ding to kill it. He
wasjusﬂfy'mg his existence, than which [ife can dono greater; for
[ife achieves its summit when it does to the uttermost that which it

was equipped to do.

After a time, the ptarmigan ceased her stmgg[ing. He still held
her on the wing, and they [ay on the gvound and looked at each
other. He tried to gvow[ threatening[y, ferocious[y. She pecked on
his nose, which loy now, what of previous adventures was sore. He
winced but held on. She pecked him again and again. From
wincing he went to whimpering. He tried to back away from her,
oblivious to the fact that by his hold on her he dragged her aﬁer
him. A rain of pecks fe“ on his ill-used nose. The ﬂood of ﬁght
ebbed down in him, and, Veleasing his prey, he turned tail and

scampered on across the open n ing[orious retreat.

He lay down to rest on the other side of the open, near the edge of
the bushes, his tongue lo“ing out, his chest heaving and panting,
his nose still hurting him and causing him to continue his
whimper. But as he [ay there, sudden[y there came to him a
feeling as of something terrible 'meending. The unknown with all

its terrors rushed upon him, and he shrank back insﬁnc‘cive[y into



the shelter of the bush. As he did so, a draught of air fanned him,

and a [arge, winged body swept ominous ly and silen’c[y past. A
hawk, driving down out @c the blue, had Ioare[y missed him.

While he lay in the bush, recovering from his ﬁfight and peering
fealfuﬂy out, the mother—ptarmigan on the other side of the open
space ﬂuttered out of the Vavaged nest. It was because of her loss
that she pald no attention to the winged bolt of the sky. But the
cub saw, and it was a warning and a lesson to him—the swgct
downward swoop of the hawk, the short skim of its bodyjust above
the gvound, the strike of its talons in the body of the ptarmigan,
the ptarmigan’s squawk of agony and ﬁflgh’c, and the hawk’s rush
upward into the blue, carrying the ptarmigan away with it.

It was a [ong time Ioefove the cub [eft its shelter. He had learned
much. Live things were meat. They were good to eat. Also, live
things when they were [avge enough, could give hurt. 1t was better
to eat small live th'mgs like ptarmigan chicks, and to let alone [arge
live things like ptarmigan hens. Nevertheless he fe[‘c a little pr[ck
of ambition, a sneaking desire to have another battle with that
ptarmigan hen—on[y the hawk had carried her away. May be

there were other ptarmigan hens. He would go and see.

He came down a she[ving bank to the stream. He had never seen



water before. The footing looked good. There were no lnequaﬁ’cies
of suvface. He stepped Iool(ﬂy out on it; and went down, crying
with feav, into the embrace of the unknown. 1twas cold, and he
gasped, breathing quick[y. The water rushed into his [ungs
instead of the air that had a[ways accompanied his act of
Ioreath'mg. The suﬁbcation he experlenced was like the pang of
death. To him it signified death. He had no conscious knowledge
of death, but like every animal of the Wild, he possessed the
instinct of death. To him it stood as the greatest cf hurts. 1t was
the very essence cf the unknown; it was the sum of the terrors of
the unknown, the one cu[m'maﬁng and unthinkable catastrophe
that could happen to him, about which he knew nothing and
about which he feared everything.

He came to the suvface, and the sweet air rushed into his open
mouth. He did not go down again. Quite as though it had been a
[ong—estalolished custom of his he struck out with all his [egs and
Ioegan to swim. The near bank was a yard away; but he had come
up with his back to it, and the ﬁrst thing his eyes rested upon was
the opposite bank, toward which he immediate[y began to swim.
The stream was a small one, but in the pool it widened out to a
score of feet.

M'deay in the passage, the current picked up the cub and swept



him downstream. He was caugh’c in the miniature rap id at the
bottom of the pool. Here was little chance for swimming. The
quiet water had become sudden[y angry. Sometimes he was
under, sometimes on top. At all times he was in violent motion,
now foeing twrned over or around, and again, foeing smashed
against a rock. And with every rock he struck, he ye[ped. His
progress was a series of yelps, ﬁfom which migh’c have been

adduced the number of rocks he encountered.

Below the rap id was a second pool, and here, captwed by the eddy,
he was gent[y borne to the bank, and as gently deposited on a bed
of gvave[. He crawled ﬁfanﬂcaUy clear of the water and [ay down.
He had learned some more about the world. Water was not alive.
Yet it moved. Also, it looked as solid as the earth, but was without
any so[ldity at all. His conclusion was that things were not a[ways
what they appeared to be. The cub’s fear of the unknown was an
inherited distrust, and it had now been strengthened on
experience. Thenceforth, in the nature of things, he would jpossess
an ab iding distrust of appearances. He would have to learn the

Vea[ity of a thing Ioefore he could put his fai’ch into it.

One other adventure was destined for him that day. He had
recollected that there was such a th'mg in the world as his mother.

And then there came to him a feeﬁng that he wanted her more



than all the rest of the thlngs in the world. Not on[y was his body
tired with the adventures it had undergone, but his little brain was
equally tired. I all the days he had lived it had not worked so
hard as on this one day. Furthermore, he was s(eepy. So he
started out to look for the cave and his mother, fee['mg at the same

time an overwhe[ming rush of loneliness and he[plessness.

He was sprawling along between some bushes, when he heard a
sharp intimidaﬂng cry. There was a ﬂash of yerw before his eyes.
He saw a weasel [eaping swiﬁ[y away ﬁfom him. 1t was a small live
’ching, and he had no fear. Then, befove him, at his feet, he saw an
extreme[y small live thing, on[y several inches [ong, ayoung
weasel, that, like himse[ﬁ had disobedient[y gone out adventwing.
It tried to retreat before him. He turned it over with his paw. 1t
made a queer, grating noise. The next moment the ﬂash of yerw
Veappeared before his eyes. He heard again the inﬂmidating cry,
and at the same instant received a sharp blow on the side of the
neck and fe[t the sharp teeth of the mother-weasel cut into his

flesh.

While he yelped and ki—yi’d and scrambled backward, he saw the
mother-weasel [ea]o upon her young one and disappeav with it into
the neighbouring thicket. The cut of her teeth in his neck still
hurt, but his feeﬁngs were hurt more grievous[y, and he sat down



and weakiy whimpered. This mother-weasel was so small and so
savage. Hewas yet to learn that for size and weight the weasel was
the most ferocious, vindictive, and terrible 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 reappeared. She
did not rush him, now that her young one was safe. She
approached more cautious iy, and the cub had ﬁiii opportunity to
observe her lean, snakelike body, and her head, erect, eager, and
snake-like itseif. Her sharp, menacing cry sent the hair ioristiirig
aiorig his back, and he snarled warriirigiy at her. She came closer
and closer. There was a ieap, swifter than his uripractised sight,
and the lean, yeiiow ioody disappeared for a moment out of the

ﬁeid of his vision. 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 was very young, and
this was oriiy his ﬁrst day in the world, and his snarl became a
whirriper, his ﬁgh’c a struggie to escape. The weasel never relaxed
her hold. She i/iurig on, striving to press down with her teeth to the
great vein where his iife—ioiood bubbled. The weasel was a drinker
of blood, and it was ever her prefererice to drink from the throat of

iife itseif.



The grey cub would have died, and there would have been no story
to write about him, had not the she-wo lf come bounding t’mfough
the bushes. The weasel let go the cub and ﬂashed at the she—wo[f’ S
throat, missing, but getting a hold on the Jaw instead. The she-
wolf ﬂ'ufted her head like the snap cf a whip, breaking the weasel’s
hold and flinging it high in the air. And, still in the air, the she-
wolf S jaws closed on the lean, yeHow body, and the weasel knew
death between the cmnching teeth.

The cub experienced another access of aﬂ%cﬂon on the part of his
mother. Her Joy at ﬁnding him seemed even greater than hisjoy at
]oeing found. She nozzled him and caressed him and licked the
cuts made in him by the weasel’s teeth. Then, between them,
mother and cub, they ate the blood-drinker, and aﬁer that went
back to the cave and s[ept.

CHAPTER V—THE LAW OF MEAT

The cub’s deve[opment was rap id. He rested fov two days, and
then ventured forth ﬁfom the cave again. ltwason this adventure
that he found the young weasel whose mother he had he[ped eat,
and he saw to it that the young weasel went the way of its mother.
But on this trip he did not get lost. When he grew tired, he found
his way back to the cave and s[ept. And every day thereaﬁer found



him out and ranging a wider area.

He began to get accurate measurement of his strength and his
weakness, and to know when to be bold and when to be cautious.
He found it expedlent to be cautious all the time, except fov the
rare moments, when, assured of his own ntrep idity, he abandoned

himse[f to petty rages and lusts.

He was always a little demon of fwy when he chanced upon a stray
ptarmigan. Never did he fai[ to Vespond savagely to the chatter of
the squiwe[ he had ﬁvst met on the blasted pine. While the sight
of a moose-bird almost invaria’o[y put him into the wildest of
rages; for he never forgo’c the peck on the nose he had received

fvom the ﬁrst of that ilk he encountered.

But there were times when even a moose-bird failed to aﬁfec’c him,
and those were times when he fe[‘c himse[f to be in danger ﬁfom
some other prow[ing meat hunter. He never forgot the hawk, and
its moving shadow a[ways sent him cvouching into the nearest
thicket. He no [onger spmw[ed and straddled, and a[ready he was
deve[op ng the gait of his mother, s[inking and ﬁJLrtive, apparen’dy
without exertion, yet s[iding along with a swiftness that was as

decepﬁve as it was imperceptible.

In the matter of meat, his luck had been all in the beginning. The



seven ptarmigan chicks and the baby weasel Vepvesen’ced the sum
of his killings. His desire to kill strengthened with the days, and
he cherished hungry ambitions for the squirrel that chattered so
vo[ub[y and a[ways informed all wild creatures that the wo[f—cub
was approaching. But as birds ﬂew in the air, squiwe[s could
climb trees, and the cub could on[y try to crawl unobserved upon

the squlwe[ when it was on the ground.

The cub entertained a great respect for his mother. She could get
meat, and she never failed to bring him his share. Further, she
was unaﬁald of things. 1t did not occur to him that this
fear[essness was founded upon experience and know[edge. Its
eﬂ'pect on him was that of an impression of power. His mother
Vepresented power; and as he grew older he fe[t this power in the
sharper admonishment of her paw; while the reproving nudge of
her nose gave p[ace to the slash of her fangs. For this, likewise, he
Vespected his mother. She compe“ed obedience ﬁfom him, and the
older he grew the shorter grew her temper.

Famine came again, and the cub with clearer consciousness knew
once more the bite of hungev. The she—wo[fran herself thin in the
quest for meat. She Vare[y slept any more in the cave, spending
most of her time on the meat-trail, and spending it va'mly. This

famine was not a [ong one, but it was severe while it lasted. The



cub found no more milk in his mother’s breast, nor did he get one

mouthﬁ,tt cf meat fov himsetf.

Before, he had hunted in ptay, for the sheer joyousness of it; now
he hunted in deadty earnestness, and found notntng. Yet the
faitw’e of it accelerated his development. He studied the habits of
the squtwet with greater carqcmtness, and strove with greater craﬁ
to steal upon it and surprise it. He studied the wood-mice and
tried to dig them out of their burrows; and he learned much about
the ways of moose-birds and woodpeckers. And there came a day
when the hawk’s shadow did not drive him crouchtng into the
bushes. He had grown stronger and wiser, and more conﬁdent.
Also, he was desperate. So he sat on his haunches, conspicuousty
n an open space, and cnattenged the hawk down out of the sky.
For he knew that there, ﬂoattng in the blue above him, was meat,
the meat his stomach yeamed aﬁer o) tnststentty. But the hawk
Veﬁtsed to come down and give battle, and the cub crawled away

into a thicket and wnimpered his disappotntment and nungen

The famtne broke. The she—wotf tovought home meat. 1t was
strange meat, dtﬂ?erent ﬁrom any she had ever ’orought toefore. It
was a tynx kitten, partty grown, like the cub, but not so tavge. And
it was all for him. His mother had sattsﬁed her hunger elsewhere;
tnougta he did not know that it was the rest of the tynx litter that



had gone to sa’cisfy her. Nor did he know the desperateness of her
deed. He knew only that the velvet—ﬁmred kitten was meat, and he
ate and waxed happier with every mouthful.

A ﬁtu stomach conduces to inaction, and the cub [ay in the cave,
s[eeping against his mother’s side. He was aroused ]oy her
snarling. Never had he heard her snarl so tewilo[y. Possibly in her
whole [@fe it was the most terrible snarl she ever gave. There was
reason for it, and none knew it better than she. A [ynx’s lair is not
despoi[ed with impunity. n the ﬁt“ glare of the aﬁemoon [ight,
crouching in the entrance of the cave, the cub saw the [ymc—
mother. The hair Vippled up a[ong his back at the sight. Here was
fear, and it did not require his instinct to tell him of it. And gp
sight alone were not sujﬁcient, the cry Qf rage the intruder gave,
]oeginning with a snarl and mshing abmptly upward into a hoarse

screech, was convincing enough in itsebc.

The cub fe[’t the prod of the [ife that was in him, and stood up and
snarled vaﬁanﬂy by his mother’s side. But she thrust him
ignominious[y away and behind her. Because of the low—roofed
entrance the [ynx could not [eap in, and when she made a crawﬁng
rush of it the she-wo [f sprang upon her and p'mned her down. The
cub saw little of the battle. There was a tremendous snar[ing and

spitting and screeching. The two animals threshed about, the [ynx



ripping and tearing with her claws and using her teeth as well,
while the she—wo[fused her teeth alone.

Once, the cub sprang in and sank his teeth into the hind [eg of the
[ymc. He clung on, gvow[ing savage[y. Though he did not know it,
on the weight of his body he clogged the action of the leg and
‘chereloy saved his mother much damage. A change in the battle
crushed him under both their bodies and wrenched loose his

hold. The next moment the two mothers separated, and, before
’chey rushed together again, the [ynx lashed out at the cub with a
huge fore—paw that V'qoped his shoulder open to the bone and sent
him hurtﬁng sidewise against the wall. Then was added to the
uproar the cub’s shrill yelp of pain and ﬁflght But the ﬁgh’c lasted
o) [ong that he had time to cry himse[f out and to experience a
second burst of courage; and the end of the battle found him
again c[inging toa hind—[eg and ﬁufious[y gvow[ing between his
teeth.

The [ynx was dead. But the she-wolf was very weak and sick. At
ﬁrst she caressed the cub and licked his wounded shoulder; but
the blood she had lost had taken with it her strength, and for all of
a day and a night she [ay by her dead foe’s side, without
movement, scarce [y ]oreathing. For a week she never leﬁ the cave,

except fov water, and then her movements were slow and painﬁ,t[.



At the end of that time the [ynx was devoured, while the she—wolf S
wounds had healed suﬁqcienﬂy to permit her to take the meat-trail

aga'm.

The cub’s shoulder was sﬁff and sore, and for some time he [imped
ﬁfom the terrible slash he had received. But the world now seemed
changed. He went about in it with greater conﬁdence, with a
fee[ing of prowess that had not been his in the days before the
battle with the [ymc. He had looked upon ﬁfe in a more ferocious
aspect; he had fought; he had buried his teeth in the ﬂesh of a foe;
and he had survived. And because of all this, he carried himse[f
more bo[d[y, with a touch of deﬁance that was new in him. He was
no [onger aﬁfaid of minor ‘chings, and much of his timidity had
vanished, though the unknown never ceased to press upon him

with its mysteries and terrors, intanglb le and ever-menacing.

He began to accompany his mother on the meat-trail, and he saw
much of the ki“ing of meat and began to p[ay his part in it. And

in his own dim way he learned the law of meat. There were two

kinds of [ife—his own kind and the other kind. His own kind
included his mother and himse[f. The other kind included all live
things that moved. But the other kind was divided. One portion

was what his own kind killed and ate. This portion was composed
of the non-killers and the small killers. The other portion killed



and ate his own kind, or was killed and eaten by his own kind.
And out of this classification arose the law. The aim of life was
meat. Life itse[f was meat. Llfe lived on [ife. There were the eaters
and the eaten. The law was: EAT OR BE EATEN. He did not
formu[ate the law in clear, set terms and moralise about it. He did
not even think the law; he merely lived the law without thinking
about it at all.

He saw the law operating around him on every side. He had eaten
the ptarmigan chicks. The hawk had eaten the ptarmigan-
mother. The hawk would also have eaten him. Later, when he had
grown more formida]o le, he wanted to eat the hawk. He had eaten
the [ymc kitten. The [ynx—mother would have eaten him had she
not herse[fbeen killed and eaten. And so it went. The law was
]oeing lived about him on all live things, and he himse[f was part
and parcel of the law. He was a killer. His on[y food was meat, live
meat, that ran away swiﬁ[y before him, or ﬂew into the air, or
climbed trees, or hid in the ground, or faced him and fought with
him, or twrned the tables and ran aﬁer him.

Had the cub though’c n man—fashion, he migh’c have ep itomised
[ife as a voracious appetite and the world as a p[ace wherein
vanged a multitude of appetites, pursuing and ’oeing pursued,
hun’cing and being hunted, eating and being eaten, all in



blindness and conﬁAsion, with violence and disorder, a chaos of
g[uttony and s[aughten ruled over ’oy chance, merciless, plan[ess,

end[ess.

But the cub did not think in manfashion. He did not look at
’chings with wide vision. He was sing[e—puvposed, and entertained
but one tnought or desire at a time. Besides the law of meat, there
were a myriad other and lesser laws for him to learn and obey.
The world was ﬁ“ed with surprise. The stir of the Ufe that was in
him, the p[ay of his muscles, was an unending happiness. To run
down meat was to experience thrills and elations. His rages and
battles were p[easwfes. Terror itse[f, and the mystery of the

unknown, led to his [ivlng.

And there were easements and saﬁsfacﬁons. To have a ﬁt”
stomach, to doze lazi[y in the sunshine—such tnings were
remuneration in fu“ fov his ardours and toils, while his ardours
and tolls were in themselves self—remunerative. Tney were
expressions of life, and life (s a[ways happy when it is expressing
'L’cse[f. So the cub had no quawe[ with his hostile environment. He
was very much alive, very ’nappy, and very proud of himself.



PART M

CHAPTER 1—THE MAKERS OF FIRE

The cub came upon it suddenly. 1t was his own fau[t. He had been
careless. He had [eﬁ the cave and run down to the stream to

drink. 1t might have been that he took no notice because he was
heavy with s[eep. (He had been out all night on the meat-trail, and
had but Just then awakened.) And his carelessness might have
been due to the famiﬁarity of the trail to the pool. He had travelled
it oﬁen, and nothing had ever happened on it.

He went down past the blasted pine, crossed the open space, and
trotted in amongst the trees. Then, at the same instant, he saw
and smelt. Befove him, sitting silent[y on their haunches, were ﬁve
live things, the like of which he had never seen ]oefore. It was his
ﬁrst g[impse of mankind. But at the slght cyC him the ﬁve men did
not spring to their feet, nor show their teeth, nor snarl. They did

not move, but sat there, silent and ominous.

Nor did the cub move. Every instinct of his nature would have
impe”ed him to dash wi[dly away, had there not sudden[y and for
the ﬁrst time arisen in him another and counter instinct. A great

awe descended upon him. He was beaten down to movelessness by



an overwhe[m'mg sense of his own weakness and littleness. Here

was mastery and power, someth'mg far and away beyond him.

The cub had never seen man, yet the instinct concerning man was
his. In dim ways he Vecognised in man the animal that had fought
itse[f to primacy over the other animals of the Wild. Not alone out
of his own eyes, but out of the eyes of all his ancestors was the cub
now [ooking upon man—out of eyes that had circled in the
darkness around countless winter camp—ﬁres, that had peered
ﬁfom safe distances and ﬁfom the hearts of thickets at the strange,
two—[egged animal that was lord over l'wing ‘chings. The spe“ of the
cub’s heritage was upon him, the feav and the respect born Qf the
centuries of s’cmgg[e and the accumulated experience of the
generations. The heritage was too compe”ing for awo [f that was
on[y a cub. Had he been ﬁt”—gvown, he would have run away. As
it was, he cowered down in a para[ysis Qf fear, ahfeady ha[f
proﬁermg the submission that his kind had proﬁcered ﬁfom the

ﬁrst time awo [f came (n to sit loy man’s ﬁre and be made warm.

One of the Indians arose and walked over to him and s’cooped
above him. The cub cowered closer to the ground. It was the
unknown, objectgqed at last, in concrete ﬂesh and blood, ’oending
over him and Veaching down to seize hold of him. His hair bristled
involun’cavi[y; his [ips writhed back and his little fangs were bared.



The hand, poised like doom above him, hesitated, and the man
spoke laughing, “Wabam wabisca ip pit tah.” (“Look! The white

fangs!”)

The other Indians [aughed [ouo”y, and urged the man on to plck
up the cub. As the hand descended closer and closer, there Vaged
within the cub a battle of the instincts. He experienced two great
impu[s lons—to yie ld and to ﬁght. The Vesu[ting action was a
compromise. He did both. He yie[ded till the hand almost
touched him. Then he fought, his teeth ﬂashing n a snap that
sank them into the hand. The next moment he received a clout
a[ongslde the head that knocked him over on his side. Then all
ﬁgh’c ﬂed out of him. His puppyhood and the instinct of
submission took charge of him. He sat up on his haunches and ki-
yi’d. But the man whose hand he had bitten was angry. The cub
received a clout on the other side of his head. Whereupon he sat
up and ki—yl’d louder than ever.

The four Indians [aughed more [oud[y, while even the man who
had been bitten Ioegan to laugh. They surrounded the cub and
[aughed at him, while he wailed out his terror and his hurt. n the
midst of it, he heard something. The Indians heard it too. But the
cub knew what it was, and with a last, long wail that had in it more

of triumph than grief, he ceased his noise and waited for the



coming of his mother, of his ferocious and indomitable mother
who fought and killed all things and was never aﬁfaid. She was
snarling 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 militant
motherhood making her anything but a pretty sigh’c. But to the
cub the spectac[e of her protective rage was p[easlng. He uttered a
g[ad little cry and bounded to meet her, while the man-animals
went back hasti[y several steps. The she—wo[f stood over against
her cub, facing the men, with bristﬁng hair, a snarl mmbling deep
in her throat. Her face was distorted and maﬁgnant with menace,
even the bridge of the nose wrink[ing ﬁfom tip to eyes so

prodigious was her snarl.

Then it was that a cry went up from one of the men. “Kiche!” was
what he uttered. 1t was an exclamation of surprise. The cub fe[’c
his mother wi[ﬁng at the sound.

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

And then the cub saw his mother, the she—wo[ﬁ the fear[ess one,
crouchlng down till her beﬂy touched the ground, whlmpeving,
wagging her talil, making peace signs. The cub could not



understand. He was appalled. The awe of man rushed over him
again. His instinct had been true. His mother veriﬁed it. She, too,

rendered submission to the man-animals.

The man who had spoken came over to her. He put his hand upon
her head, and she only crouched closer. She did not snap, nor
threaten to snap. The other men came up, and surrounded her,
and felt her, and pawed her, which actions she made no attempt to
resent. They were great[y excited, and made many noises with
their mouths. These noises were not indication of danger, the cub
decided, as he crouched near his mother still brist(ing ﬁfom time to
time but doing his best to submit.

“It is not strange,” an Indian was saying. “Her father was a wo [f It
is true, her mother was a dog; but did not my brother tie her out in

the woods all of three nights in the mating season? Therefore was
the father of Kiche a wo[f.”

“It is a year, Grey Beaver, since she ran away,” spoke a second

Indian.

“It is not strange, Salmon Tongue,” Grey Beaver answered. “ltwas

the time of the fam'me, and there was no meat for the dogs.”

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



“So it would seem, Three Eag[es,” Grey Beaver answered, [aying his

hand on the cub; “and this be the sign of it.”

The cub snarled a little at the touch of the hand, and the hand ﬂew
back to administer a clout. Whereupon the cub covered its fangs,
and sank down submissive[y, while the hand, returning, rubbed

behind his ears, and up and down his back.

“This be the sign of it,” Grey Beaver went on. “Itis pla'm that his
mother is Kiche. But his fa‘cher was a wo[f. Wherefore is there in
him little dog and much wo[f. His fangs be white, and White Fang
shall be his name. 1 have spoken. He is my dog. For was not Kiche
my brother’s dog? And is not my brother dead?”

The cub, who had thus received a name in the world, [ay and
watched. For a time the man-animals continued to make their
mouth-noises. Then Grey Beaver took a lfmife ﬁom a sheath that
hvmg around his neck, and went into the thicket and cut a stick.
White Fang watched him. He notched the stick at each end and in
the notches fastened strings of raw-hide. One string he tied
around the throat of Kiche. Then he led her to a small pine,
around which he tied the other string.

White Fang fo“owed and [ay down beside her. Salmon Tongue’s

hand reached out to him and rolled him over on his back. Kiche



looked on anxiously. White Fang felt fear mounting in him again.
He could not quite suppress a snarl, but he made no oﬂer to snap.
The hand, with fingers crooked and spread apart, rubbed his
stomach in a plaxﬁd way and rolled him ﬁfom side to side. 1t was
ridiculous and ungain[y, [y'mg there on his back with [egs
spvawling in the air. Besides, it was a position of such utter

he[p lessness that White Fang’s whole nature revolted against it.
He could do nothing to defend himse[f ]fthis man-animal
intended harm, White Fang knew that he could not escape it. How
could he spring away with his fow legs in the air above him? Yet
submission made him master his fear, and he on[y gvow[ed soﬁ[y.
This growl he could not suppress; nor did the man-animal resent
it by giving him a blow on the head. And furthermore, such was
the strangeness @c it, White Fang experienced an unaccountable
sensation of p(easwe as the hand rubbed back and forth. When
he was rolled on his side he ceased to growl, when the ﬁngers
pressed and prodded at the base of his ears the p[easwab[e
sensation increased; and when, with a ﬁna[ rub and scratch, the
man left him alone and went away, all fear had died out of White
Fang. He was to know fear many times in his dealing with man;
yet it was a token of the fear[ess companionship with man that was

u[ﬁma’ce[y to be his.



Aﬁer a time, White Fang heard strange noises approaching. He
was quick in his c[assiﬁcaﬂon, fov he knew them at once fov man-
animal noises. A few minutes later the remainder of the tribe,
strung out as it was on the march, trailed in. There were more
men and many women and children, forty souls of them, and all
heavily burdened with camp equipage and ou’gﬁt. Also there were
many dogs; and these, with the exception of the part-grown
puppies, were likewise burdened with camp ow@ﬁt. On their backs,
n bags that fastened ’cighﬂy around underneath, the dogs carried
ﬁfom twenty to thh’ty pounds of weight.

White Fang had never seen dogs before, but at sight of them he fe [t
that they were his own kind, on[y somehow dﬁerent But they
disp[ayed little d'ﬁerence ﬁfom the wo [f when they discovered the
cub and his mother. There was a rush. White Fang bristled and
snarled and snapped in the face of the open—mouthed oncoming
wave of dogs, and went down and under them, fee[ing the sharp
slash of teeth in his body, himself biﬂng and tearing at the (egs
and bellies above him. There was a great uproar. He could hear
the snarl of Kiche as she fought fov him; and he could hear the
cries of the man-animals, the sound of clubs strlking upon bodies,

and the ye[ps of pain ﬁfom the dogs so struck.

On[y a few seconds elapsed ’oefore he was on his feet again. He



could now see the man-animals dr'wlng back the dogs with clubs
and stones, dqfending him, saving him ﬁfom the savage teeth of his
kind that somehow was not his kind. And though there was no
reason in his brain for a clear conception of so abstract a thing as
Justice, nevertheless, in his own way, he fel’c the Justice of the man-
animals, and he knew them for what ’chey were—malkers of law
and executors of law. Also, he appreciated the power with which
’chey administered the law. Unlike any animals he had ever
encountered, they did not bite nor claw. They enforced their live
streng‘th with the power of dead ’chings. Dead things did their
bidding. Thus, sticks and stones, directed loy these strange
creatures, leaped through the air like living things, inflicting
grievous hurts upon the dogs.

To his mind this was power unusual, power inconceivable and
loeyond the natural, power that was god[lke. White Fang, in the
very nature of him, could never know anything about gods; at the
best he could know only things that were beyond knowing—’out
the wonder and awe that he had of these man-animals in ways
resembled what would be the wonder and awe of man at sight Qf
some celestial creature, on a mountain top, hwf['mg thunderbolts
ﬁfom either hand at an astonished world.

The last dog had been driven back. The hubbub died down. And



White Fang licked his hurts and meditated upon this, his ﬁvst
taste of pack—cme[ty and his introduction to the pack. He had
never dreamed that his own kind consisted of more than One Eye,
his mother, and himself. They had constituted a kind apart, and
here, abruptly, he had discovered many more creatures apparently
of his own kind. And there was a subconscious resentment that
these, his kind, at ﬁrst sigh’c had pi’cched upon him and tried to
deshfoy him. n the same way he resented his mother Ioeing tied
with a stick, even ’chough it was done ’oy the superior man-
animals. 1t savoured of the trap, of bondage. Yet of the trap and
of bondage he knew nothing. Freedom to voam and run and lie
down at will, had been his heri’cage; and here it was being
inﬁringed upon. His mother’s movements were restricted to the
[eng’ch cf a stick, and on the [ength of that same stick was he
restricted, for he had not yet got loeyond the need of his mother’s
side.

He did not like it. Nor did he like it when the man-animals arose
and went on with their march; for a tiny man-animal took the
other end of the stick and led Kiche captive behind him, and
behind Kiche fo”owed White Fang, great[y pertw]oed and worried
on this new adventure he had entered upon.

They went down the va”ey of the stream, far Ioeyond White Fang’s



widest ranging, until they came to the end of the vattey, where the
stream ran into the Mackenzie River. Here, where canoes were
cached on potes high in the air and where stood ﬁsh—racks for the
dvying of ﬁsh, camp was made; and White Fang looked on with
wondering eyes. The superiority of these man-animals increased
with every moment. There was their mastery over all these sharp—
fangeot otogs. It breathed of power. But greater than that, to the
wotf—cub, was their mastery over things not alive; their capacity to

communicate motion to unmoving things : their capacity to change

the very face of the world.

1t was this last that especiatty a_ﬁfecteot him. The elevation of ﬁfames
of potes caught his eye; yet this in ttsetf was not so remarkable,
toeing done toy the same creatures that ﬂung sticks and stones to
great distances. But when the ﬁfames of potes were made into
tepees toy toetng covered with cloth and skins, White Fang was
astounded. 1t was the colossal bulk of them that 'meressed him.
They arose around him, on every side, like some monstrous qutck—
growing form of tife. They occup ied nearty the whole
circumference of his ﬁetat of vision. Hewas aﬁfatot of them. They
loomed ominous ty above him; and when the breeze stirred them
into huge movements, he cowered down in fear, keepmg his eyes

wartty upon them, and prepared to spring away gc they attempted



to precipitate themselves upon him.

But in a short while his fear of the tepees passed away. He saw the
women and children passing in and out of them without harm,
and he saw the dogs trying oﬁen to get into them, and being
driven away with sharp words and ﬂying stones. After a time, he
[eﬁ Kiche’s side and crawled cautious [y toward the wall of the
neavest tepee. 1t was the curiosity of gvowth that wfged him on—
the necessity of [eaming and [iving and doing that Iorlngs
experience. The last few inches to the wall of the tepee were
crawled with painﬁA[ slowness and precaution. The day’s events
had prepared him for the unknown to manifest ltse[fin most
stupendous and unthinkable ways. At last his nose touched the
canvas. He waited. Nothing happened. Then he smelled the
strange faloric, saturated with the man-smell. He closed on the
canvas with his teeth and gave a genﬂe tug. Nothing happened,
though the adj acent portions of the tepee moved. He mgged
harder. Therewas a greater movement. It was delightﬁt[. He
mgged still harder, and Vepeated[y, until the whole tepee was in
motion. Then the sharp cry of a squaw inside sent him
scampering back to Kiche. But aﬁev that he was aﬁfaid no more of
the [ooming bulks Qf the tepees.

A moment later he was straying away again from his mother. Her



stick was tied to a peg in the ground and she could not fo”ow
him. A part-grown puppy, somewhat [argev and older than he,
came toward him s[owly, with ostentatious and beﬂigevent
importance. The puppy’s name, as White Fang was aﬁerwavd to
hear him called, was Lip-lip. He had had experience in puppy
ﬁghts and was abfeady something of a bu“y.

L'qo-ﬁp was White Fang’s own kind, and, being on[y a puppy, did
not seem dangerous; so White Fang prepared to meet him in a
ﬁfiend[y spirit. But when the strangers walk became sﬂﬂl [egged
and his [ips [iﬁed clear of his teeth, White Fang sﬂﬂ%ned too, and
answered with [iﬁed [ips. They half circled about each other,
‘centative[y, snar[ing and bristling. This lasted several minutes,
and White Fang was beginnmg to enjoy it, as a sort of game. But
sudden[y, with remarkable swiﬁtness, qu—[ip [eaped n, de[ivering a
s[ashing snap, and [ea}oed away again. The snap had taken eﬂéc’c
on the shoulder that had been hurt by the (ynx and that was still
sore deep down near the bone. The surprise and hurt of it lorought
a ye[p out of White Fang; but the next moment, in a rush of anger,

he was upon L'Lp—[ip and snapping vicious [y.

But Lip—[ip had lived his [ife n camp and had fough’c many puppy
ﬁghts. Three times, fowr times, and ha[f a dozen times, his sharp
little teeth scored on the newcomer, until White Fang, yelping



shameiessiy, ﬂeoi to the protection of his mother. 1t was the ﬁvs’c of
the many fights he was to have with Lip-lip, for they were enemies
ﬁfom the start, born so, with natures destined perpe’cuaiiy to clash.

Kiche licked White Fang soothingiy with her tongue, and tried to
prevaii upon him to remain with her. But his curiosity was
rampant, and several minutes later he was venturing forth ona
new quest. He came upon one of the man-animals, Grey Beaver,
who was squatting on his hams and oioing something with sticks
and oivy moss spreaoi ioefore him on the gvounoi. White Fang came
near to him and watched. Grey Beaver made mouth-noises which

White Fang interpreted as not hostile, so he came still nearer.

Women and children were carrying more sticks and branches to
Grey Beaver. 1t was evidently an affair of moment. White Fang
came in until he touched GVey Beaver’s knee, so curious was he,
and aiready forgegci,ti that this was a terrible man-animal.
Suoideniy he saw a strange thing like mist beginning to arise from
the sticks and moss beneath Grey Beaver’s hands. Then, amongst
the sticks themselves, appeaved a live Jcining, twisting and twrning,
of a colour like the colour of the sun in the sky. White Fang knew
nothing about fire. 1t drew him as the iigiat, in the mouth of the
cave had drawn him in his eariy puppyhoooi. He crawled the
several steps toward the ﬂame. He heard Grey Beaver chuckle



above him, and he knew the sound was not hostile. Then his nose
touched the ﬂame, and at the same instant his little tongue went

out to it.

For a moment he was para[ysed. The unknown, [urking in the
midst of the sticks and moss, was savage[y clutching him by the
nose. He scrambled backward, Ioursting out in an astonished
exp[osion of ki—yi’s. At the sound, Kiche [eaped snar[ing to the end
of her stick, and there Vaged terrib [y because she could not come to
his aid. But Grey Beaver laughed louo”y, and slapped his thighs,
and told the happening to all the rest of the camp, till every]oody
was laughing uproarious[y. But White Fang sat on his haunches
and ki—yi’d and ki—yi’d, a forlom and pitia]o le little ﬁgwe in the

midst of the man-animals.

1t was the worst hurt he had ever known. Both nose and tongue
had been scorched ’oy the live thing, sun-coloured, that had grown
up under Grey Beaver’s hands. He cried and cried interminab [y,
and every ﬁresh wail was greeted ’oy bursts of [aughter on the part
of the man-animals. He tried to soothe his nose with his tongue,
but the tongue was burnt too, and the two hurts coming ’cogether
produced greater hurt; whereupon he cried more hopeless[y and
he[p less [y than ever.



And then shame came to him. He knew [augh’cer and the meaning
of it. 1t is not given us to know how some animals know [aughter,
and know when they are be'mg laughed at; but it was this same
way that White Fang knew it. And he felt shame that the man-
animals should be laughing at him. He turned and ﬂed away, not
ﬁfom the hurt of the ﬁre, but ﬁfom the laugh’cer that sank even
deeper, and hurt in the spirit of him. And he ﬂed to Kiche, raging
at the end cf her stick like an animal gone mad—to Kiche, the one

creature in the world who was not laughing at him.

Twl[ight drew down and night came on, and White Fang [ay by his
mother’s side. His nose and tongue still hurt, but he was

perp lexed loy a greater trouble. He was homesick. He fe[t a
vacancy in him, a need fov the hush and quietude of the stream
and the cave in the clgﬁc. Life had become too popu[ous. There
were so many of the man-animals, men, women, and children, all
making noises and irritations. And there were the dogs, ever
squabb[ing and bicker'mg, ]oursﬂng into uproars and creating
conﬁAsions. The VesgCM[ loneliness of the on[y [ife he had known
was gone. Here the very air was pa[pitant with [ife. 1t hummed
and buzzed unceas ing[y. Conﬂnuaﬂy changmg its ntensity and
abmpt[y variant in pitch, it imp inged on his nerves and senses,

made him nervous and restless and worried him with a perpetual



imminence cf happen'mg.

He watched the man-animals coming and going and moving
about the camp. In fashion distant[y Vesemb[lng the way men look
upon the gods they create, so looked White Fang upon the man-
animals before him. They were superior creatures, of a verity,
gods. To his dim comprehension they were as much wonder-
workers as gods are to men. They were creatures of mastery,
possessing all manner of unknown and impossible potencies,
overlords of the alive and the not alive—making obey that which
moved, imparting movement to that which did not move, and
making [@fe, sun-coloured and Ioiting [ife, to grow out Qf dead moss
and wood. They were ﬁre—makers.’ They were gods.

CHAPTER TI—THE BONDAGE

The days were ’dmronged with experience fov White Fang. During
the time that Kiche was tied by the stick, he ran about over all the
camp, inquiring, investigating, [eaming. He quick[y came to know
much of the ways of the man-animals, but fami[iarity did not
breed contempt. The more he came to know them, the more ’chey
vindicated their superiority, the more they disp [ayed their

mysterious powers, the greater loomed their god-[ikeness.



To man has been given the grieg(: oﬁen, of seeing his gods
overthrown and his altars cmmbﬁng; but to the wo [f and the wild
dog that have come in to crouch at man’s feet, this gvief has never
come. Unlike man, whose gods are of the unseen and the
overguessed, vapours and mists of fancy e[ud'mg the garmenture
of Vea[i‘ty, wandeving wraiths of desired goodness and power,
in’cangib e out-croppings of se[f into the realm of sp irit—unlike
man, the wo lf and the wild dog that have come in to the ﬂre ﬁnd
their gods in the living flesh, solid to the touch, occupying earth-
space and requiring time for the accomp[ishmen’c cf their ends
and their existence. No eﬁort of fai’ch is necessary to believe in
such a god; no eﬁbrt of will can possibly induce dlsbelief in such a
god. There is no getting away from it. There it stands, on its two
hind-legs, club in hand, immensely potential, passionate and
wrathful and [oving, god and mystery and power all wrapped up
and around loy ﬂesh that bleeds when it is torn and that is good to
eat like any flesh.

And so it was with White Fang. The man-animals were gods
unmistakable and unescapab[e. As his mother, Kiche, had
rendered her a“egiance to them at the ﬁrst cry of her name, so he
was loeglnning to render his aUegiance. He gave them the trail as a

privi[ege indubitab [y theirs. When they walked, he got out of their



way. When they called, he came. When ’chey threatened, he
cowered down. When they commanded him to go, he went away
hurriedly. For behind any wish of theirs was power to enforce that
wish, power that hurt, power that expvessed i’cse[f in clouts and
clubs, in ﬂying stones and stinging lashes of wh'qos.

He be[onged to them as all dogs Ioe[onged to them. His actions
were theirs to command. His body was theirs to maul, to stamp
upon, to to lerate. Such was the lesson that was quick[y borne in
upon him. 1t came hard, going as it did, counter to much that was
strong and dominant in his own nature; and, while he disliked it
in the [eamlng of it, unknown to himself he was [eaming to like it.
Itwas a placing of his desﬁny in another’s hands, a shlﬁing of the
Vesponsibi[iﬂes of existence. This in itself was compensation, fov it

(S a[ways easier to lean upon another than to stand alone.

But it did not all happen na day, this giving over of himse[f, body
and soul, to the man-animals. He could not immediate[y forego
his wild heritage and his memories of the Wild. There were days
when he crept to the edge of the forest and stood and listened to
something cauing him fav and away. And a[ways he returned,
restless and uncomfovta’o le, to whimper soﬂ[y and wisgci,tuy at
Kiche’s side and to lick her face with eager, questioning tongue.



White Fang learned rapidly the ways of the camp. He knew the
njustice and greed'mess of the older dogs when meat or ﬁsh was
thrown out to be eaten. He came to know that men were move just,
children more cruel, and women more k'md[y and more like[y to
toss him a bit of meat or bone. And after two or three painful
adventures with the mothers of part-grown puppies, he came into
the know[edge that it was a[ways good poﬁcy to let such mothers
alone, to keep away ﬁfom them as far as possib le, and to avoid

them when he saw them com'mg.

But the bane of his [ife was Lip—l'qo. Larger, older, and stronger,
L'qo-ﬁp had selected White Fang for his special objec’c of
persecution. White Fang fought wi“ing[y enough, but he was
outclassed. His enemy was too loig. L'Lp-[ip became a nightmare to
him. Whenever he ventured away ﬁfom his mother, the bqu was
sure to appear, trai[ing at his heels, snar[ing at him, picking upon
him, and watchﬁd of an opportunity, when no man-animal was
near, to spring upon him and force a ﬁgh’c. As Lip—['qo invariab [y
won, he enjoyed it hugely. 1t became his chief de[ight n ['Lfe, as it
became White Fang’s chief torment.

But the eﬁ%c’c upon White Fang was not to cow him. Though he
suﬂered most of the damage and was a[ways defea’ced, his spirit
remained unsubdued. Yet a bad eﬁfect was produced. He became



ma[lgnan’c and morose. His temper had been savage by birth, but
it became more savage under this unendlng persecution. The
geniaL p[ayﬁd, puppyish side of him fovmd little expression. He
never p[ayed and gambo“ed about with the other puppies of the
camp. Lip-lip would not permit it. The moment White Fang
appeared near them, Lip-lip was upon him, bullying and
hectoring him, or fighting with him until he had driven him away.

The eﬂ%et of all this was to rob White Fang of much of his
puppyhood and to make him in his comportment older than his
age. Denied the outlet, t’mfough p[ay, of his energies, he recoiled
upon himse[f and deve[oped his mental processes. He became
cunning; he had idle time in which to devote himself to thoughts of
‘crickevy. Prevented ﬁfom o]otaining his share of meat and ﬁsh
when a genera[ feed was given to the camp—dogs, he became a
clever thief. He had to forage for himself, and he foraged well,
though he was oﬁ—times a plague to the squaws in consequence.
He learned to sneak about camp, to be cmﬁy, to know what was
going on everywhere, to see and to hear evevythmg and to reason
according[y, and successﬁ,t[[y to devise ways and means Qf

avoiding his 'melacab e persecutor.

It was eaﬂy in the days of his persecution that he played his ﬁrst
vea”y big cvafty game and got there ﬁom his ﬁvst taste of revenge.



As Kiche, when with the wolves, had lured out to destruction dogs
from the camps of men, so White Fang, in manner somewhat
similar, lured Lip-lip into Kiche’s avenging jaws. Retreating before
Lip-lip, White Fang made an indivect flight that led in and out
and around the various tepees of the camp. Hewas a good
runner, swiﬁev than any puppy of his size, and swiﬁev than Lip-
[ip. But he did not run his best in this chase. He bave[y held his

own, one [eap ahead Of ’/1[8 pursuer.

Lip-[ip, excited by the chase and by the persistent nearness of his
victim, forgot caution and locaﬁty. When he remembered [oca[ity,
it was too late. Dashing at top speed around a tepee, he ran ﬁt”
tilt into Kiche [ying at the end of her stick. He gave one yelp of
consternation, and then her punishing Jjaws closed upon him. She
was tied, but he could not get away ﬁfom her easi[y. She rolled him
oﬁc his [egs so that he could not run, while she Vepeated[y ripped
and slashed him with her fangs.

When at last he succeeded in VoUing clear of her, he crawled to his
feet, ]oadly dishevelled, hurt both in Ioody and in spirit. His hair
was standing out all over him in mﬁs where her teeth had
mauled. He stood where he had arisen, opened his mouth, and
broke out the long, heart-broken puppy wail. But even this he was
not allowed to complete. In the middle of it, White Fang, Vushing



in, sank his teeth into Lip-lip’s hind leg. There was no fight left in
L'qo—[ip, and he ran away shame[essly, his victim hot on his heels
and worrying him all the way back to his own tepee. Here the
squaws came to his aid, and White Fang, transformed into a

raging demon, was ﬁna“y driven oﬂ on[y by a ﬁtsiﬂade of stones.

Came the day when Grey Beaver, deciding that the [iability of her
running away was past, released Kiche. White Fang was deﬁgh’ced
with his mother’s ﬁfeedom. He accompanied herjoxﬁt“y about the
camp; and, so long as he remained close loy her side, qu—lip kept a
Vespectﬁt[ distance. White—Fang even bristled up to him and
walked stiﬂ'ﬂ-[egged, but Lip—['qo 'Lgnored the chaﬂenge. He was no
foo[ himself, and whatever vengeance he desired to wreak, he could

wait until he caught White Fang alone.

Later on that day, Kiche and White Fang s’crayed into the edge of
the woods next to the camp. He had led his mother there, step ’oy
step, and now when she s’copped, he tried to inveig[e her farther.
The stream, the lair, and the quiet woods were cau'mg to him, and
he wanted her to come. He ran on a few steps, s’copped, and
looked back. She had not moved. He whined p[eadingly, and
scurried p[a)ﬁd[y in and out of the underbrush. He ran back to
her, licked her face, and ran on again. And still she did not move.
He s’copped and Vegarded her, all of an intentness and eagerness,



physicaﬂy expressed, that slowly faded out of him as she turned
her head and gazed back at the camp.

There was something caﬂlng to him out there in the open. His
mother heard it too. But she heard also that other and louder call,
the call of the ﬁre and of man—the call which has been given
alone of all animals to the wo[f to answer, to the wobc and the wild-
dog, who are brothers.

Kiche turned and s[owly trotted back toward camp. Stronger than
the physiea[ restraint of the stick was the clutch of the camp upon
her. Unseen and occu[tly, the gods still gvipped with their power
and would not let her go. White Fang sat down in the shadow of a
birch and whimpered soﬁ[y. There was a strong smell of pine, and
subtle wood ﬁfagvances ﬁﬂed the air, Veminding him of his old life
of ﬁreedom before the days of his bondage. But he was still on[y a
part-grown puppy, and stronger than the call either of man or of
the Wild was the call of his mother. All the hours of his short [ife
he had depended upon her. The time was yet to come for
'mdependence. So he arose and trotted forlom[y back to camp,
pausing once, and twice, to sit down and whimper and to listen to

the call that still sounded in the depths of the fovest.

In the Wild the time of a mother with her young is short; but



under the dominion of man it is sometimes even shorter. Thus it
was with White Fang. Grey Beaver was in the debt of Three

Eagles. Three Eagles was going away on a trip up the Mackenzie to
the Great Slave Lake. A strip of scarlet cloth, a bearskin, twenty
cartridges, and Kiche, went to pay the debt. White Fang saw his
mother taken aboard Three Eag[es’ canoe, and tried to fo“ow her.
A blow from Three Eagles knocked him backward to the land. The
canoe shoved oﬁf. He sprang into the water and swam aﬁev it, deaf
to the sharp cries of Grey Beaver to return. Even a man-animal, a
god, White Fang 'Lgnoved, such was the terror he was in of [os'mg

his mother.

But gods are accustomed to being o]oeyed, and Grey Beaver
wrathﬁ,tﬂy launched a canoe in pursuit. When he overtook White
Fang, he reached down and by the nape of the neck liﬁed him
clear Qf the water. He did not deposit him at once in the bottom of
the canoe. Ho [ding him suspended with one hand, with the other
hand he proceeded to give him a beating. And it was a Ioeating.
His hand was heavy. Every blow was shrewd to hurt; and he
delivered a multitude of blows.

1mpe”ed by the blows that rained upon him, now from this side,
now ﬁ'om that, White Fang swung back and fovth like an erratic
and jevky pendu[um. Varying were the emotions that surged



through him. At furst, he had known surprise. Then came a
momentary fear, when he yelped several times to the impact of the
hand. But this was quickly followed by anger. His free nature
asserted itse[f, and he showed his teeth and snarled fearlessly in
the face of the wra’chﬁd god. This but served to make the god more
wrathﬁd. The blows came fas’cer, heavier, more shrewd to hurt.

Grey Beaver continued to beat, White Fang continued to snarl.
But this could not last for ever. One or the other must give over,
and that one was White Fang. Fear surged tnrougn him again.
For the ﬁrst time he was being Veaﬂy man-handled. The
occasional blows of sticks and stones he had previously
experienced were as caresses compared with this. He broke down
and began to cry and ye[p. For a time each blow brougnt a ye[p
ﬁfom him; but feav passed into terror, until ﬁna“y his ye[ps were
voiced in unbroken succession, unconnected with the rhythm of

the punishment.

At last Grey Beaver withheld his hand. White Fang, hanging
[imp[y, continued to cry. This seemed to saﬁsfy his master, who
ﬂung him down Vougn[y in the bottom of the canoe. In the
meantime the canoe had drifted down the stream. Grey Beaver
picked up the padd[e. White Fang was in his way. He spwrned
him savage[y with his foo’c. In that moment White Fang’s fvee



nature ﬂashed forth again, and he sank his teeth into the

moccasined foo’c.

The beaﬂng that had gone loefore was as no’ching compared with
the loeating he now received. Grey Beaver’s wrath was terrible;
likewise was White Fang’s ﬁlgh’c. Not on[y the hand, but the hard
wooden padd[e was used upon him; and he was bruised and sore
in all his small loody when he was again ﬂung down in the canoe.
Again, and this time with purpose, did Grey Beaver kick him.
White Fang did not repeat his attack on the foot. He had learned
another lesson of his bondage. Never, no matter what the
circumstance, must he dare to bite the god who was lord and
master over him; the body of the lord and master was sacred, not
to be deﬁ[ed loy the teeth of such as he. That was evident[y the
crime of crimes, the one oﬁence there was no condon'mg nor

overloo king.

When the canoe touched the shore, White Fang [ay whimperlng
and motionless, waiting the will of Grey Beaver. 1t was Grey
Beaver’s will that he should go ashore, for ashore he was ﬂung,
striking heavily on his side and hwﬁng his bruises aﬁresh. He
crawled trem’o[ing[y to his fee’c and stood whimperlng. Lip—ﬁp,
who had watched the whole proceeding ﬁfom the bank, now

rushed upon him, knocking him over and sink'mg his teeth into



him. White Fang was too helpless to defend himself, and it would
have gone hard with him had not Grey Beaver’s foo’c shot out,
lifting Lip-lip into the air with its violence so that he smashed
down to earth a dozen feet away. This was the man-animal’s
Justice; and even then, in his own pi’ciable p[igh’c, White Fang
experienced a little grateful thrill. At Grey Beaver's heels he
[imped obedienﬂy ’clmfough the vange to the tepee. And so it came
that White Fang learned that the right to punish was something
the gods reserved for themselves and denied to the lesser creatures

under them.

That night, when all was still, White Fang remembered his mother
and sorrowed for her. He sorrowed too [oudly and woke up Grey
Beaver, who beat him. Aﬁer that he mowrned genﬂy when the
gods were around. But sometimes, straying oﬁc to the edge of the
woods by himself, he gave vent to his grief, and cried it out with

loud whimperings and wai[ings.

It was dw’ing this per[od that he might have harkened to the
memories of the lair and the stream and run back to the Wild.
But the memory of his mother held him. As the hunﬁng man-
animals went out and came back, so she would come back to the

vi”age some time. So he remained in his bondage waiting for her.



But it was not altogether an unhappy bondage. There was much
to interest him. Something was always happening. There was no
end to the strange things these gods did, and he was aiways
curious to see. Besides, he was learning how to get along with Grey
Beaver. Obedience, Vigid, vindeviating obedience, was what was
exacted of him; and in return he escaped beatings and his

existence was tolerated.

Nay, Grey Beaver himseif sometimes tossed him a piece of meat,
and oiefended him against the other dogs in the eating of it. And
such a piece of meat was of value. 1t was worth more, in some
strange way, then a dozen pieces of meat ﬁfom the hand of a
squaw. Grey Beaver never petteoi nor caressed. Perhaps it was the
weight of his hand, perhaps his Justice, perhaps the sheer power of
him, and perhaps it was all these things that inﬂuenceoi White
Fang; fov a certain tie of attachment was fowning between him and

his swfiy lord.

Insidious iy, and ioy remote ways, as well as ioy the power of stick
and stone and clout of hand, were the shackles of White Fang’s
ioonoiage ioeing riveted upon him. The quaiities in his kind that in
the beginning made it possibie fov them to come in to the ﬁves of
men, were quaii‘cies eapa’o le of deveiopment Tiaey were developing

in him, and the camp—iife, Vepiete with misery as it was, was



secveﬂy endearing i’cse[fto him all the time. But White Fang was
unaware of it. He knew on[y grief for the loss of Kiche, hope for
her retwrn, and a hungry yearning for the free life that had been

his.

CHAPTER M—THE OUTCAST

L'Lp—[ip continued so to darken his days that White Fang became
wickeder and more ferocious than it was his natural V'Lght to be.
Savageness was a part of his make—up, but the savageness thus
deve[oped exceeded his make—up. He acquhred areputation for
wickedness amongst the man-animals themselves. Wherever there
was trouble and uproar in camp, ﬁghﬂng and squa’obﬁng or the
outcry of a squaw over a bit of stolen meat, ’chey were sure to ﬁnd
White Fang mixed up in it and usua“y at the bottom of it. They
did not bother to look aﬁer the causes of his conduct. They saw
on[y the e)SCects, and the eﬁécts were bad. He was a sneak and a
thief, a mischief—makev, a fomen’cer of trouble; and irate squaws
told him to his face, the while he eyed them alert and Veady to
dodge any quick—ﬂung missile, that he was a wo[fand worthless

and bound to come to an evil end.

He found himse[f an outcast in the midst of the popu[ous camp.
All the young dogs foﬂowed qu—[ip’s lead. Therewas a diﬂ%rence



between White Fang and them. Perhaps they sensed his wild-
wood breed, and instinctively felt for him the enmity that the
domestic dog feels for the wolf. But be that as it may, ‘chey J'o'med
with Lip—l'qo in the persecution. And, once declared against him,
’chey fovmd good reason to continue declared against him. One
and all, ﬁfom time to time, they fel’c his teeth; and to his credit, he
gave more than he received. Many of them he could whip in single
ﬁgh’c; but s'mgle Lght was denied him. The beglnning cyC such a
ﬁgh’c was a signa[ for all the young dogs n camp to come running
and pitch upon him.

Out of this pack—persecuﬁon he learned two important things: how
to take care of himse[f na mass—ﬁght against him—and how, on
a sing[e dog, to inﬂict the greatest amount of damage in the
]oriefest space Qf time. To keep one’s fee’c in the midst of the hostile
mass meant [ife, and this he learnt well. He became cat-like in his
abi[ity to stay on his feet. Even grown dogs might hurtle him
backward or sideways with the impact of their heavy bodies; and
backward or sideways he would go, in the air or s[iding on the
gvound, but a[ways with his [egs under him and his fee’c downward
to the mother earth.

When dogs ﬁgh‘c, there are usua“y pre[iminaries to the actual
com’oat—snavﬁngs and bvistﬁngs and stgff-[egged struttings. But



White Fang learned to omit these preliminaries. Delay meant the
coming against him of all the young dogs. He must do his work
quickly and get away. So he learnt to give no warning of his
intention. He rushed in and snapped and slashed on the instant,
without notice, before his foe could prepare to meet him. Thus he
learned how to inﬂict quick and severe damage. Also he learned
the value of surprise. A dog, taken oﬁ its guard, its shoulder
slashed open or its ear Vipped in ribbons ’oefore it knew what was

happening, was a dog half whipped.

Furthermore, it was remarkab [y easy to overthrow a dog taken by
surprise; while a dog, thus overthrown, invariab[y exposed for a
moment the soﬁ underside of its neck—the vulnerable point at
which to strike fov its lyje. White Fang knew this point. Itwasa
knowledge bequeathed to him direc’dy from the hunt'mg
generation of wolves. So it was that White Fang’s method when he
took the oﬁcensive, was: ﬁrst to ﬁnd ayoung dog alone; second, to
surprise it and knock it oﬁc its feet; and third, to drive in with his
teeth at the soﬁ throat.

Be'mg but parﬂy grown hisjaws had not yet become large enough
nor strong enough to make his throat-attack deadly; but many a
young dog went around camp with a lacerated throat in token of

White Fang’s intention. And one day, ca‘cching one of his enemies



alone on the edge of the woods, he managed, by repeatedly
overthvowing him and at’cacking the throat, to cut the great vein
and let out the life. Therewas a great row that night. He had been
observed, the news had been carried to the dead dog’s master, the
squaws remembered all the instances of stolen meat, and Grey
Beaver was beset loy many angry voices. But he Veso[u’ce[y held the
door of his tepee, inside which he had p[aced the cu[pri’c, and
Veﬁtsed to permit the vengeance fov which his tribespeop[e

C [amovufe d

White Fang became hated loy man and dog. During this period Qf
his deve[opment he never knew a moment’s security. The tooth of
every dog was against him, the hand of every man. Hewas greeted
with snarls loy his kind, with curses and stones on his gods. He
lived tense[y. He was a[ways keyed up, alert for attack, wary of
]oeing attacked, with an eye for sudden and unexpected missiles,
prepared to act precip itate[y and coo“y, to [eap in with a ﬂash of

teeth, or to [eap away with a menacing snarl.

As for snarﬁng he could snarl more terrib [y than any dog, young
orold, in camp. The intent of the snarl is to warn or ﬁrighten, and
_judgment s Vequived to know when it should be used. White Fang
knew how to make it and when to make it. Into his snarl he

'mcorporated all that was vicious, malignant, and horrible. With



nose serrulated by continuous spasms, hair brisﬂing in recurrent
waves, tongue whipp ng out like a red snake and whqop ing back
again, ears flattened down, eyes gleaming hatred, lips wrinkled
back, and fangs exposed and drlpping, he could compel a pause
on the part of almost any assailant. A temporary pause, when
taken off his guard, gave him the vital moment in which to think
and determine his action. But oﬁen apause so gained [eng’thened
out until it evolved into a comp[ete cessation ﬁrom the attack. And
before more than one of the grown dogs White Fang’s snarl

enabled him to beat an honourable retreat.

An outcast himse[f ﬁfom the pack of the part-grown dogs, his
sanguinary methods and remarkable eﬁciciency made the pack pay
for its persecution of him. Not permitted himse[f to run with the
pack, the curious state of zyffairs obtained that no member of the
pack could run outside the pack. White Fang would not permit it.
What Qf his bushwhacking and waylaying tactics, the young dogs
were aﬁfaid to run by themselves. With the exception of L'Lp—['qo,
’chey were compe”ed to hunch ‘cogether for mutual protection
against the terrible enemy they had made. A puppy alone by the
river bank meant a puppy dead or a puppy that aroused the camp
with its shrill pain and terror as it ﬂed back ﬁom the wolf—cub that
had way[aid it.



But White Fang’s Veprlsals did not cease, even when the young
dogs had learned ’chorough[y that they must stay toge’cher. He
attacked them when he caught them alone, and ’chey attacked him
when they were bunched. The sight of him was sufficient to start
them rushing after him, at which times his swiftness usually
carried him into safety. But woe the dog that outran his erows in
such pursuit! White Fang had learned to turn suddenly upon the
pursuer that was ahead of the pack and thovough[y torip him up
bqfore the pack could arrive. This occurred with great ﬁfequency,
for, once in ﬁll“ cry, the dogs were prone to forget themselves in the
excitement of the chase, while White Fang never forgot himself.
Stealing backward glances as he ran, he was always ready to whirl

around and down the overzealous pursuer that outran his erows.

Young dogs are bound to p[ay, and out of the exigencies of the
situation they realised their p[ay in this mimic walfare. Thus it
was that the hunt Qf White Fang became their chief game—a
dead[y game, withal, and at all times a serious game. He, on the
other hand, ]oeing the fastestfooted, was unzycraid to venture
anywhere. During the period that he waited va'm[y for his mother
to come back, he led the pack many a wild chase through the
adjacent woods. But the pack invarialo[y lost him. 1ts noise and

outcry warned him of its presence, while he ran alone, velvet-



footed, si[enﬂy, amoving shadow among the trees aﬁer the
manner of his father and mother befove him. Further he was more
dhfecﬂy connected with the Wild than ’chey; and he knew more of
its secrets and stratagems. A favowfite trick of his was to lose his
trail in running water and then lie quietly in a near-by thicket

while their loaﬁled cries arose around him.

Hated on his kind and on mankind, indomitable, perpetuaﬂy
warred upon and himse[fwaging perpetual war, his deve[opment
was Vapid and one-sided. This was no soil for kindliness and
aﬂ'ﬂecﬁon to blossom in. Of such things he had not the faintest
g[lmmering. The code he learned was to obey the strong and to
oppress the weak. Grey Beaver was a god, and strong. Therefore
White Fang oloeyed him. But the dog younger or smaller than
himse[f was weak, a thing to be destroyed. His deve[opment was in
the direction of power. In ovder to face the constant danger of
hurt and even of destruction, his predatory and protective facu[ﬁes
were undu[y deve[oped. He became quicker of movement than the
other dogs, swiﬁer of foot, craﬁier, deadlier, more lithe, more lean
with ironlike muscle and sinew, more endwing, move cruel, more
ferocious, and more inte”igent He had to become all these things,
else he would not have held his own nor survive the hostile

environment in which he found himse[f.



CHAPTER IV—THE TRAIL OF THE GODS

In the faﬂ of the year, when the days were shortening and the bite
of the ﬁrost was coming into the air, White Fang got his chance for
[iberty. For several days there had been a great hubbub in the
vange. The summer camp was ]oeing dismantled, and the tribe,
bag and baggage, was preparing to go oﬁ to the faH hunﬁng.
White Fang watched it all with eager eyes, and when the tepees
began to come down and the canoes were [oading at the bank, he
understood. A[Veady the canoes were deparﬁng, and some had

disappeaved down the river.

Quite deliberately he determined to stay behind. He waited his
opportunity to slink out of camp to the woods. Here, in the
running stream where ice was ’oeginning to form, he hid his trail.
Then he crawled into the heart of a dense thicket and waited. The
time passed ]oy, and he s[ep’c intermit’cenﬂy for hours. Then he was
aroused by Grey Beaver's voice cal[ing him by name. There were
other voices. White Fang could hear Grey Beaver’s squaw taking

part n the search, and Mit-sah, who was Grey Beaver’s son.

White Fang trembled with fear, and ’chough the impu[se came to
crawl out of his hid[ng—p[ace, he vesisted it. Aﬁer a time the voices
died away, and some time aﬁer that he crept out to enjoy the



success cf his undertaklng. Darkness was coming on, and for a
while he played about among the trees, p[easuring in his ﬁreedom.
Then, and quite suddenly, he became aware of loneliness. He sat
down to consider, [ls’cen'mg to the silence cyC the foves’c and
pertwbed by it. That no’ching moved nor sounded, seemed
ominous. He fe [t the [wrking cyC danger, unseen and unguessed.
He was suspicious of the [ooming bulks of the 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 tepee against which
to snugg[e. The ﬁrost was in his feet, and he kept liﬁlng ﬁrst one
fore—foot and then the other. He curved his bushy tail around to
cover them, and at the same time he saw a vision. There was
nothing strange about it. Upon his inward sight was impressed a
succession of memory-pictures. He saw the camp again, the
tepees, and the blaze of the ﬁres. He heard the shrill voices of the
women, the gmﬂ basses of the men, and the snarling of the dogs.
He was hungvy, and he remembered pieces of meat and ﬁsh that
had been thrown him. Here was no meat, nothing but a

threatening and inedible silence.

His Ioondage had soﬁened him. ]wesponsi’oi[ity had weakened
him. He had forgo‘c‘cen how to shift for himse[f. The nig’nt yawned

about him. His senses, accustomed to the hum and bustle of the



camp, used to the continuous impact of sights and sounds, were
now [eft idle. There was noth'mg to do, noth'mg to see nor hear.
They strained to catch some nterruption of the silence and
immobility of nature. They were appalled by inaction and by the
feel of something terrible impending.

He gave a great start of ﬁfight. A colossal and formless something
was mshing across the ﬁe[d of his vision. 1t was a tree-shadow
ﬂung on the moon, ﬁfom whose face the clouds had been brushed
away. Reassured, he whimpered soﬁly; then he suppressed the
whimper for fear that it might attract the attention of the [urking

dangers .

A tree, contracting in the cool of the night, made a loud noise. 1t
was d'ufectly above him. He ye[ped in his ﬁ'ight A panic seized
him, and he ran mad[y toward the vi“age. He knew an
overpowering desire for the protection and companionship of
man. In his nostrils was the smell of the camp—smoke. In his ears
the camp—sounds and cries were ringing loud. He passed out of
the fovest and into the moonlit open where were no shadows nor
darknesses. But no vange greeted his eyes. He had forgotten. The
vi”age had gone away.

His wild ﬂight ceased abmpt[y. There was no p[ace towhich to



ﬂee. He slunk for[om[y Hmrough the deserted camp, sme“ing the
mbbish—heaps and the discarded rags and tags of the gods. He
would have been glad for the rattle of stones about him, ﬂvmg by
an angry squaw, glad for the hand of Grey Beaver descendlng
upon him in wrath; while he would have welcomed with delight

Lip-lip and the whole snarling, cowardly pack.

He came to where Grey Beaver’s tepee had stood. n the centre of
the space it had occupied, he sat down. He pointed his nose at the
moon. His throat was aﬁﬁc’ced on V'Lgid spasms, his mouth opened,
and in a heart-broken cry bubbled up his loneliness and fear, his
grief for Kiche, all his past sorrows and miseries as well as his
apprehension of suﬂerings and dangers to come. 1t was the [ong
wo[f—how[, ﬁt“—throated and moumﬁ,t[, the ﬁrst howl he had ever
uttered.

The coming of daylight dispeued his fears but increased his
loneliness. The naked earth, which so shovﬂy Ioefove had been so
populous; thrust his loneliness more focho [y upon him. 1t did not
take him [ong to make up his mind. He p[unged into the forest
and fouowed the river bank down the stream. All day he ran. He
did not rest. He seemed made to run on for ever. His iron-like
body 'Lgnored faﬁgue. And even after faﬁgue came, his herltage of

endurance braced him to endless endeavour and enabled him to



drive his complaining body onward.

Where the river swung in against precipitous b[uﬁs, he climbed
the high mountains behind. Rivers and streams that entered the
main river he forded or swam. Oﬁen he took to the rim-ice that
was loeglnning to fown, and more than once he crashed through
and stmgg[ed for life in the icy current. A[ways he was on the
lookout for the trail of the gods where it might leave the river and

proceed inland.

White Fang was inte“igent Ioeyond the average of his kind; yet his
mental vision was not wide enough to embrace the other bank of
the Mackenzie. What if the trail of the gods led out on that side?
It never entered his head. Later on, when he had travelled more
and grown older and wiser and come to know more of trails and
rivers, it migh’c be that he could grasp and apprehend such a
possibility. But that mental power was yet in the future. Just now
he ran Io[ind[y, his own bank of the Mackenzie alone entering into

his calculations.

All night he ran, ’olundering in the darkness into mishaps and
obstacles that de[ayed but did not daunt. By the middle of the
second day he had been running continuous [y for th'urty hours,
and the iron of his ﬂesh was giving out. It was the endurance of



his mind that kept him going. He had not eaten in forty hours,
and he was weak with hunger. The repeated drenchings in the icy
water had likewise had their eﬁfect on him. His handsome coat
was dragg[ed. The broad pads of his fee’c were bruised and
b(eeding. He had begvm to ﬁmp, and this [imp increased with the
hours. To make it worse, the [igh’c of the sky was obscured and
snow began to fall—a raw, moist, melting, clinging snow, slippery
under foot, that hid ﬁfom him the [andscape he traversed, and that
covered over the inequa[iﬁes of the ground so that the way of his
feet was more difficult and painful.

Grey Beaver had intended camping that night on the far bank of
the Mackenzie, fov it was in that direction that the huntlng [ay.
But on the near bank, short[y before dark, a moose coming down
to drink, had been espied loy Kloo-kooch, who was Grey Beaver’s
squaw. Now, had not the moose come down to drink, had not Mit-
sah been steering out of the course because of the snow, had not
Kloo-kooch slghted the moose, and had not Grey Beaver killed it
with a [ucky shot ﬁfom his Vlﬂe, all subsequent things would have
happened diﬂferenﬂy. Grey Beaver would not have camped on the
near side of the Mackenzie, and White Fang would have passed loy
and gone on, either to die or to ﬁnd his way to his wild brothers
and become one of them—a wobc to the end of his days.



Night had fallen. The snow was flying more thickly, and White
Fang, whimpering softly to himself as he stumbled and limped
aiong, came upon a ﬁfesh trail in the snow. So ﬁresh was it that he
knew it immediate iy for what it was. Whining with eagerness, he
foiiowed back ﬁfom the river bank and in among the trees. The
camp—sounds came to his ears. He saw the blaze of the ﬁre, Kloo-
kooch cooking, and Grey Beaver squatting on his hams and

mumbling a chunk of raw tallow. There was fresh meat in camp!

White Fang expected a beating. He crouched and bristled a little
at the thought of it. Then he went forwaroi again. He feareoi and
disliked the beating he knew to be waiting for him. But he knew,
ﬁ,ufther, that the comfort of the ﬁre would be his, the protection of
the gods, the companionship of the dogs—tne last, a
companionship of enmity, but none the less a companionship and

satisﬁ/ing to his gregarious needs.

He came cringing and crawiing into the ﬁreiight Grey Beaver saw
him, and stopped munching the tallow. White Fang crawled
siowiy, cringing and gvoveiiing in the aiqjec‘cness of his abasement
and submission. He crawled stvaight toward Grey Beaver, every
inch of his progress ioecovning slower and more painﬁii. At last he
iay at the master’s feet, into whose possession he now surrendered

hivnseif, voiun‘cariiy, ioooiy and soul. Of his own choice, he came in



to sit by man’s ﬁre and to be ruled by him. White Fang trembled,
waiting for the punishment to fall upon him. There was a
movement of the hand above him. He cringed involuntarily under
the expected blow. 1t did not fall. He stole a glance upward. Grey
Beaver was breaking the lump of tallow in half! Grey Beaver was
offering him one piece of the tallow! Very gently and somewhat
suspicious [y, he ﬁrst smelled the tallow and then pvoceeded to eat
it. Grey Beaver ordered meat to be brought to him, and guavded
him from the other dogs while he ate. After that, grateful and
content, White Fang [ay at Grey Beaver's fee’c, gazing at the ﬁre
that warmed him, b[inking and dozing, secure in the know[edge
that the morrow would find him, not wandering forlom through
bleak forest-stretches, but in the camp of the man-animals, with
the gods to whom he had given himself and upon whom he was
now dependent

CHAPTER V—THE COVENANT

When December was well along, Grey Beaver went on a jowrney up
the Mackenzie. Mit-sah and Kloo-kooch went with him. One sled
he drove himself, drawn on dogs he had traded for or borrowed. A
second and smaller sled was driven on Mit-sah, and to this was

harnessed a team of puppies. It was more of a toy aﬁcair than



anything else, yet it was the deﬁgh’c of Mit-sah, who felt that he was
beginnlng to do a man’s work in the world. Also, he was [eaming

to drive dogs and to train dogs; while the puppies themselves were
being broken in to the harness. Furthermore, the sled was of some

service, for it carried neaﬂy two hundred povmds of ou’gﬂ’c and
food.

White Fang had seen the camp-dogs ’colﬁng in the harness, so that
he did not resent overmuch the ﬁrst p[acing of the harness upon
himse[f. About his neck was puta moss—smﬁed collar, which was
connected by two pu”ing—‘craces to a strap that passed around his
chest and over his back. 1t was to this that was fastened the [ong
rope by which he pu“ed at the sled.

There were seven puppies in the team. The others had been born
earlier in the year and were nine and ten months old, while White
Fang was on[y eight months old. Each dog was fastened to the
sled by a sing[e rope. No two ropes were of the same length, while
the d'ﬁevenee n [eng’th between any two ropes was at least that of
a dog’s Ioody. Every rope was brought to aring at the fvon’c end of
the sled. The sled 'Ltse[f was without runners, Ioeing a birch-bark
toboggan, with up’tumed forward end to keep it fvom ]o[oughing
under the snow. This construction enabled the weight of the sled
and load to be distributed over the Leurgest snow—suvface; fov the



Snow was crys’ca[—powder and very soﬁ. O’oserv'mg the same
princip[e cf widest distribution of weight, the dogs at the ends of
their ropes radiated fanfashion ﬁfom the nose of the sled, so that
no dog trod in another’s footsteps.

There was, ﬁwthermore, another virtue in the fan—formaﬁon. The
ropes of varying [ength prevented the dogs attackmg ﬁfom the rear
those that ran in ﬁfont of them. Fora dog to attack another, it
would have to turn upon one at a shorter rope. In which case it
would ﬁnd itsebc face to face with the dog attacked, and also it
would ﬁnd itsebc facing the whip of the driver. But the most
pecuﬁar virtue of all [ay in the fact that the dog that strove to
attack one in ﬁfont of him must pu” the sled faster, and that the
faster the sled travelled, the faster could the dog attacked run
away. Thus, the dog behind could never catch up with the one in
ﬁfont The faster he ran, the faster ran the one he was aﬁer, and
the faster ran all the dogs. ]ncidentaﬂy, the sled went faster, and
thus, by cunning indirection, did man increase his mastery over
the beasts.

Mit-sah resembled his fa‘cher, much of whose grey wisdom he
possessed. In the past he had observed L'qo—[qo’s persecution of
White Fang; but at that time L'Lp—ﬁp was another man’s dog, and

Mit-sah had never dared more than to shy an occasional stone at



him. But now Lip—[lp was his dog, and he proceeded to wreak his
vengeance on him loy putting him at the end of the longest rope.
This made Lip-[ip the leader, and was apparenﬂy an honour! but
in reality it took away from him all honour, and instead of being
btu and master of the pack, he now found himself hated and

persecuted ]oy the pack.

Because he ran at the end of the [ongest rope, the dogs had a[ways
the view of him running away chore them. All that they saw of
him was his bushy tail and ﬂeeing hind [egs—a view far less
ferocious and intimidaﬂng than his brlstling mane and g[eaming
fangs. Also, dogs being so constituted in their mental ways, the
sight Qf him running away gave desire to run aﬁer him and a

fee[ing that he ran away ﬁfom them.

The moment the sled started, the team took after Lip—ﬁp in a chase
that extended throughout the day. At ﬁrst he had been prone to
twn upon his pursuers, jea[ous of his dignity and wva’chﬁd; but at
such times Mit-sah would throw the stinging lash of the thirty—foot
cariboo—gut w’nip into his face and compe[ him to tun tail and run
on. qu—ﬁp mig’nt face the pack, but he could not face that wh'qo,
and all that was leﬂ him to do was to keep his [ong rope taut and

his ﬂanks ahead of the teeth of his mates.



But a still greater cunning [urked in the recesses of the Indian
mind. To give point to unend'mg pursuit of the leader, Mit-sah
favowed him over the other dogs. These favows aroused in them
jeatousy and hatred. n their presence Mit-sah would give him
meat and would give it to him only. This was maddening to them.
They would rage arovmdjust outside the throw'mg—dlstance of the
whip, while Lip—tip devoured the meat and Mit-sah protected him.
And when there was no meat to give, Mit-sah would keep the team

at a distance and make believe to give meat to Lip—tip.

White Fang took ktndty to the work. He had travelled a greater
distance than the other dogs in the ytetdtng of htmsetf to the rule
of the gods, and he had learned more thoroughty the ﬁAt'Ltity of
opposing their will. Tn addition, the persecution he had suﬁered
ﬁfom the pack had made the pack less to him in the scheme of
things, and man more. He had not learned to be dependent on his
kind for companionship. Besides, Kiche was wett—nigh forgotten;
and the chief outlet of expression that remained to him was in the
attegiance he tendered the gods he had accepted as masters. So he
worked hard, learned dtsciptine, and was obedient. Fatthﬁdtness
and wttttngness characterised his toil. These are essential traits of
the wotfand the witd—dog when they have become domesticated,

and these traits White Fang possessed in unusual measure.



A companionship did exist between White Fang and the other
dogs, but it was one of wavfare and enmity. He had never learned
to play with them. He knew only how to fight, and fight with them
he did, returning to them a hundred—fold the snaps and slashes
they had given him in the days when Lip-lip was leader of the
pack. But Lip—lip was no [onger leader—except when he ﬂed
away befove his mates at the end of his rope, the sled Iooundlng
along behind. n camp he kept close to Mit-sah or Grey Beaver or
Kloo-kooch. He did not dare venture away ﬁfom the gods, fov now
the fangs of all dogs were against him, and he tasted to the dvegs
the persecution that had been White Fang’s.

With the overthrow of L'qo—[ip, White Fang could have become
leader of the pack. But he was too morose and soﬁtavy for that.

He mere[y thrashed his team-mates. Otherwise he ignored them.
They got out of his way when he came along; nor did the boldest of
them ever dare to rob him Qf his meat. On the contrary, they
devoured their own meat hurried[y, for fear that he would take it
away ﬁfom them. White Fang knew the law well: to oppress the
weak and obe)/ the strong. He ate his share Qf meat as Vapid[y as
he could. And then woe the dog that had not yet ﬁnished.’ A snarl
and a ﬂash of fangs, and that dog would wail his 'mdignaﬂon to
the uncomforﬂng stars while White Fang ﬁnished his portion for



him.

Every little while, however, one dog or another would ﬂame up in
revolt and be promptly subdued. Thus White Fang was kept in
training. He wasjea[ous of the isolation in which he kept himsebc
in the midst of the pack, and he fought oﬁen to maintain it. But
such ﬁghts were of brief duration. He was too quick fov the
others. They were slashed open and b[eeding loefore they knew
what had happened, were whipped almost loefore they had ’oegbm

to ﬁght.

As V'Lgid as the s[ed—discipline of the gods, was the discqo[ine
maintained by White Fang amongst his fe”ows. He never allowed
them any [atitude. He compe“ed them to an unremitting respect
for him. They migh’c do as they p[eased amongst themselves. That
was no concern of his. But it was his concern that they leave him
alone in his isolation, get out of his way when he elected to walk
among them, and at all times acknow[edge his mastery over them.
A hint of stgﬂi[eggedness on their part, a [iﬁed [qo or a bristle of
hair, and he would be upon them, merciless and cruel, swiﬁ[y

convincing them of the error of their way.

He was a monstrous tyrant. His mastery was V'Lgid as steel. He

oppressed the weak with a vengeance. Not for nothing had he



been exposed to the piﬁ[ess stmgg[es for ﬁfe in the day of his
cubhood, when his mother and he, alone and unaided, held their
own and survived in the ferocious environment of the Wild. And
not for noth'mg had he learned to walk soﬂly when superior
streng‘th went on. He oppressed the weak, but he Vespected the
strong. And in the course of the long journey with Grey Beaver he
walked soﬁly indeed amongst the fu“—gvown dogs in the camps of

the strange man-animals they encountered.

The months passed by. Still continued the Jjowrney of Grey Beaver.
White Fang’s strength was deve[oped on the [ong hours on trail
and the steady toil at the sled; and it would have seemed that his
mental deve[opment was we[[—nigh complete. He had come to
know quite thoroughly the world in which he lived. His outlook
was bleak and materialistic. The world as he saw it was a ﬁerce
and brutal world, a world without warmth, a world in which
caresses and qﬂecﬁon and the bright sweetnesses of the spirit did

not exist.

He had no aﬁfecﬁon for Grey Beaver. True, he was a god, but a
most savage god. White Fang was g[ad to acknow[edge his
[ovdship, but it was a [ordship based upon superior in‘ce“igence
and brute strength. There was something in the ﬁbve of White
Fang’s being that made his lordship a thing to be desired, else he



would not have come back ﬁfom the Wild when he did to tender
his allegiance. There were deeps in his nature which had never
been sounded. A kind word, a caressing touch of the hand, on the
part of Grey Beaver, migh’c have sounded these deeps; but Grey
Beaver did not caress, nor speak kind words. 1t was not his way.
His primacy was savage, and savage[y he ruled, admlnistering
Justice with a club, punishlng transgression with the pain cyC a
blow, and rewarding merit, not by kindness, but by wi’chho[ding a

blow.

So White Fang knew nothing of the heaven a man’s hand might
contain for him. Besides, he did not like the hands of the man-
animals. He was suspicious of them. 1t was true that they
sometimes gave meat, but more oﬁen they gave hurt. Hands were
things to keep away ﬁfom. They hurled stones, wielded sticks and
clubs and wh'qos, administered s[aps and clouts, and, when they
touched him, were cunning to hurt with pinch and twist and
wrench. n strange vi“ages he had encountered the hands of the
children and learned that they were cruel to hurt. Also, he had
once neaﬂy had an eye poked out on a todd[ing papoose. From
these experiences he became suspicious of all children. He could
not tolerate them. When they came near with their ominous

hands, he got up.



Itwas ina vi“age at the Great Slave Lake, that, in the course of
resenting the evil of the hands of the man-animals, he came to
modify the law that he had learned ﬁrom Grey Beaver: name[y, that
the unpardonab[e crime was to bite one of the gods. In this vi“age,
aﬁer the custom of all dogs in all vanges, White Fang went
foraging, for food. A boy was chopping fvozen moose-meat with
an axe, and the chips were flying in the snow. White Fang, sliding
on n quest of meat, stopped and Ioegan to eat the chips. He
observed the boy [ay down the axe and take up a stout club. White
Fang sprang clear, Just in time to escape the descending blow. The
Iooy pursued him, and he, a stranger in the viﬂage, ﬂed between
two tepees to ﬂnd himself cornered against a high earth bank.

There was no escape for White Fang. The on[y way out was
between the two tepees, and this the Iooy guarded. Holding his
club prepared to strike, he drew in on his cornered quarry. White
Fang was ﬁ,ufious. He faced the ’ooy, brist[ing and snar[ing, his
sense of justice outraged. He knew the law of forage. All the
wastage of meat, such as the ﬁfozen chips, be[onged to the dog that
fownd it. He had done no wrong, broken no law, yet here was this
]ooy preparing to give him a beaﬁng. White Fang scarce[y knew
what happened. He did it in a surge of rage. And he did it so
quickly that the looy did not know either. All the Iooy knew was



that he had in some unaccountable way been overturned into the
snow, and that his club-hand had been V'qoped wide open by White
Fang’s teeth.

But White Fang knew that he had broken the law of the gods. He
had driven his teeth into the sacred ﬂesh of one of them, and could
expect nothing but a most terrible punisnment He ﬂed away to
Grey Beaver, behind whose protecting [egs he crouched when the
bitten Iooy and the Iooy’s fami[y came, demanding vengeance. But
’chey went away with vengeance unsatisﬁed. Grey Beaver defended
White Fang. So did Mit-sah and Kloo-kooch. White Fang,
[istening to the wordy war and watching the angry gestures, knew
that his act was J'usﬂﬁed. And so it came that he learned there
were gods and gods. There were his gods, and there were other
gods, and between them there was a diﬂ'ﬂerence. Justice or injustice,
it was all the same, he must take all things ﬁrom the hands of his
own gods. But he was not compe“ed to take njustice ﬁfom the
other gods. It was his privi[ege to resent it with his teeth. And this

also was a law of the gods.

Before the day was out, White Fang was to learn more about this
law. Mit-sah, alone, gathering ﬁrewood in the forest, encountered
the ]ooy that had been bitten. With him were other Iooys. Hot
words passed. Then all the ’ooys attacked Mit-sah. 1t was going



hard with him. Blows were raining upon him from all sides.
White Fang looked on at ﬁrs’c. This was an aﬁfair of the gods, and
no concern of his. Then he realised that this was Mit-sah, one of
his own particu[ar gods, who was being maltreated. 1t was no
reasoned impulse that made White Fang do what he then did. A
mad rush of anger sent him leap ing in amongst the combatants.
Five minutes later the [andscape was covered with ﬂee'mg boys,
many cf whom dr'qoped blood upon the snow in token that White
Fang’s teeth had not been idle. When Mit-sah told the story in
camp, Grey Beaver ordered meat to be given to White Fang. He
ordered much meat to be given, and White Fang, govged and
s[eepy by the ﬁre, knew that the law had received its veriﬁcaﬂon.

It was in line with these experiences that White Fang came to learn
the law of property and the duty of the defence of property. From
the protection of his god’s body to the protection of his god’s
possessions was a step, and this step he made. What was his god’s
was to be defended against all the world—even to the extent of
]oiting other gods. Not on[y was such an act sacri[egious in its
nature, but it was ﬁfaught with peri[. The gods were aﬂ—powe}ﬁd,
and a dog was no match against them; yet White Fang learned to
face them, ﬁerce [y loe“igerent and unaﬁfaid. Duty rose above fear,
and thievlng gods learned to leave Grey Beaver’s property alone.



One thing, in this connection, White Fang quick[y learnt, and that
was that a thieving god was usua“y a cowavd[y god and prone to
run away at the sounding of the alarm. Also, he learned that but
brief time elapsed between his sounding of the alarm and Grey
Beaver coming to his aid. He came to know that it was not fear of
him that drove the thief away, but fear cf Grey Beaver. White Fang
did not give the alarm by barking. He never barked. His method
was to drive s’craight at the intruder, and to sink his teeth in Lf he
could. Because he was morose and soﬁ’cary, having nothing to do
with the other dogs, he was unusuaﬂy ﬁ’c‘ced to guard his master’s
property; and in this he was encowaged and trained on Grey
Beaver. One result of this was to make White Fang more ferocious

and indomitable, and more soﬁtary.

The months went loy, Ioinding stronger and stronger the covenant
between dog and man. This was the ancient covenant that the ﬁrst
Wo [f that came in ﬁfom the Wild entered into with man. And, like
all succeeding wolves and wild dogs that had done likewise, White
Fang worked the covenant out for himse[f. The terms were simp le.
For the possession of a ﬂesh—and—blood god, he exchanged his own
[iberty. Food and ﬁre, protection and companionship, were some
of the thlngs he received ﬁfom the god. In retwrn, he guarded the
god’s property, defended his body, worked for him, and obeyed



him.

The jpossession of a god impﬁes service. White Fang’s was a service
of duty and awe, but not of love. He did not know what love was.
He had no experience of love. Kiche was a remote memory.
Besides, not on[y had he abandoned the Wild and his kind when
he gave himse[f up to man, but the terms of the covenant were
such that gf ever he met Kiche again he would not desert his god to
go with her. His aUegiance to man seemed somehow a law of his

]oeing greater than the love of [iberty, of kind and kin.

CHAPTER VI—THE FAMINE

The spring of the year was at hand when Grey Beaver ﬁnished his
[ong Jjouwrney. It was Apri[, and White Fang was a year old when he
pu“ed into the home viﬂages and was loosed ﬁrom the harness on
Mit-sah. Though a long way from his ﬁ/L“ gvowth, White Fang,
next to qu—ﬁp, was the [arges’c year[ing in the vange. Both ﬁom
his fa’cher, the wolf, and ﬁfom Kiche, he had inherited stature and
strength, and ahready he was measuring up a[ongs ide the ﬁAU—
grown dogs. But he had not yet grown compact. His Ioody was
slender and rangy, and his stvength more stringy than massive,

His coat was the true wo(f—grey, and to all appearances he was true

wo[f himse[f. The quarter-strain of dog he had inherited ﬁrom



Kiche had left no mark on him physically, though it had played its

part in his mental make-up.

He wandered through the vi“age, recognising with staid
saﬂsfaction the various gods he had known Ioefore the [ong
Journey. Then there were the dogs, puppies growing up like
himse[f, and grown dogs that did not look so [arge and fovmida]ole
as the memory pictures he retained of them. Also, he stood less in
fear of them than former[y, sta[king among them with a certain

careless ease that was as new to him as it was enjoyable.

There was Baseek, a gvizz[ed old fe“ow that in his younger days
had but to uncover his fangs to send White Fang cringing and
crouching to the Vight about. From him White Fang had learned
much of his own insigniﬁcance; and ﬁ'om him he was now to learn
much of the change and deve[opment that had taken p[ace n
himself. While Baseek had been growing weaker with age, White
Fang had been growing stronger with youth.

It was at the cutting-up of a moose, ﬁresh—ki“ed, that White Fang
learned of the changed relations in which he stood to the dog—
world. He had got for himse[f a hoof and part of the shin-bone, to
which quite a bit of meat was attached. Withdrawn ﬁfom the
immediate scramble of the other dogs-—'m fac’c out of sight behind



a thicket—he was devouring his prize, when Baseek rushed in
upon him. Before he knew what he was doing, he had slashed the
intruder twice and sprung clear. Baseek was swqorised on the
other’s temerity and swiftness of attack. He stood, gazing stup id[y
across at White Fang, the raw, red shin-bone between them.

Baseek was old, and ahfeady he had come to know the ncreasing
valour of the dogs it had been his wont to Iouﬂy. Bitter experiences
these, which, pevforce, he swallowed, ca”ing upon all his wisdom to
cope with them. n the old days he would have sprung upon
White Fang ina fwy of Vighteous wrath. But now his waning
powers would not permit such a course. He bristled ﬁerce[y and
looked ominous[y across the shin-bone at White Fang. And White
Fang, resurrecting quite a deal of the old awe, seemed to wilt and
to shrink in upon himse[f and grow small, as he cast about in his

mind for away to beat a retreat not too ing[orious.

And V'Lght here Baseek erred. Had he contented lnimse[f with
[ooking ﬁevce and ominous, all would have been well. White Fang,
on the verge of retreat, would have retreated, [eaving the meat to
him. But Baseek did not wait. He considered the victory ahfeady
his and s’cepped forwavd to the meat. As he bent his head
care[ess[y to smell it, White Fang bristled s[ight[y. Even then it was
not too late for Baseek to retrieve the situation. Had he meve[y



stood over the meat, head up and g[ower'mg, White Fang would
u[ﬁma’ce[y have slunk away. But the ﬁresh meat was strong n

Baseek’s nostrils, and greed wged him to take a bite of it.

This was too much for White Fang. Fresh upon his months of
mastery over his own team-mates, it was loeyond his self-con’tro[ to
stand 'Ldly by while another devoured the meat that be[onged to
him. He struck, aﬁer his custom, without warning. With the ﬁrst
slash, Baseek’s Vight ear was V'Lpped into ribbons. He was
astounded at the suddenness of it. But more things, and most
grievous ones, were happening with equal suddenness. He was
knocked oﬁ his feet. His throat was bitten. While he was
stmgg[lng to his feet the young dog sank teeth twice into his
shoulder. The swiﬁness of it was bewi[dering. He made a fuii[e
rush at White Fang, c['qoping the empty air with an outraged
snap. The next moment his nose was laid open, and he was

staggering backward away ﬁfom the meat.

The situation was now reversed. White Fang stood over the shin-
bone, brisﬂing and menacing, while Baseek stood a little way oﬁ':
preparing to retreat. He dared not risk a ﬁgh‘c with this young
[ightningﬂash, and again he knew, and more Ioitter[y, the
enfee’o[emen’c of oncoming age. His attempt to maintain his

digni’ty was heroic. Calm[y twning his back upon young dog and



shin-bone, as though both were beneath his notice and unworthy
of his consideration, he stalked grand[y away. Nor, until well out
of sight, did he stop to lick his b[eeding wounds.

The eﬂ%et on White Fang was to give him a greater faith in himself,
and a greater pride. He walked less soﬁly among the grown dogs;
his attitude toward them was less compromising. Not that he went
out of his way [ook'mg for trouble. Far ﬁfom it. But upon his way
he demanded consideration. He stood upon his Vight to go his way
unmolested and to give trail to no dog. He had to be taken into
account, that was all. He was no [onger to be disregarded and
ignoved, as was the lot of puppies, and as continued to be the lot Qf
the puppies that were his team-mates. They got out of the way,
gave trail to the grown dogs, and gave up meat to them under
compu[sion. But White Fang, uncompaniona]o le, so[ltavy, morose,
scarce[y [ooking to V'Lght or [eﬁ, redoubtable, foﬂo idding of aspect,
remote and alien, was accepted as an equa[ on his puzz[ed elders.
They quick[y learned to leave him alone, neither venturing hostile
acts nor making overtures of ﬁfiendﬁness. ]fthey [eﬁ: him alone, he
[eﬁ them alone—a state of aﬁcairs that they fownd, aﬁer a few

encounters, to be pre—eminently desirable.

In midsummer White Fang had an experience. Trotting a[ong in

his silent way to investigate a new tepee which had been erected on



the edge of the vange while he was away with the hunters aﬁer
moose, he came ﬁAH upon Kiche. He paused and looked at her. He
remembered her vague [y, but he remembered her, and that was
more than could be said for her. She lifted her ['qo at him in the old
snarl of menace, and his memory became clear. His forgotten
cubhood, all that was associated with that familiar snarl, rushed
back to him. Before he had known the gods, she had been to him
the centre-pin of the universe. The old fami[lav feel'mgs of that
time came back upon him, swfged up within him. He bounded
towards her joyous ly, and she met him with shrewd fangs that laid
his cheek open to the bone. He did not understand. He backed
away, bewildered and puzzled.

But it was not Kiche’s fau[t. A wo [f—mother was not made to
remember her cubs of a year or o before. So she did not
remember White Fang. Hewas a strange animal, an intruder; and
her present litter of pupples gave her the right to resent such

mtrusion.

One of the puppies spvaw[ed up to White Fang. They were half—
brothers, only they did not know it. White Fang sniﬁced the puppy
cuvious[y, whereupon Kiche rushed upon him, gashing his face a

second time. He backed favther away. All the old memories and

associations died down again and passed into the grave ﬁfom



which they had been resurrected. He looked at Kiche licking her
puppy and stopping now and then to snarl at him. She was
without value to him. He had learned to get a[ong without her.
Her meaning was forgo’c’cen. There was no p[ace fov her in his

scheme of ’chings, as there was no p[ace for him in hers.

He was still standing, stupid and bewildered, the memories
forgotten, wondering what it was all about, when Kiche attacked
him a third time, intent on driving him away a[together ﬁfom the
vicinity. And White Fang allowed himse[fto be driven away. This
was a female of his kind, and it was a law of his kind that the
males must not ﬁgh’c the fema[es. He did not know anything
about this law, for it was no genera[isaﬂon of the mind, not a
something acqu'wed on experience of the world. He knew it as a
secret prompting, as an urge of 'mstinct—of the same instinct
that made him howl at the moon and stars of nights, and that

made him fear death and the unknown.

The months went on. White Fang grew stronger, heavier, and
more compact, while his character was developing along the lines
laid down by his heredi’ty and his environment. His heredity was a
[ife—s’cuﬂ that may be likened to c[ay. It possessed many
possi’oiliﬁes, was capa’ole of Ioeing moulded into many diﬁeren’c

forms. Environment served to model the c[ay, to give it a



particular form. Thus, had White Fang never come in to the fires
of man, the Wild would have moulded him into a true wo lf But
the gods had given him a dlﬁerent environment, and he was
moulded into a dog that was rather wo[ﬁsh, but that was a dog

and not a wolf.

And so, according to the clay of his nature and the pressure of his
suwoundings, his character was being moulded into a certain
particu[ar shape. There was no escaping it. He was becoming
more morose, more uncompanionalo le, more so[itary, more
ferocious; while the dogs were [eaming morve and morve that it was
better to be at peace with him than at war, and Grey Beaver was

coming to prize him more great[y with the passage Qf each day.

White Fang, seeming to sum up strength in all his qua[iﬂes,
nevertheless suﬂered from one ’oesetﬁng weakness. He could not
stand ’oeing [aughed at. The [augh’cer of men was a hateﬁd th'mg.
They migh’c [augh among themselves about any’thing t’aey p[eased
except himself, and he did not mind. But the moment [aughter
was turned upon him he would ﬂy into a most terrible rage.
Grave, digniﬁed, sombre, a [augh made him ﬁranﬁc to
ridiculousness. 1t so outraged him and upset him that for hours
he would behave like a demon. And woe to the dog that at such
times ran fou[ of him. He knew the law too well to take it out of



Grey Beaver; behind Grey Beaver were a club and godhead. But
behind the dogs there was nothing but space, and into this space
they flew when White Fang came on the scene, made mad by
laughter.

In the third year of his ﬁfe there came a great famine to the
Mackenzie Indians. n the summer the ﬁsh fai[ed. n the winter
the cariboo forsook their accustomed track. Moose were scarce, the
rabbits almost disappeared, huntmg and preying animals
perished. Denied their usual food—supply, weakened by hunger,
’chey fe“ upon and devoured one another. On[y the strong
survived. White Fang’s gods were a[ways hunﬂng animals. The
old and the weak of them died of hunger. There was wailing in the
vange, where the women and children went without in order that
what little they had might go into the bellies of the lean and
ho”ow—eyed hunters who trod the forest in the vain pursuit of

meat.

To such extremity were the gods driven that they ate the soﬁ—
tanned leather of their mocassins and mittens, while the dogs ate
the harnesses oﬁc their backs and the very whip—[ashes. Also, the
dogs ate one another, and also the gods ate the dogs. The weakest
and the more worthless were eaten ﬂvs’c. The dogs that still lived,
looked on and understood. A few of the boldest and wisest fovsook



the ﬂres of the gods, which had now become a shambles, and ﬂed
into the fores’c, where, in the end, they starved to death or were

eaten by wolves.

In this time of misery, White Fang, too, stole away into the woodls.
He was better ﬁ‘cted for the ['Lfe than the other dogs, for he had the
training Qf his cubhood to guide him. Especia”y adept did he
become in s’ca[king small [iving things. He would lie concealed for
hours, fo”owing every movement of a cautious tree-squiwel,
waiting, with a patience as huge as the hunger he suﬁered ﬁfom,
until the squlwe[ ventured out upon the gvound. Even then,
White Fang was not premature. He waited until he was sure of
striking before the squirre[ could gain a tree—reﬁ,tge. Then, and
not until then, would he ﬂash ﬁfom his hiding—p[ace, a grey

Proj ectile, incredib [y Swiﬁ, never failing its mark—the ﬂeeing
squiwe[ that ﬂed not fast enough.

Successﬁt[ as he was with squiwels, there was one dlﬁficu[’cy that
prevented him ﬁom ﬁving and growing fa’c on them. There were
not enough squiwe[s. So he was driven to hunt still smaller
things. So acute did his hunger become at times that he was not
above rooting out wood-mice ﬁ'om their burrows in the gvound.
Nor did he scorn to do battle with a weasel as hungry as himse[f

and many times more ferocious.



In the worst pinches of the famine he stole back to the ﬁVes of the
gods. But he did not go into the ﬂres. He lurked in the forest,
avoiding discovery and ro]olo'mg the snares at the rare intervals
when game was caught. He even robbed Grey Beaver’s snare of a
rabbit at a time when Grey Beaver staggered and tottered through
the fovest, sitting down oﬁen to vest, what of weakness and cf
shortness of breath.

One day While Fang encountered a young wo b‘: gaunt and
scrawny, [oose—jointed with famine. Had he not been hungry
himse[f, White Fang might have gone with him and eventua”y
fownd his way into the pack amongst his wild brethren. As it was,
he ran the young wo[fdown and killed and ate him.

Fortune seemed to favow him. Always, when hardest pressed for
food, he found something to kill. Again, when he was weak, it was
his luck that none of the [avger preying animals chanced upon
him. Thus, he was strong ﬁ'om the two days’ eating a [ynx had
aﬁcorded him when the hungry wo[f—pack ran fu“ tilt upon him. 1t
was a [ong, cruel chase, but he was better nourished than they, and
in the end outran them. And not on[y did he outrun them, but,
civcﬁng wide[y back on his track, he ga’chered in one of his

exhausted pursuers.



Aﬁer that he left that part cf the country andjoumeyed over to the
valley wherein he had been born. Here, in the old lair, he
encountered Kiche. Up to her old tricks, she, too, had ﬂed the
inhospl’cab le ﬁves of the gods and gone back to her old Veﬁjtge to
give birth to her young. Of this litter but one remained alive when
White Fang came upon the scene, and this one was not destined to

live long. Young life had little chance in such a famine.

Kiche’s greeting of her grown son was anything but :;yﬁcectionate.
But White Fang did not mind. He had outgrown his mother. So
he turned tail philosophicaﬂy and trotted on up the stream. At the

forks he took the twning to the [eﬁ, where he found the lair of the
[ymc with whom his mother and he had fought [ong before. Here,
in the abandoned lair, he settled down and rested for a day.

During the ear[y summer, in the last days of the famine, he met
L'Lp—[ip, who had likewise taken to the woods, where he had eked

out a miserable existence.

White Fang came upon him unexpectedly. Trotting in opposite
directions a[ong the base of a high bluﬁf, ’chey rounded a corner of
rock and found themselves face to face. They paused with instant

alarm, and looked at each other suspieiously.

White Fang was in sp lendid condition. His hunting had been



good, and for a week he had eaten his fill. He was even gorged
ﬁfom his latest kill. But in the moment he looked at L'qo—l'qo his hair
rose on end all along his back. 1t was an involuntary bristling on
his part, the physica[ state that in the past had a[ways
accompanied the mental state produced in him by Llp—[ip’s
Iou“ying and persecution. As in the past he had bristled and
snarled at sigh’c of Llp—ﬁp, so now, and automatica“y, he bristled
and snarled. He did not waste any time. The thing was done
’chorough[y and with despatch. qu—ﬁp essayed to back away, but
White Fang struck him hard, shoulder to shoulder. Llp—[ip was
overthrown and rolled upon his back. White Fang’s teeth drove
into the scrawny throat. There was a dea’ch—stmgg[e, during which
White Fang walked around, sﬁﬁl legged and observant. Then he
resumed his course and trotted on a[ong the base of the Io[uﬁ.

One day, not [ong aﬁer, he came to the edge of the forest, where a
narrow stretch of open land sloped down to the Mackenzie. He
had been over this gvound ]oefore, when it was bare, but now a
vange occup ied it. Still hidden amongst the trees, he paused to
study the situation. Sights and sounds and scents were fami[iar to
him. 1t was the old vi“age changed to a new p[ace. But sights and
sounds and smells were diﬂ'ﬂerent ﬁfom those he had last had when

he ﬂed away ﬁfom it. There was no whimperlng nor wai[ing.



Contented sounds saluted his ear, and when he heard the angry
voice cf a woman he knew it to be the anger that proceeds ﬁfom a
full stomach. And there was a smell in the air of fish. There was
food. The famine was gone. He came out Ioo[d[y ﬁrom the forest
and trotted into camp straight to Grey Beaver’s tepee. Grey Beaver
was not there; but Kloo-kooch welcomed him with g[ad cries and
the whole of a ﬁresh—caugh’c ﬁsh, and he [ay down to wait Grey

Beaver’s coming.

PART 1V

CHAPTER 1—THE ENEMY OF HISKIND

Had there been in White Fang’s nature any possibi[ity, no matter
how remote, of his ever coming to ﬁfatemise with his kind, such
possibi[ity was irretrievab [y destroyed when he was made leader of
the sled-team. For now the dogs hated him—hated him for the
extra meat bestowed upon him loy Mit-sah; hated him for all the
real and fancied favours he received; hated him for that he ﬂed
a[ways at the head of the team, his waving brush of a tail and his
perpetuaﬂy retreating hind—quarters for ever maddening their

eyes.
And White Fang just as Ioi’cter[y hated them back. Being sled-



leader was any‘chlng but graﬂfying to him. To be compe”ed to run
away befove the yeUing pack, every dog cyc which, for three years, he
had thrashed and mastered, was almost more than he could
endure. But endure it he must, or perish, and the [ife that was in
him had no desire to perish out. The moment Mit-sah gave his
order for the start, that moment the whole team, with eager,

savage cries, sprang forward at White Fang.

There was no defence for him. ]fhe twrned upon them, Mit-sah
would throw the stinging lash of the wh'qo into his face. Only
remained to him to run away. He could not encounter that
how[ing hovde with his tail and hind-quarters. These were scarce[y
ﬁt weapons with which to meet the many merciless fangs. So run
away he did, vio[ating his own nature and pride with every [ea]o he
made, and [eaping all day [ong.

One cannot violate the promptings of one’s nature without having
that nature recoil upon itself. Such a recoil is like that of a hair,
made to grow out ﬁfom the body, twning unna’cwa“y upon the
direction of its growth and growing into the ’oody—a Vankﬁng,
fes‘cering thing of hurt. And so with White Fang. Everyurge of his
Ioe'mg impe“ed him to spring upon the pack that cried at his heels,
but it was the will of the gods that this should not be; and behind
the will, to enforce it, was the wh'qo of cariboo—gu’c with its biﬁng



’chhrty—foot lash. So White Fang could on[y eat his heart in
bitterness and deve[op a hatred and malice commensurate with

the ferocity and indomitabi[i‘ty of his nature.

]fever a creature was the enemy of its kind, White Fang was that
creature. He asked no quarter, gave none. Hewas continua“y
marred and scarred loy the teeth of the pack, and as conﬁnua“y he
[eﬁ his own marks upon the pack. Unlike most leaders, who, when
camp was made and the dogs were unhitched, huddled near to the
gods for protection, White Fang disdained such protection. He
walked Iool(ﬂy about the camp, inﬂicﬂng punishment in the night
for what he had suﬁered in the day. In the time before he was
made leader of the team, the pack had learned to get out of his
way. But now it was d@ﬁcerent. Excited on the day— [ong pursuit of
him, Swayed subconscious[y on the insistent iteration on their
brains of the sight of him ﬂeemg away, mastered loy the fee[ing of
mastery enjoyed all day, the dogs could not bring themselves to
give way to him. When he appeared amongst them, there was
a[ways a squabb[e. His progress was marked on snarl and snap
and growl. The very ah%osphere he breathed was surcharged with
hatred and malice, and this but served to increase the hatred and

malice within him.

When Mit-sah cried out his command for the team to stop, White



Fang obeyed. At first this caused trouble for the other dogs. All of
them would spring upon the hated leader on[y to ﬁnd the tables
twrned. Behind him would be Mit-sah, the great whip singing in
his hand. So the dogs came to understand that when the team
stopped by order, White Fang was to be let alone. But when White
Fang stopped without orders, then it was allowed them to spring
upon him and destvoy him Lf ‘chey could. Aﬁer several experiences,
White Fang never stopped without orders. He learned quickly. 1t
was in the nature of things, that he must learn quickly gC he were to

survive the unusua“y severe conditions under which life was

vouchsafed him.

But the dogs could never learn the lesson to leave him alone in
camp. Each day, pursuing him and crying deﬁance at him, the
lesson of the previous night was erased, and that night would have
to be learned over again, to be as immediately forgotten. Besides,
there was a greater consistence in their dislike of him. They sensed
between themselves and him a diﬂ%rence of kind—cause
suﬁcicient n 'Ltse[f for hosti[ity. Like him, ’chey were domesticated
wolves. But they had been domesticated for generations. Much of
the Wild had been lost, so that to them the Wild was the unknown,
the terrible, the ever-menacing and ever warring. But to him, in

appearance and action and lmpu[se, still c[ung the Wild. He



symboﬁsed it, was its pevsoniﬁcatlon: so that when they showed
their teeth to him ’chey were defending themselves against the
powers cf destruction that [urked in the shadows of the fovest and
in the dark beyond the camp—ﬁre.

But there was one lesson the dogs did learn, and that was to keep
‘cogether. White Fang was too terrible for any of them to face
sing[e—handed. They met him with the mass—formaﬁon, otherwise
he would have killed them, one on one, in a night. As it was, he
never had a chance to kill them. He might roll a dog oﬁ its feet,
but the pack would be upon him before he could fo”ow up and
deliver the deadly throat-stroke. At the ﬁrst hint of conﬂict, the
whole team drew together and faced him. The dogs had quarre[s
among themselves, but these were forgotten when trouble was

brewing with White Fang.

On the other hand, try as they would, they could not kill White
Fang. Hewas too quick for them, too formida’o[e, too wise. He
avoided ﬁgh’c places and a[ways backed out of it when they bade
faiv to surround him. While, as fov getting him oﬁ his fee‘c, there
was no dog among them ca}oab le of doing the trick. His fee’c c[ung
to the earth with the same tenacity that he clung to ['Lfe. For that
matter, [ife and fooﬁng were Ssynonymous in this unending
waUCare with the pack, and none knew it better than White Fang.



So he became the enemy of his kind, domesticated wolves that they
were, soﬁened on the ﬂres of man, weakened in the she[tering
shadow of man’s streng’th. White Fang was bitter and implacable.
The clay of him was so moulded. He declared a vendetta against
all dogs. And so terrib [y did he live this vendetta that Grey Beaver,
fierce savage himself, could not but marvel at White Fang'’s
ferocity. Never, he swore, had there been the like of this animal;
and the Indians in strange vi“ages swore likewise when ’chey

considered the tale of his killings amongst their dogs.

When White Fang was near[y ﬁve years old, Grey Beaver took him
on another great journey, and [ong remembered was the havoc he
worked amongst the dogs of the many viﬂages along the
Mackenzie, across the Rockies, and down the Porcupine to the
Yukon. He revelled in the vengeance he wreaked upon his kind.
They were ordinavy, unsuspecting dogs. They were not prepared
for his swiftness and directness, for his attack without warning.
They did not know him for what he was, a [igh’ming-ﬂash of
s[aughter. They bristled up to him, st@ﬁ—[egged and cha”enging,
while he, wasting no time on elaborate pre[iminarles, snapping
into action like a steel spring, was at their throats and destroying
them before they knew what was happening and while they were
yet in the throes of surprise.



He became an adept at fighting. He economised. He never wasted
his streng’th, never tussled. He was in too quick[y for that, and, f
he missed, was out again too quick[y. The dislike of the wolf for
close quarters was his to an unusual degree. He could not endure
a prolonged contact with another ’oody. 1t smacked of danger. It
made him ﬁfan’cic. He must be away, ﬁfee, on his own [egs,
touching no living thing. 1t was the Wild still clinging to him,
asserting itself ’chvough him. This fee['mg had been accentuated by
the Ishmaelite life he had led from his puppyhood. Danger [urked
in contacts. 1t was the trap, ever the trap, the feav of it [urking
deep in the life of him, woven into the fibve of him.

In consequence, the strange dogs he encountered had no chance
against him. He eluded their fangs. He got them, or got away,
himse[f untouched in either event. n the natural course of thlngs
there were exceptions to this. There were times when several dogs,
pi‘cching on to him, punished him befove he could get away; and
there were times when a s'mgle dog scored deeply on him. But
these were accidents. n the main, so e_ﬁricien‘c a ﬁgh’cer had he

become, he went his way unscathed.

Another advantage he possessed was that of cowect[yjudging time
and distance. Not that he did this conscious[y, however. He did

not calculate such things. 1t was all automatic. His eyes saw



cowecﬂy, and the nerves carried the vision cowecﬂy to his brain.
The parts of him were better adjusted than those of the average
dog. They worked ’cogether more smooth[y and steadi[y. His was a
better, far better, nervous, mental, and muscular co-ordination.
When his eyes conveyed to his brain the moving image of an
action, his brain without conscious eﬁbrt, knew the space that
limited that action and the time Vequired for its comp letion. Thus,
he could avoid the [eap cf another dog, or the drive of its fangs,
and at the same moment could seize the lnﬁnitesimal ﬁfacﬁon of
time in which to deliver his own attack. Body and brain, his was a
more pelfected mechanism. Not that he was to be praised fov it.
Nature had been more generous to him than to the average

animal, that was all.

1t was in the summer that White Fang arrived at Fort Yukon. Grey
Beaver had crossed the great watershed between Mackenzie and
the Yukon in the late winter, and spent the spring in hbmting
among the western out(ying Spurs of the Rockies. Then, aﬁer the
break—up of the ice on the Porcupine, he had built a canoe and
padd[ed down that stream to where it eﬁeeted its junction with the
Yukon Jjust under the Artic circle. Here stood the old Hudson’s
Bay Company fort; and here were many Indians, much food, and

unprecedented excitement. 1t was the summer of 1898, and



thousands of gold—hunters were going up the Yukon to Dawson
and the Klondike. Still hundreds of miles fvom their goa[,
nevertheless many of them had been on the way fov a year, and the
least any of them had travelled to get that fav was ﬁve thousand
miles, while some had come from the other side of the world.

Here Grey Beaver stopped. A whisper of the gold—msh had
reached his ears, and he had come with several bales of ﬁufs, and
another of gut-sewn mittens and moccasins. He would not have
ventured so [ong atrip had he not expected generous proﬁts. But
what he had expected was nothing to what he realised. His wildest
dreams had not exceeded a hundred per cent. proﬁt; he made a
thousand per cent. And like a true Indian, he settled down to
trade careﬁt“y and s[ow[y, even 90 it took all summer and the rest
of the winter to dispose of his goods.

1t was at Fort Yukon that White Fang saw his ﬁvst white men. As
compared with the Indians he had known, they were to him
another race of loeings, arace of superior gods. They impvessed
him as jpossessing superior power, and it is on power that godhead
rests. White Fang did not reason it out, did not in his mind make
the sharp generaﬁsaﬂon that the white gods were more ]OOWEIOCM[.
Itwas a feeﬁng, nothing more, and yet none the less potent. As, in

his puppy’nood, the [ooming bulks of the tepees, man-reared, had



aﬂ'ﬂec’ced him as manifestaﬁons of power, so was he aﬂéc’ced now by
the houses and the huge fort all of massive [ogs. Here was power.
Those white gods were strong. They possessed greater mastery
over matter than the gods he had known, most poweUCul among
which was Grey Beaver. And yet Grey Beaver was as a child-god

among these white-skinned ones.

To be sure, White Fang on[y fe[t these things. He was not
conscious of them. Yet itis upon fee[ing, more oﬁen than
‘chinklng, that animals act; and every act White Fang now
pe}formed was based upon the fee[ing that the white men were the
superior gods. In the ﬁrst place he was very suspicious of them.
There was no teUing what unknown terrors were theirs, what
unknown hurts they could administer. He was curious to observe
them, feavﬁd of Ioeing noticed by them. For the ﬁrst few hours he
was content with sl'mk'mg around and wa’cching them ﬁfom a sagce
distance. Then he saw that no harm befe“ the dogs that were near

to them, and he came in closer.

In turn he was an objec’t of great curiosity to them. His wo[ﬁsh
appearance caught their eyes at once, and they pointed him out to
one another. This act of pointing put White Fang on his guard,
and when they tried to approach him he showed his teeth and

backed away. Not one succeeded in [aying a hand on him, and it



was well that they did not.

White Fang soon learned that very few of these gods—not more
than a dozen—Iived at this place. Every two or three days a
steamer (another and colossal manifestaﬂon of power) came into
the bank and stopped for several hours. The white men came ﬁfom
oﬁc these steamers and went away on them again. There seemed
untold numbers of these white men. n the ﬁrst day or 80, he saw
more of them than he had seen Indians in all his [ife; and as the
days went loy they continued to come up the river, stop, and then
go onup the river out of sight.

But gC the white gods were aU—poweI/ﬁAL their dogs did not amount
to much. This White Fang quickly discovered by mixing with
those that came ashore with their masters. They were iwegular
shapes and sizes. Some were short—[egged—too short; others were
[ong—[egged—too [ong. T’aey had hair instead of fw, and a few
had very little hair at that. And none of them knew how to ﬁgh’c.

As an enemy of his kind, it was in White Fang’s province to ﬁgh’c
with them. This he did, and he quick[y achieved fov them a mighty
contempt. They were soft and helpless, made much noise, and
ﬂoundeved around c[umsi[y trying to accomp[ish ’oy main s’cvength
what he accomplished on dex’cerl‘ty and cunning. They rushed



bellowing at him. He sprang to the side. They did not know what
had become of him; and in that moment he struck them on the
shoulder, VoUing them oﬁC their fee’c and deﬁver'mg his stroke at the
throat.

Sometimes this stroke was successﬁtl, and a stricken dog rolled in
the dirt, to be pounced upon and tor to pieces on the pack of
Indian dogs that waited. White Fang was wise. He had long since
learned that the gods were made angry when their dogs were
killed. The white men were no exception to this. So he was
content, when he had overthrown and slashed wide the throat of
one of their dogs, to drop back and let the pack goin and do the
cruel ﬁnishing work. 1t was then that the white men rushed in,
visiting their wrath heavi[y on the pack, while White Fang went
ﬁfee. He would stand oﬁc at a little distance and look on, while
stones, clubs, axes, and all sorts of weapons fe” upon his erows.

White Fang was very wise.

But his fe“ows grew wise in their own way; and in this White Fang
grew wise with them. T’aey learned that it was when a steamer ﬁrst
tied to the bank that they had their ﬁm. Aﬁer the ﬁvst two or
three strange dogs had been downed and des’cvoyed, the white
men hustled their own animals back on board and wrecked savage

vengeance on the oﬁfenders. One white man, having seen his dog,



a setter, torn to pieces bqfore his eyes, drew a revolver. He ﬁved
rap id[y, six times, and six of the pack [ay dead or dying—ano’cher
manifestaﬂon of power that sank deep into White Fang’s

consclousness.

White Fang enjoyed it all. He did not love his kind, and he was
shrewd enough to escape hurt himse[f. At ﬁrst, the ki”lng of the
white men’s dogs had been a diversion. Aﬁer a time it became his
occupation. There was no work for him to do. Grey Beaver was
busy trading and getting wealthy. So White Fang hung around
the [anding with the dlsreputab e gang of Indian dogs, waiting fov
steamers. With the arrival of a steamer the ﬁm began. After a few
minutes, loy the time the white men had got over their surprise, the
gang scattered. The ﬁm was over until the next steamer should

arrive.

But it can scavce[y be said that White Fang was a member of the
gang. He did not mingle with it, but remained aloof, always
himself, and was even feared by it. 1t is true, he worked with it. He
picked the quawe[ with the strange dog while the gang waited.
And when he had overthrown the strange dog the gang went in to
ﬁnish it. Butitis equa”y true that he then withdrew, [eaving the
gang to receive the punishment of the outraged gods.



1t did not require much exertion to pick these quawe[s. All he had
to do, when the strange dogs came ashore, was to show himse[f.
When they saw him they rushed for him. 1t was their instinct. He
was the Wild—the unknown, the terrible, the ever-menacing, the
thing that prowled in the darkness around the fires of the
primeval world when they, cowering close to the fires, were

Veshap ing their instincts, [eaming to fear the Wild out cf which
’chey had come, and which they had deserted and Ioetrayed.
Generation on generation, down all the generations, had this fear
of the Wild been s’camped into their natures. For centuries the
Wild had stood for terror and destruction. And during all this
time ﬁree licence had been theirs, ﬁrom their masters, to kill the
things of the Wild. Tn doing this they had protected both
themselves and the gods whose companionship they shared.

And so, ﬁfesh ﬁfom the soﬁ southern world, these dogs, trotting
down the gang-p lank and out upon the Yukon shore had but to
see White Fang to experience the irresistible impu[se to rush upon
him and destroy him. They might be town-reared dogs, but the
instinctive fear of the Wild was theirs Just the same. Not alone
with their own eyes did they see the wo[ﬁsh creature in the clear
ﬁgh’c of day, standing before them. They saw him with the eyes of
their ancestors, and loy their inherited memory they knew White



Fang for the wo [ﬁ and they remembered the ancient feud.

All of which served to make White Fang’s days enjoyab le. ]fthe
sight Qf him drove these strange dogs upon him, so much the
better for him, so much the worse for them. They looked upon him
as [egiﬂmate prey, and as [egiﬁmate prey he looked upon them.

Not fov no’ching had he ﬁrs’c seen the [ight of day in a lone [y [air
and fought his ﬁrst ﬁghts with the ptarmigan, the weasel, and the
[ynx. And not for nothing had his puppyhood been made bitter
on the persecution of Lip—ﬁp and the whole puppy pack. It might
have been otherwise, and he would then have been otherwise. Had
L'Lp—[ip not existed, he would have passed his puppyhood with the
other puppies and grown up more doglike and with more [iking
for dogs. Had Grey Beaver possessed the plummet of aﬁfecﬁon and
love, he might have sounded the deeps of White Fang’s nature and
Iorought up to the swface all manner of kind[y qualiﬁes. But these
things had not been so. The c[ay of White Fang had been moulded
until he became what he was, morose and [one[y, un[oving and

ferocious, the enemy of all his kind.

CHAPTER I—THE MAD GOD

A small number of white men lived in Fort Yukon. These men had



been [ong in the country. They called themselves Sovur—doughs,
and took great pvide in so classifying themselves. For other men,
new in the land, they fe[’c nothlng but disdain. The men who came
ashore ﬁrom the steamers were newcomers. They were known
asc/zec/zaquos, and they always wilted at the app[icaﬂon of the
name. They made their bread with baking—powder. This was the
invidious distinction between them and the Sow—doughs, who,
forsooth, made their bread ﬁfom sow—dough because they had no
baking-powder.

All of which is neither here nor there. The men in the fort
disdained the newcomers and enjoyed seeing them come to grief.
Especiaﬂy did they enjoy the havoc worked amongst the
newcomers’ dogs loy White Fang and his disreputab le gang. When
a steamer arrived, the men of the fort made it a point always to
come down to the bank and see the ﬁm. They looked forward toit
with as much anticipation as did the Indian dogs, while they were
not slow to appreciate the savage and crafty part p[ayed by White
Fang.

But there was one man amongst them who parﬁcu[arly enj oyed
the sport. He would come running at the ﬁrs’c sound of a
steamboat’s whistle; and when the last ﬁgh’c was over and White
Fang and the pack had scattered, he would retwrn slow[y to the



fort, his face heavy with regret. Sometimes, when a soft southland
dog went down, shrieking its dea’ch—cvy under the fangs of the
pack, this man would be unable to contain himself, and would
[eap into the air and cry out with de[ight. And always he had a
sharp and covetous eye for White Fang.

This man was called “Beauty” by the other men of the fort. No one
knew his ﬁrst name, and in general he was known in the country
as Beauty Smith. But he was anything save a beauty. To antithesis
was due his naming. He was pre—eminent[y unloeautiﬁ,t[. Nature
had been niggard[y with him. He was a small man to ’oegin with;
and upon his meagre ﬁfame was deposited an even more striking[y
meagre head. Tts apex might be likened to a point. In fact, in his
]ooyhood, before he had been named Beauty by his fe”ows, he had
been called “Pinhead.”

Backward, ﬁom the apex, his head slanted down to his neck and
forward it slanted uncompvomising[y to meet a low and
remarkab [y wide forehead. Beginning here, as though regretting
her parsimony, Nature had spread his fea’cwes with a lavish hand.
His eyes were [arge, and between them was the distance of two
eyes. His face, in relation to the rest of him, was prodigious. In
order to discover the necessary area, Nature had given him an

enormous prognathous_jaw. 1t was wide and heavy, and



protmded outward and down until it seemed to rest on his chest.
Possi]o[y this appearance was due to the weariness of the slender

neck, unable proper[y to support so great a burden.

This Jaw gave the Impression of ferocious determination. But
something lacked. Perhaps it was ﬁfom excess. Perhaps thejaw
was too [arge. At any rate, it was a lie. Beauty Smith was known
far and wide as the weakest of weak-kneed and snive“ing
cowards. To comp[ete his description, his teeth were large and
yeﬂow, while the two eye—teeth, [arger than their erows, showed
under his lean [ips like fangs. His eyes were ye“ow and muddy, as
though Nature had run short on pigments and squeezed together
the dregs Qf all her tubes. 1t was the same with his hair, sparse and
iwegular of gvowth, muddy—yeuow and dirty—ye“ow, rising on his
head and sprouting out of his face in unexpected tuﬁs and

bunches, in appearance like c[umped and wind-blown grain.

In short, Beauty Smith was a monstrosity, and the blame of it lay
elsewhere. He was not Vesponsilo[e. The clay of him had been so
moulded in the making. He did the eooking fov the other men in
the foch, the dish—washing and the dmdgery. They did not despise
him. Rather did they tolerate him in a broad human way, as one
tolerates any creature evi“y treated in the mak'mg. Also, t’ney
feaved him. His cowarouy rages made them dread a shot in the



back or poison in their coﬁee. But somebody had to do the
cook'mg, and whatever else his shortcomings, Beauty Smith could

cook.

This was the man that looked at White Fang, de[ighted in his
ferocious prowess, and desired to possess him. He made overtures
to White Fang from the first. White Fang began by ignoring him.
Later on, when the overtures became more insistent, White Fang
bristled and bared his teeth and backed away. He did not like the
man. The fee[ of him was bad. He sensed the evil in him, and
feared the extended hand and the attempts at soﬁ-spoken speech.
Because of all this, he hated the man.

With the simp[er creatures, good and bad are t’nings S'me[y
understood. The good stands for all things that ]oving easement
and sa’cisfacﬁon and surcease from pain. Therefore, the good (s
liked. The bad stands for all things that are ﬁ'aught with
discomfort, menace, and hurt, and is hated accovdingly. White
Fang’s feel of Beauty Smith was bad. From the man’s distorted
body and twisted mind, in occult ways, like mists ris ng ﬁ'om
malarial marshes, came emanations of the unhealth within. Not
on reasoning, not by the ﬁve senses alone, but on other and
remoter and uncharted senses, came the feeﬁng to White Fang

that the man was ominous with evil, pregnant with hwtﬁ,t[ness,



and therefove a ’ching bad, and wise[y to be hated.

White Fang was in Grey Beaver’s camp when Beauty Smith furst
visited it. At the faint sound of his distant feet, before he came in
sight, White Fang knew who was coming and began to bristle. He
had been [ying down in an abandon of comfort, but he arose
quickly, and, as the man arrived, slid away in true wo bc—fashion to
the edge of the camp. He did not know what they said, but he
could see the man and Grey Beaver ta[king together. Once, the
man po'mted at him, and White Fang snarled back as though the
hand were Just descending upon him instead of Ioeing, as it was,
fgcty fee’c away. The man [aughed at this; and White Fang slunk
away to the she[tering woods, his head turned to observe as he
g[lded soﬁ[y over the ground.

Grey Beaver Veﬁtsed to sell the dog. He had grown rich with his
trading and stood in need of no’ching. Besides, White Fang was a
valuable animal, the strongest sled—dog he had ever owned, and
the best leader. Furthermore, there was no dog like him on the
Mackenzie nor the Yukon. He could ﬁgh‘c. He killed other dogs as
easi[y as men killed mosquitoes. (Beau‘ty Smith’s eyes ﬁgh’ced up at
this, and he licked his thin [ips with an eager tongue). No, White

Fang was not for sale at any price.



But Beauty Smith knew the ways of Indians. He visited Grey
Beaver’s camp often, and hidden under his coat was always a black
bottle or so. One of the potencies of whisky is the breeding of
thirst. Grey Beaver got the thirst. His fevered membranes and
burnt stomach Ioegan to clamour for more and more of the
scorching ﬂuld; while his brain, thrust all awry by the unwonted
stimulant, permitted him to go any [ength to obtain it. The money
he had received fov his ﬁJU’S and mittens and moccasins began to
go. ltwent faster and faster, and the shorter his money—sack grew,
the shorter grew his temper.

In the end his money and goods and temper were all gone.
Nothing remained to him but his thirst, a prodigious possession in
itse[f that grew more prodigious with every sober breath he drew.
Then it was that Beauty Smith had talk with him again about the
sale of White Fang; but this time the price oﬁered was in bottles,

not dollars, and Grey Beaver's ears were more eager to hear.
“You ketch um dog you take um all Vight,” was his last word.

The bottles were delivered, but aﬁer two days. “You ketch um
dog,” were Beauty Smith’s words to Grey Beaver.

White Fang slunk into camp one evening and dropped down with
a sigh of content. The dreaded white god was not there. For days



his manifestaﬂons of desire to [ay hands on him had been growing
more insistent, and dwing that time White Fang had been
compe”ed to avoid the camp. He did not know what evil was
threatened by those insistent hands. He knew on[y that ’chey did
threaten evil of some sort, and that it was best for him to keep out

of their reach.

But scarcely had he lain down when Grey Beaver staggered over to
him and tied a leather thong around his neck. He sat down beside
White Fang, ho[ding the end of the thong in his hand. n the

other hand he held a bottle, which, ﬁfom time to time, was inverted

above his head to the accompaniment of gwg[ing noises.

An hour of this passed, when the vibrations of feet in contact with
the gvound foreran the one who approached. White Fang heard it
ﬁrst, and he was Ioris’ding with recognition while Grey Beaver still
nodded stupid[y. White Fang tried to draw the thong soﬁly out of
his master’s hand; but the relaxed ﬁngers closed tighﬂy and Grey

Beaver roused himself.

Beauty Smith strode into camp and stood over White Fang. He
snarled soﬁly up at the th'mg of feav, watching keen[y the
deportmen’c of the hands. One hand extended outward and began
to descend upon his head. His soﬁ snarl grew tense and harsh.



The hand continued slow[y to descend, while he crouched beneath
it, eyeing it maﬁgnan’c[y, his snarl growing shorter and shorter as,
with quickening breath, it approached its culmination. Suddenly
he snapped, striking with his fangs like a snake. The hand was
jerked back, and the teeth came ’cogethev empﬁly with a sharp
click. Beauty Smith was frightened and angry. Grey Beaver
clouted White Fang a[ongside the head, so that he cowered down
close to the earth in Vespectﬁd obedience.

White Fang’s suspicious eyes fo”owed every movement. He saw
Beauty Smith go away and return with a stout club. Then the end
of the thong was given over to him by Grey Beaver. Beauty Smith
started to walk away. The thong grew taut. White Fang resisted
it. Grey Beaver clouted him Vight and leﬁ to make him getup and
fo”ow. He o’oeyed, but with a rush, hw[ing himself upon the
stranger who was dragging him away. Beauty Smith did not Jump
away. He had been waiting for this. He swung the club smartly,
stopping the rush midway and smashing White Fang down upon
the gvound. Grey Beaver [aughed and nodded approva[. Beauty
Smith ﬂgh’cened the thong again, and White Fang crawled [imp[y
and dlzzl[y to his feet.

He did not rush a second time. One smash fvom the club was

suﬁcient to convince him that the white god knew how to handle



it, and he was too wise to ﬁgh’c the inevitable. So he foﬂowed
morose[y at Beauty Smith’s heels, his tail between his [egs, yet
snarling softly under his breath. But Beauty Smith kept a wary eye
on him, and the club was held always ready to strike.

At the fort Beauty Smith [eﬁ him secwfe[y tied and went in to bed.
White Fang waited an hour. Then he app[ied his teeth to the
‘chong, and in the space of ten seconds was ﬁfee. He had wasted no
time with his teeth. There had been no useless gnawing. The
thong was cut across, diagona”y, almost as clean as though done
on a knife. White Fang looked up at the fort, at the same time
]oristﬁng and gvowling. Then he turned and trotted back to Grey
Beaver’s camp. He owed no a”egiance to this strange and terrible
god. He had given himse[f to Grey Beaver, and to Grey Beaver he
considered he still be[onged.

But what had occurred Ioefore was Vepeated—with a diﬁ%rence.
Grey Beaver again made him fast with a thong, and in the
morning turned him over to Beauty Smith. And here was where
the diﬁevenee came in. Beauty Smith gave him a beaﬁng. Tied
secure [y, White Fang could on[y rage fuﬁ[e[y and endure the
punishment Club and whip were both used upon him, and he
experienced the worst beaﬂng he had ever received in his [ife.
Even the Ioig beaﬂng given him in his puppyhood ’oy Grey Beaver



was mild compared with this.

Beauty Smith enjoyed the task. He de[lgh‘ced init. He gloated over
his victim, and his eyes ﬂamed duﬂy, as he swung the whip or club
and listened to White Fang’s cries of pain and to his help less
bellows and snarls. For Beauty Smith was cruel in the way that
cowards are cruel. Cringing and sniveuing himself before the
blows or angry speech of aman, he Vevenged himse[f, in turn,
upon creatures weaker than he. All [@fe likes power, and Beauty
Smith was no exception. Denied the exjpression of power amongst
his own kind, he feu back upon the lesser creatures and there
vindicated the [ife that was in him. But Beauty Smith had not
created himself, and no blame was to be attached to him. He had
come into the world with a twisted loody and a brute lnte”igence.
This had constituted the clay of him, and it had not been k'mo”y
moulded on the world.

White Fang knew why he was being beaten. When Grey Beaver
tied the thong around his neck, and passed the end of the thong
into Beauty Smith’s keeping, White Fang knew that it was his god’s
will for him to go with Beauty Smith. And when Beauty Smith left
him tied outside the fovt, he knew that it was Beauty Smith’s will
that he should remain there. Therefove, he had diso]oeyed the will
of both the gods, and earned the consequent punishment. He had



seen dogs change owners in the past, and he had seen the
runaways beaten as he was belng beaten. He was wise, and yet in
the nature of him there were fovces greater than wisdom. One of
these was ﬁde[ity. He did not love Grey Beaver, yet, even in the face
of his will and his anger, he was fai’chﬁd to him. He could not he[p
it. This faithfulness was a quality of the clay that composed him.

It was the quali‘cy that was pecu[iaﬂy the possession of his kind; the
quaﬁty that set apart his species ﬁrom all other species; the quaﬁty
that has enabled the wolf and the wild dog to come in ﬁfom the

open and be the companions ofman.

After the beaﬂng, White Fang was dragged back to the fort. But
this time Beauty Smith left him tied with a stick. One does not give
up a god easi[y, and so with White Fang. Grey Beaver was his own
particu[ar god, and, in spite of Grey Beaver’s will, White Fang still
c[ung to him and would not give him up. Grey Beaver had
]oetrayed and forsaken him, but that had no ejfect upon him. Not
for nothing had he surrendered himse[f ’oody and soul to Grey
Beaver. There had been no reservation on White Fang’s part, and

the bond was not to be broken easi[y.

So, in the night, when the men in the fort were as[eep, White Fang
app[ied his teeth to the stick that held him. The wood was
seasoned and dry, and it was tied so c[osely to his neck that he



could scarce[y get his teeth to it. 1t was on[y on the severest
muscular exertion and neck—arching that he succeeded in getting
the wood between his teeth, and bare[y between his teeth at that;
and it was on[y by the exercise of an immense patience, extending
’chvough many hours, that he succeeded in gnawing through the
stick. This was some’ch'mg that dogs were not supposed to do. 1t
was unprecedented. But White Fang did it, trotting away ﬁfom the
fort in the ear[y morning, with the end of the stick hang'mg to his

Yl€Cl’{.

He was wise. But had he been mere[y wise he would not have gone
back to Grey Beaver who had a[ready twice betrayed him. But
there was his faithﬁ,dness, and he went back to be Ioetrayed yet a
third time. Again he yielded to the tying of a thong around his
neck by Grey Beaver, and again Beauty Smith came to claim him.

And this time he was beaten even more severe[y than Ioefore.

Grey Beaver looked on sto[id[y while the white man wielded the
whip. He gave no protection. 1t wasno [ongev his dog. When the
Ioeaﬂng was over White Fang was sick. A soft southland dog
would have died under it, but not he. His school of life had been
sterner, and he was himself of sterner stuﬁc. He had too great
vita[i’cy. His clutch on ﬁfe was too strong. But he was very sick. At
ﬁrst he was unable to dvag himse[f a[ong, and Beauty Smith had to



wait half-an-hour for him. And then, blind and reeling, he
fo[[owed at Beauty Smith’s heels back to the fort.

But now he was tied with a chain that deﬁed his teeth, and he
strove in vain, by [unging, to draw the stap e ﬁfom the timber into
which it was driven. Aﬁer a few days, sober and bankmpt, Grey
Beaver departed up the Porcupine on his [ongjoumey to the
Mackenzie. White Fang remained on the Yukon, the property of a
man more than ha[f mad and all brute. But what is a dog to know
in its consciousness of madness? To White Fang, Beauty Smith
was a veritable, gf terrible, god. He was a mad god at best, but
White Fang knew no’ching of madness; he knew on[y that he must

submit to the will of this new master, oloey his every whim and

fancy .
CHAPTER TN—THE REIGN OF HATE

Under the tutelage of the mad god, White Fang became a ﬁend.
He was kept chained in a pen at the rear of the fort, and here
Beauty Smith teased and irritated and drove him wild with petty
torments. The man eav[y discovered White Fang’s susceptiloiﬁty to
[aughter, and made it a point aﬁer painfuﬂy trick'mg him, to [augh
at him. This laugh’cev was uproarious and scomﬁd, and at the

same time the god pointed his ﬁnger derisive[y at White Fang. At



such times reason ﬂed ﬁfom White Fang, and in his transports of

rage he was even more mad than Beauty Smith.

Former[y, White Fang had been merely the enemy of his kind,
withal a ferocious enemy. Henow became the enemy of all things,
and more ferocious than ever. To such an extent was he
tormented, that he hated b[ind[y and without the famtest spark of
reason. He hated the chain that bound him, the men who peered
in at him through the slats of the pen, the dogs that accompanied
the men and that snarled maﬁgnanﬂy at him in his he[p lessness.
He hated the very wood of the pen that conﬁned him. And, ﬁrst,
last, and most of all, he hated Beauty Smith.

But Beauty Smith had a purpose in all that he did to White Fang.
One day a number of men gathered about the pen. Beauty Smith
entered, club in hand, and took the chain oﬁ ﬁ'om White Fang’s
neck. When his master had gone out, White Fang twrned loose
and tore around the pen, trying to get at the men outside. He was
magngficenﬂy terrible. Fuﬂy ﬁve feet n [engt’n, and standing two
and one-ha[f fee’c at the shoulder, he fav outwe 'Lghed awo lf of
cowesponding size. From his mother he had inherited the heavier
proportions of the dog, so that he weighed, without any fat and
without an ounce of su]oe}ﬂuous ﬂes’a, over ninety pounds. It was

all muscle, bone, and sinewfighting ﬂesh in the ﬁnes’c condition.



The door of the pen was being opened again. White Fang paused.
Something unusual was happening. He waited. The door was
opened wider. Then a huge dog was thrust inside, and the door
was slammed shut behind him. White Fang had never seen such a
dog (it was a masﬂﬁ); but the size and ﬁerce aspect of the intruder
did not deter him. Here was some th'mg, not wood nor iron, upon
which to wreak his hate. He leaped in with a ﬂash of fangs that
V'qoped down the side of the masﬁﬁ’ sneck. The mas’ciﬁ shook his
head, growled hoarse[y, and plvmged at White Fang. But White
Fang was here, there, and everywhere, always evading and e[uding,
and always [eaping in and s[ash'mg with his fangs and [eaplng out

aga'm in time to escape punis hment.

The men outside shouted and app lauded, while Beauty Smith, in
an ecstasy Qf de[ight, gloated over the ripping and mangﬁng
pe}formed loy White Fang. There was no hope for the mastﬁ ﬁfom
the ﬁrst. He was too ponderous and slow. n the end, while Beauty
Smith beat White Fang back with a club, the mastﬁ was dragged
out on its 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 ga’chering of the
men around his pen. It meant a ﬁght; and this was the only way

that was now vouchsafed him of expressing the [ife that was in



him. Tormented, incited to hate, he was kep’c aprisoner so that
there was no way of saﬁsﬁ/ing that hate except at the times his
master saw fit to put another dog against him. Beauty Smith had
estimated his powers well, for he was invariably the victor. One
day, three dogs were turned in upon him in succession. Another
day a ﬁtﬂ—grown wo[ﬁ ﬁresh—caught ﬁrom the Wild, was shoved in
’cnvough the door of the pen. And on still another day two dogs
were set against him at the same time. This was his severest ﬁgn’c,
and though in the end he killed them both he was himse[f half
killed in doing it.

In the faﬂ of the year, when the ﬁrst SNows were fa”ing and mush-
ice was running in the river, Beauty Smith took passage for himself
and White Fangona steamboat bound up the Yukon to Dawson.
White Fang had now achieved a reputation in the land. As “the
Fighting Wo[f’ " he was known far and wide, and the cage in which
he was kept on the steam-boat’s deck was usua“y surrounded on
curious men. He Vaged and snarled at them, or [ay quiet[y and
studied them with cold hatred. Why should he not hate them? He
never asked nlmse[fthe question. He knew on[y hate and lost
h'wnse[f in the passion of it. Life had become a hell to him. He had
not been made for the close conﬁnement wild beasts endure at the

hands of men. And yet it was in precise[y this way that he was



treated. Men stared at him, poked sticks between the bars to make
him snarl, and then [aughed at him.

They were his environment, these men, and they were mou[ding
the clay of him into a more ferocious thing than had been
intended loy Nature. Nevertheless, Nature had given him
p[asﬂcity. Where many another animal would have died or had its
spirit broken, he adjusted himse[f and lived, and at no expense of
the spirit. Possib [y Beauty Smith, arch—ﬁend and tormentor, was
capab e of break'mg White Fang’s spirit, but as yet there were no
signs of his succeeding.

DCBeau’ty Smith had in him a devil, White Fang had another; and
the two of them Vaged against each other unceasingly. In the days
Ioefore, White Fang had had the wisdom to cower down and
submit to a man with a club in his hand; but this wisdom now left
him. The mere sight of Beauty Smith was suﬁcient to send him
nto transports of fwy. And when they came to close quarters,
and he had been beaten back ’oy the club, he went on grow[ing and
snarling, and showing his fangs. The last growl could never be
extracted ﬁ'om him. No matter how ’cewi’oly he was beaten, he had
a[ways another grow[; and when Beauty Smith gave up and
withdrew, the deﬁant gvow[ fo“owed aﬁer him, or White Fang
sprang at the bars of the cage ’oe”owing his hatred.



When the steamboat arrived at Dawson, White Fang went ashore.
But he still lived a pubﬁc [ife, in a cage, surrounded by curious
men. He was exhibited as “the Fighting Wolf,” and men paid fifty
cents in gold dust to see him. He was given no rest. Did he lie
down to s[eep, he was stirred up by a sharp stick—so that the
audience migh’c get its money’s worth. In order to make the
exhibition nteresting, he was kep’c n a rage most of the time. But
worse than all this, was the atmosphere in which he lived. He was
Vegarded as the most feavall of wild beasts, and this was borne in
to him t’mfough the bars of the cage. Every word, every cautious
action, on the part of the men, impressed upon him his own
terrible feroci‘ty. 1t was so much added fule[ to the ﬂame of his
ﬁerceness. There could be but one result, and that was that his
ferocity fed upon itself and increased. 1t was another instance cf
the plasﬁci‘ty of his c[ay, cf his capacity for being moulded ’oy the

pressure of environment.

In addition to being exhibited he was a professiona[ ﬁghﬂng
animal. At iwegular intervals, whenever a ﬁgh’c could be awanged,
he was taken out of his cage and led oﬁc into the woods a few miles
ﬁfom town. Usua”y this occurred at night, so as to avoid
intelference ﬁrom the mounted po[lce of the Territory. Aﬁer a few
hours of waiting, when day[lght had come, the audience and the



dog with which he was to ﬁgnt arrived. n this manner it came
about that he fought all sizes and breeds of dogs. It was a savage

land, the men were savage, and the ﬁghts were usuaiiy to the

death.

Since White Fang continued to ﬁght, it is obvious that it was the
other dogs that died. He never knew defeat. His eariy training,
when he fought with Lip—tip and the whole puppy—pack, stood him
in good stead. There was the tenacity with which he ciung to the
earth. No dog could make him lose his footing. This was the
favowfite trick of the woif breeds—to rush in upon him, either
directiy or with an unexpected swerve, in the hope of striking his
shoulder and overthrowing him. Mackenzie hounds, Eskimo and
Labrador dogs, huskies and Malemutes—all tried it on him, and
all faiied. He was never known to lose his footing. Men told this to
one another, and looked each time to see it happen; but White
Fang atways disappointed them.

Then there was his iigiatning quickness. It gave him a tremendous
advantage over his antagonists. No matter what their figiating
experience, tiaey had never encountered a dog that moved so
swiftiy as he. Also to be reckoned with, was the immediateness of
his attack. The average dog was accustomed to the pveiiminavies

of snariing and ioristiing and growiing, and the average dog was



knocked oﬁf his feet and ﬁnished before he had Ioegvm to ﬁgh’t or
recovered ﬁrom his surprise. So cﬁen did this happen, that it
became the custom to hold White Fang until the other dog went
’chvough its pveliminaries, was good and Veady, and even made the
ﬁrst attack.

But greatest of all the advantages in White Fang’s favowf, was his
experience. He knew more about ﬁghﬂng than did any of the dogs
that faced him. He had fought more ﬁghts, knew how to meet
more tricks and methods, and had more tricks himse[f, while his

own method was scarcely to be improved upon.

As the time went on, he had fewer and fewer ﬁghts. Men
despaired of matching him with an equa[, and Beauty Smith was
compeued to pit wolves against him. These were trapped by the
Indians for the purpose, and a ﬁgh’c between White Fang and a
wolf was a[ways sure to draw a crowd. Once, a fuﬂ—gvown female
[ynx was secured, and this time White Fang fough’c for his [ife.
Her quickness matched his; her feroci’ty equa”ed his; while he
foug’nt with his fangs alone, and she fought with her sharp—c[awed
feet as well.

But aﬁer the [ymc, all ﬁghﬁng ceased fov White Fang. There were

no more animals with which to ﬁght-—at least, there was none



considered worthy of fighting with him. So he remained on
exhibition until spring, when one Tim Keenan, a faro—dealer,
arvived in the land. With him came the first bull-dog that had
ever entered the Klondike. That this dog and White Fang should
come ’cogether was inevitable, and fov a week the anﬁcipa’ced ﬁgh’c
was the mainspring of conversation in certain quarters cf the

town.

CHAPTER TV—THE CLINGING DEATH
Beau’ty Smith s[qoped the chain ﬁ/‘OWL his neck and stepped back.

For once White Fang did not make an immediate attack. He stood
still, ears pricked forward, alert and curious, surveying the strange
animal that faced him. He had never seen such a dog before. Tim
Keenan shoved the bull-dog forward with a muttered “Go to it.”
The animal waddled toward the centre of the circle, short and
squat and unga'mly. He came to a stop and blinked across at

White Fang.

There were cries ﬁfom the crowd of, “Go to him, Cherokee! Sick 'm,

’”

Cherokee! Eat’'m up

But Cherokee did not seem anxious to ﬁght. He turned his head
and blinked at the men who shouted, at the same time wagging his



stump of a tail good—natwedly. He was not aﬁfaid, but mere[y
[azy. Besides, it did not seem to him that it was intended he
should ﬁgh’c with the dog he saw befove him. He was not used to
ﬁghﬂng with that kind of dog, and he was waiting fov them to
bring on the real dog.

Tim Keenan stepped in and bent over Cherokee, fond[ing him on
both sides of the shoulders with hands that rubbed against the
grain of the hair and that made s[ight, pushing—forward
movements. These were so many suggestions. Also, their eﬁéc’c
was irritating, for Cherokee began to gvow[, very soﬁ[y, deep down
in his throat. There was a cowespondence in Vhythm between the
grow[s and the movements of the man’s hands. The growl rose in
the throat with the culmination of each forward-pushing
movement, and ebbed down to start up aﬁfesh with the beginning
of the next movement. The end of each movement was the accent
of the Vhythm, the movement ending a’omptly and the grow[ing

rising with a ] erk.

This was not without its eﬁcec‘c on White Fang. The hair began to
rise on his neck and across the shoulders. Tim Keenan gave a ﬁna[
shove forward and stepped back again. As the impetus that
carried Cherokee forward died down, he continued to go fovward
of his own volition, in a swiﬁ, bow—legged run. Then White Fang



struck. A cry of startled admiration went up. He had covered the
distance and gone in more like a cat than a dog; and with the

same cat-like swyjmess he had slashed with his fangs and leaped

C [e ar.

The ’ou”—dog was b[eeding back of one ear ﬁom arip in his thick
neck. He gave no sign, did not even snarl, but turned and fo”owed
aﬁer White Fang. The disp[ay on both sides, the quickness of the
one and the steadiness of the other, had excited the partisan spirit
of the crowd, and the men were making new bets and ncreasing
original bets. Again, and yet again, White Fang sprang in,
slashed, and got away untouched, and still his strange foe fo”owed
aﬁer him, without too great haste, not s[ow[y, but de[iloerate[y and
determined[y, in a businesslike sort of way. There was purpose in
his method—something for him to do that he was intent upon
do'mg and ﬁfom which nothing could distract him.

His whole demeanour, every action, was stam]oed with this
purpose. It puzzled White Fang. Never had he seen such a dog. It
had no hair protection. 1t was soﬁ, and bled easi[y. There was no
thick mat of fw to Ioaﬁqe White Fang’s teeth as ’chey were oﬁen
Ioaﬁqed by dogs of his own breed. Each time that his teeth struck
they sank easi[y into the yie[ding ﬂesh, while the animal did not
seem able to defend itself. Another disconcerﬁng thing was that it



made no outcry, such as he had been accustomed to with the other
dogs he had fough’c. Beyond a growl or a grunt, the dog took its
punishment si[enﬂy. And never did it ﬂag in its pursuit of him.

Not that Cherokee was slow. He could turn and whirl swlﬁ[y
enough, but White Fang was never there. Cherokee was puzz[ed,
too. He had never fought loefore with a dog with which he could
not close. The desire to close had always been mutual. But here
was a dog that kept at a distance, danc'mg and dodging here and
there and all about. And when it did get its teeth into him, it did
not hold on but let go 'mstantly and darted away again.

But White Fang could not get at the soft underside of the throat.
The ’ou”—dog stood too short, while its massive Jaws were an added
protection. White Fang darted in and out unscathed, while
Cherokee’s wounds increased. Both sides of his neck and head
were V'Lpped and slashed. He bled ﬁfee[y, but showed no signs of
Ioe'mg disconcerted. He continued his p[odding pursuit, though
once, fov the moment Ioaﬁqed, he came to a ﬁAl stop and blinked at
the men who looked on, at the same time wagging his stump of a
tail as an exjpression of his wi“ingness to ﬁgh‘c.

In that moment White Fang was in upon him and out, in passing

ripping his trimmed remnant of an ear. With a s(ight



manifestation of anger, Cherokee took up the pursuit again,
running on the inside of the circle White Fang was making, and
striving to fasten his deadly grip on White Fang’s throat. The bull-
dog missed toy a hair's-breadth, and cries of praise went up as
White Fang doubled suatdenty out of otanger in the opposite

direction.

The time went toy. White Fang still danced on, dodg'mg and
doutottng, teap ng in and out, and ever tnﬂicting otamage. And
still the toutt—otog, with grim certitude, toiled aﬁer him. Sooner or
later he would accompttsh his purpose, get the grip that would win
the battle. In the meantime, he accepted all the punishment the
other could deal him. His tufts of ears had become tassels, his
neck and shoulders were slashed in a score of ptaces, and his very
ttps were cut and toteedtng—att ﬁfom these tightning snaps that
were toeyonot his foveseetng and guarottng.

Time and again White Fang had attempted to knock Cherokee oﬂ
his feet; but the dﬁerence in their heig’nt was too great. Cherokee
was too squat, too close to the gvound. White Fang tried the trick
once too oﬁen. The chance came in one of his qutck dout)ttngs and
counter—circtings. He caught Cherokee with head turned away as
he whirled more stowty. His shoulder was exposed. White Fang

drove in upon it: but his own shoulder was high above, while he



struck with such fovce that his momentum carried him on across
over the other’s body. For the first time in his fighting history,
men saw White Fang lose his footing. His body twrned a half-
somersault in the air, and he would have landed on his back had
he not twisted, catlike, still in the air, in the eﬁbrt to br'mg his fee’c
to the earth. Asitwas, he struck heavi[y on his side. The next
instant he was on his feet, but in that instant Cherokee’s teeth

closed on his throat.

It was not a good grip, ’oeing too low down toward the chest; but
Cherokee held on. White Fang sprang to his feet and tore wi[d[y
around, trying to shake oﬁ the buﬂ-dog’s body. It made him
ﬁfantic, this c[inging, draggmg weight. 1t bound his movements,
restricted his ﬁreedom. 1t was like the trap, and all his instinct
resented it and revolted againstit. ltwasa mad revolt. For several
minutes he was to all intents insane. The basic [ife that was in him
took charge of him. The will to exist of his body surged over him.
He was dominated on this mere ﬂesh— love of [ife. All inte”lgence
was gone. It was as though he had no brain. His reason was
unseated by the blind yearning of the ﬂesh to exist and move, at all
hazards to move, to continue to move, for movement was the

expression of its existence.

Round and round he went, whirling and twning and revers ng,



trying to shake cﬁ the fgcty—pound weight that dragged at his
throat. The bu“—dog did little but keep his grip. Sometimes, and
rare [y, he managed to get his feet to the earth and for a moment to
brace himself against White Fang. But the next moment his
fooﬁng would be lost and he would be dragging around in the
whirl of one of White Fang’s mad gyrations. Cherokee identified
himself with his instinct. He knew that he was doing the right
’ching by ho[ding on, and there came to him certain b(issfu[ thrills
of saﬁsfacﬁon. At such moments he even closed his eyes and
allowed his body to be hurled hither and thither, willy-nilly,
careless of any hurt that migh’c thereby come to it. That did not
count. The grip was the thing, and the grip he kep’c.

White Fang ceased on[y when he had tired himself out. He could
do no’ching, and he could not understand. Never, in all his
ﬁghﬂng, had this thing happened. The dogs he had fought with
did not ﬁght that way. With them it was snap and slash and get
away, snap and slash and get away. He [ay partly on his side,
panting for breath. Cherokee still ho[ding his grip, wged against
him, trying to get him over enﬁre[y on his side. White Fang
resisted, and he could feel thejaws shiﬁing their grip, sﬁghﬂy
Ve[axing and coming together again in a chewing movement. Each

shlﬁ brought the grip closer to his throat. The bul[—dog’s method



was to hold what he had, and when opportunity favowfed to work
in for more. Opportunity favoured when White Fang remained

quiet. When White Fang s’cmgg[ed, Cherokee was content mere [y
to hold on.

The ’ou[glng back of Cherokee’s neck was the on[y portion of his
loody that White Fang’s teeth could reach. He got hold toward the
base where the neck comes out ﬁfom the shoulders; but he did not
know the chewing method of ﬁghting, nor were his Jaws adapted
toit. He spasmodicauy Vipped and tore with his fangs for a space.
Then a change in their position diverted him. The ’ou“—dog had
managed to roll him over on his back, and still hanging on to his
throat, was on top of him. Like a cat, White Fang bowed his hind-
quarters in, and, with the fee’c digging into his enemy’s abdomen
above him, he Ioegan to claw with [ong tearlng—strokes. Cherokee
might well have been disembowelled had he not quick[y pivoted on
his grip and got his body oﬁ of White Fang’s and at Vight ang[es to
it.

There was no escaping that grip. ltwas like Fate 'Ltselﬁ and as
inexorable. S[owly it shiﬂed up along the_jugu[ar. All that saved
White Fang ﬂom death was the loose skin of his neck and the
thick ﬁuf that covered it. This served to form a [arge roll in
Cherokee’s mouth, the fw of which we“—nigh deﬁed his teeth. But



bit by bit, whenever the chance oﬁered, he was getting more of the
loose skin and fur in his mouth. The result was that he was slowly
throttling White Fang. The latter’s breath was drawn with greater
and greater diﬁqcu[‘ty as the moments went loy.

It began to look as though the battle were over. The backers of
Cherokee waxed jubilant and offered ridiculous odds. White
Fang’s backers were cowespondingly depressed, and Veﬁtsed bets
of ten to one and twenty to one, though one man was rash enough
to close a wagey of fgcty to one. This man was Beauty Smith. He
took a step into the ring and pointed his ﬁnger at White Fang.
Then he loegan to [augh derlsive[y and scomﬁt“y. This produced
the desired eﬁect White Fang went wild with rage. He called up
his reserves of strength, and ga'med his feet. As he stmggled
around the ring, the fgcty pounds of his foe ever dragging on his
throat, his anger passed on into panic. The basic life of him
dominated him again, and his inte“igence ﬂed chore the will of
his ﬂesh to live. Round and round and back again, stum’o[ing and
fa”ing and rising, even uprearing at times on his h'md—[egs and
ﬁﬁmg his foe clear of the earth, he stmggled va'm[y to shake oﬁc the
c[inging death.

At last he fe“, toppl'mg backward, exhausted; and the Iou”—dog
prompﬂy shiﬁed his grip, getting in closer, mangling more and



more of the fw—fo [ded ﬂes h, ’chvott[lng White Fang more severe[y
than ever. Shouts of app lause went up for the victor, and there
were many cries of “Cherokee!” “Cherokee!” To this Cherokee
Vesponded by vigorous wagging of the stump of his tail. But the
clamour of approva[ did not distract him. There was no
sympatheﬁc relation between his tail and his massive Jjaws. The
one migh’c wag, but the others held their terrible grip on White
Fang’s throat.

1t was at this time that a diversion came to the spectators. There
was a | ing[e of bells. Dog—mushers’ cries were heard. Evevybody,
save Beauty Smith, looked apprehens ive[y, the fear of the po[ice
strong upon them. But they saw, up the trail, and not down, two
men running with sled and dogs. They were evident[y coming
down the creek ﬁfom some prospecting trip. At sight of the crowd
’chey stopped their dogs and came over andjoined it, curious to see
the cause of the excitement. The dog—musher wore a moustache,
but the other, a taller and younger man, was smooth-shaven, his

skin rosy ﬁfom the pound'mg of his blood and the running in the
ﬁfos’cy air.

White Fang had pracﬁca”y ceased stmggling. Now and again he
resisted spasmodica”y and to no purpose. He could get little air,
and that little grew less and less under the merciless grip that ever



tightened. In spite of his armour of ﬁ/ur, the great vein of his throat
would have long since been torn open, had not the ﬂrst grip of the
Iou“—dog been so low down as to be pracﬁca”y on the chest. 1t had

taken Cherokee a long time to shiﬁ that grip vqoward, and this had
also tended ﬁ/u'thev to c[og his Jaws with ﬁ:ﬂ" and skin—fold.

In the meantime, the a]oysma[ brute in Beauty Smith had been
rising into his brain and mastering the small bit of sanity that he
possessed at best. When he saw White Fang’s eyes beginning to
g[aze, he knew loeyond doubt that the ﬁgh’c was lost. Then he
broke loose. He sprang upon White Fang and Ioegan savage[y to
kick him. There were hisses ﬁfom the crowd and cries of protest,
but that was all. While this went on, and Beauty Smith continued
to kick White Fang, there was a commotion in the crowd. The tall
young newcomer was forcing his way through, shoulderlng men
V'Lght and leﬁ without ceremony or genﬂeness. When he broke
’chrough into the ring, Beauty Smith was Just in the act of
de[ivering another kick. All his weight was on one foot, and he was
in a state of unstable equi[ilorium. At that moment the newcomer’s
ﬁst landed a smashing blow ﬁA” in his face. Beauty Smith’s
remaining leg [eﬁ the gvound, and his whole body seemed to [iﬁ
into the air as he turned over backward and struck the snow. The

newcomer turned upon the crowd.



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

Hewas in arage himsebc—a sane rage. His grey eyes seemed
metallic and steel-like as they ﬂashed upon the crowd. Beauty
Smith Vegalned his feet and came toward him, snlﬁ[ing and
coward[y. The new-comer did not understand. He did not know
how abject a coward the other was, and thought he was coming
back intent on ﬁghﬂng. So, with a “You beast!” he smashed Beauty
Smith over backward with a second blow in the face. Beauty Smith
decided that the snow was the safest p[ace for him, and [ay where
he had faﬂen, maklng no eﬁ’ort to get up.

“Come on, Matt, lend a hand,” the newcomer called the dog—
musher, who had fo“owed him into the ring.

Both men bent over the dogs. Matt took hold of White Fang, Veady
to pull when Cherokee’s jaws should be loosened. This the younger
man endeavoured to accomplish on clu’cching the bu“dog’sjaws in
his hands and trying to spvead them. 1t was a vain undertaking.
As he pu“ed and ’tugged and wrenched, he kept exc[aiming with
every expu[s ion of breath, “Beasts!”

The crowd Ioegan to grow unm[y, and some of the men were
protesting against the spoi['mg of the sport; but they were silenced

when the newcomer (gcted ,/llS headﬁom hlS WOV’({fOV a moment



and g[ared at them.
“You damn beasts!” he ﬁna”y exploded, and went back to his task.

“It’s no use, Mr. Scott, you can't break 'm apart that way,” Matt
said at last.

The pair paused and SLLWGYGO{ the locked dogs.

“Ain’t bleedin’ much,” Matt announced. “Ain’t got all the way in

”»

yet.

“But he’s liable to any moment,” Scott answered. “There, did you

see that! He shy:ted his grip ina bit.

The younger man’s excitement and apprehens lon fov White Fang
was growing. He struck Cherokee about the head savage[y again
and again. But that did not loosen the Jaws. Cherokee wagged the
stump of his tail in advertisement that he understood the meaning
of the blows, but that he knew he was himse[f in the righ‘c and only
do'mg his du’ty ’oy keep ng his grip.

“Won'’t some of you he[p?” Scott cried despem’ce[y at the crowd.

But no he[p was oﬁered. Instead, the crowd Ioegan sarcasticauy to

cheer him on and showered him with facetious advice.



“You!'ll have to get apry,” Matt counselled.

The other reached into the holster at his hip, drew his revolver, and
tried to thrust its muzzle between the bu”—dog’s jaws. He shoved,
and shoved hard, till the grating of the steel against the locked
teeth could be dist'mctly heard. Both men were on their knees,
]oend'mg over the dogs. Tim Keenan strode into the ring. He
paused beside Scott and touched him on the shoulder, saying

ominous [y:
“Don’t break them teeth, stranger.”

“Then Tll break his neck,” Scott retorted, continuing his shoving

and wedging with the revolver muzzle.

“ said don’t break them teeth,” the favo—dea[er Vepeated more

ominously than before.

But gc it was a b[uﬂ he intended, it did not work. Scott never
desisted from his e]fforts, though he looked up coko and asked:

“Your dog?”
The faro-dea[er gmn’ced.

“Then get in here and break this grip.”



“Well, stranger,” the other drawled iwitaﬁngly, “I don’t mind
’ce“'mg you that’s some’ching 1 ain’t worked out for myse[f. 1 don’t
know how to turn the trick.”

“Then get out of the way,” was the rep ly, “and don’t bother me. 'm
busy.

»

Tim Keenan continued standing over him, but Scott took no
fwther notice of his presence. He had managed to get the muzzle
in between the_jaws on one side, and was trying to get it out
between the Jjaws on the other side. This accomplished, he pvied
genﬂy and careﬁt”y, [oosening the Jaws a bit at a time, while Matt,
a bit at a time, extricated White Fang’s mang[ed neck.

“Stand on to receive your dog,” was Scott’s peremptory order to

Cherokee’s owner.

The faro—dealer s’cooped down obedien’c[y and gota ﬁrm hold on
Cherokee.

“Now!” Scott warned, giving the ﬁna[ pry.
The dogs were drawn apart, the bu“—dog stmgg[ing vigorous [y.

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



White Fang made several ineffectual efforts to get up. Once he
gained his feet, but his legs were too weak to sustain him, and he
s[owly wilted and sank back into the snow. His eyes were ha[f
closed, and the suvface of them was glassy. His jaws were apart,
and t’mfough them the tongue protmded, draggled and [imp. To
all appearances he looked like a dog that had been strang[ed to
death. Matt examined him.

“lust about all in,” he announced; “but he’s breathin’ all Vight.”

Beau’ty Smith had Vega'med his feet and come over to look at White
Fang.

“Matt, how much is a good s[ed-dog worth?” Scott asked.

The dog—musher, still on his knees and s‘cooped over White Fang,

calculated fov a moment.

“Three hundred dollars,” he answered.

“And how much for one that’s all chewed up like this one?” Scott
asked, nudging White Fang with his foo’c.

“Ha[fof that,” was the dog—mushev’sjudgment Scott turned upon
Beauty Smith.

“Did you hear, Mr. Beast? 'm going to take your dog ﬁfom you,



and 'm going to give you a hundred and fgcty for him.”
He opened his pocket—loook and counted out the bills.

Beauty Smith put his hands behind his back, reﬁtsing to touch the
proﬁfeved money.

“l ain’t a-sellin’,” he said.

“Oh, yes you are,” the other assured him. “Because I'm louylng.

Here’s your money. The dog’s mine.”
Beauty Smith, his hands still behind him, began to back away.

Scott sprang toward him, dvawing his ﬁst back to strike. Beauty

Smith cowered down in anticipation of the blow.
“I've got my Vigh’cs,” he whimpered.

“You've foﬁei’ced your Vights to own that dog,” was the rej oinder.
“Are you going to take the money? or do 1 have to hit you again?”

“All Vight,” Beauty Smith spoke up with the a[acrity of fear. “But 1
take the money under protest,” he added. “The dog’s amint. 1
ain’t a-goin’ to be robbed. A man’s got his V'Lghts.”

“Correct,” Scott answered, passing the money over to him. “A

man’s got his Vights. But you're not a man. You're a beast.”



“Wait ill 1 get back to Dawson,” Beauty Smith threatened. “Tll

have the law on you.”

“]fyou open your mouth when you get back to Dawson, I'll have

you run out of town. Understand?”

Beauty Smith replied with a grunt.

“Understand?” the other thundered with abrupt fierceness.
“Yes,” Beauty Smith gmn’ced, shr'mking away.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, sir,” Beauty Smith snarled.

“Look out! He'll bite!” some one shouted, and a guﬁfaw of laugh’cev

went up.

Scott turned his back on him, and retwrned to he[p the dog—

musher, who was working over White Fang.

Some of the men were ahfeady departing; others stood in groups,
[ooking on and ta[king. 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—dealev demanded.

“Oh, one of them crackeljack minin’ experts. He’s in with all the
]oig lougs. ]fyou want to keep out of trouble, you’” steer clear of
him, that’s my talk. He'’s all hbmky with the ojﬁcia[s. The Gold

Commissioner’s a specia[ pal of his.”

“ thoug’nt he must be somebody,” was the faro—dealev’s comment.

“That’s why ] kep’c my hands oﬂ?en him at the start.”

CHAPTER V—THE INDOMITABLE

“Its hopeless,” Weedon Scott confessed.

He sat on the step of his cabin and stared at the dog—musher, who
Vesponded with a shmg that was equaﬂy hope[ess.

Together t’aey looked at White Fang at the end of his stretched
chain, ’ovist[ing, snar[ing, ferocious, straining to get at the sled-
dogs. Having received sundry lessons ﬁfom Matt, said lessons
Ioe'mg imparted by means of a club, the s[ed—dogs had learned to
leave White Fang alone; and even then ’chey were lying down at a

distance, apparenﬂy oblivious of his existence.

“It's awo [f and there’s no taming it,” Weedon Scott announced.



“Oh, 1 don’t know about that,” Matt objec’ted. “Might be a lot of
dog in’m, for all you can tell. But there’s one ’ching 1 know sure,

an’ that there’s no gettin’ away ﬁrom.”

The dog—musher paused and nodded his head conﬁdentia”y at
Moosehide Mountain.

“Well, don’t be a miser with what you know,” Scott said sharpl :
aﬁev waiting a suitable [ength of time. “Spit it out. What is it?”

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

“Wo[f or dog, it’s all the same—he’s ben tamed ’Veady.”
“NO ! ”»

“©tell you yes, an’ broke to harness. Look close there. D'ye see

them marks across the chest?”

“You're vight, Matt. He was a s[ed-dog before Beauty Smith got
hold of him.”

“And there’s not much reason against his bein’ a sled—dog again.”

“What d’ye think?” Scott querled eager[y. Then the hope died
down as he added, shaking his head, “We've had him two weeks



now, and Lf any’ching he’s wilder than ever at the present moment.”
“Give 'm a chance,” Matt counselled. “Twrn 'm loose for a spe“.”
The other looked at him incredulous[y.

“Yes,” Matt went on, “1 know you've tried to, but you didn’t take a
club.”

“You try it then.”

The dog—musher secured a club and went over to the chained
animal. White Fang watched the club aﬁer the manner of a caged
lion watching the whip of its trainer.

“See 'm keep his eye on that club,” Matt said. “That’s a good sign.
He’s no foo[. Don’t dast tackle me so long as | got that club

handy. He’s not clean crazy, sure.”

As the man’s hand appvoached his neck, White Fang bristled and
snarled and crouched down. But while he eyed the approaching
hand, he at the same time contrived to keep track of the club in the
other hand, suspended threateningly above him. Matt unsnapped
the chain ﬁfom the collar and stepped back.

White Fang could scavcely realise that he was ﬁree. Many months
had gone by since he passed into the possession of Beauty Smith,



and in all that pertod he had never known a moment cf freedorn
except at the times he had been loosed to ﬂgnt with other dogs.
]rnrnediatety aﬁer such ﬁgnts he had atways been imprisoned

again.

He did not know what to make of it. Perhaps some new devttry of
the gods was about to be perpetrated on him. He walked stowty
and cauttousty, prepared to be assailed at any moment. He did
not know what to do, it was all so unprecedented. He took the
precaution to sheer OJT frorn the two watcning gods, and walked
careﬁttty to the corner of the cabin. Notning happened. He was
ptainty perptexed, and he came back again, pausing a dozen feet
away and regarding the two men tntentty.

“Won’t he run away?” his new owner asked.

Matt shrvtgged his shoulders. “Got to take a garnbte. Onty way to
ﬁnd out is to ﬁnd out.”

“Poor devil,” Scott murmured pttylngty. “What he needs is some
show of human kindness,” he added, twrning and going into the

cabin.

He came out with a piece of meat, which he tossed to White Fang.
He sprang away frorn it, and ﬁforn a distance studied it



suspicious [y.
“Hi-yu, Major!” Matt shouted waming(y, but too late.

Major had made a spring for the meat. At the instant his Jjaws
closed on it, White Fang struck him. He was overthrown. Matt
rushed in, but quickev than he was White Fang. Major staggeved
to his fee‘c, but the blood spouting ﬁom his throat reddened the

snow in a widening path.
“It’s too bad, but it served him Vight,” Scott said hasﬁ[y.

But Matt’s foot had ahfeady started on its way to kick White Fang.
There was a leap, a ﬂash of teeth, a sharp exclamation. White
Fang, snav[ing ﬁerce[y, scrambled backward fov several yavds,

while Matt stooped and lnvestigated his leg.

“He got me all Vight,” he announced, pointing to the torn trousers

and undercloths, and the growing stain of red.

“I told you it was hope[ess, Matt,” Scott said in a discowaged
voice. “I've thoug’nt about it oﬁ and on, while not wanting to think
of it. But we've come to it now. 1t’s the on[y thing to do.”

As he talked, with reluctant movements he drew his revolver, threw

open the cy['mder, and assured himself of its contents.



“Look here, Mr. Scott,” Matt objec’ced; “that dog’s ben through
hell. You can’t expect 'm to come out a white an’ shinin’ angel.

Give 'm time.”
“Look at Major,” the other rejo'med.

The dog—mus’nev swfveyed the stricken dog. He had sunk down on
the snow in the circle of his blood and was pla'mly in the last gasp.

“Served 'm righ‘c. You said so yowrse[f, Mr. Scott. He tried to take
White Fang’s meat, an’ he’s dead-O. That was to be expected. ]
wouldn’t give two whoops in hell for a dog that wouldn’t ﬁgh’c for

his own meat.”

“But look at yowse[f, Matt. 1t’s all V'Lght about the dogs, but we

must draw the line somewhere.”

“Served me Vight,” Matt argued stubloomly. “What'd 1 want to
kick 'm for? You said yowfse[f that he’d done Vight. Then 1 had no
V'Lght to kick 'm.”

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

“Now look here, Mr. Scott, give the poor devil a ﬁgh’cin’ chance. He
ain’t had no chance yet. He’s just come t’mrough hell, an’ this is the

ﬁrst time he’s ben loose. Give 'm a fa'ur chance, an’ gC he don’t



deliver the goods, Pl kill 'm mysetf. There!”

“God knows 1 don’t want to kill him or have him killed,” Scott
answered, putting away the revolver. “We'll let him run loose and

see what kindness can do for him. And here’s a try at it.”

He walked over to White Fang and began tatktng to him gentty
and soottaingty.

“Better have a club hanoty,” Matt warned.

Scott shook his head and went on trying to win White Fang’s

C onﬁotenc e.

White Fang was suspicious. Something was impending. He had
killed this god’s otog, bitten his companion god, and what else was
to be expected than some terrible punishment? But in the face of
it he was indomitable. He bristled and showed his teeth, his eyes
vigitant, his whole toooty wary and preparect for anything. The goot
had no club, so he suﬁereot him to approach quite near. The god’s
hand had come out and was otescendtng upon his head. White
Fang shrank together and grew tense as he crouched under it.
Here was danger, some treachery or something. He knew the
hands of the goots, their proved mastery, their cunning to hurt.
Besides, there was his old antipathy to toetng touched. He snarled



more menacing[y, crouched still lower, and still the hand
descended. He did not want to bite the hand, and he endured the
peril of it until his instinct surged up in him, mastering him with

its insatiable yearning for life.

Weedon Scott had believed that he was quick enough to avoid any
snap or slash. But he had yet to learn the remarkable quickness of
White Fang, who struck with the certainty and swiftness of a coiled

sSha ke .

Scott cried out sharply with surprise, catching his torn hand and
holding it tighﬂy in his other hand. Matt uttered a great oath and
sprang to his side. White Fang crouched down, and backed away,
Ior[st[ing, showing his fangs, his eyes ma[ignant with menace. Now
he could expect a ’oeaﬁng as feavﬁd as any he had received from
Beauty Smith.

“Here! What are you doing?” Scott cried sudden[y.
Matt had dashed into the cabin and come out with a Viﬂe.

“Nothin’,” he said s[ow[y, with a careless calmness that was

assumed, “on[y goin’ to keep that promise | made. 1reckon it's up
to me to kill 'm as1said I'd do.”

“No you don’t!”



“Yes 1 do. Watch me.”

As Matt had p(eaded for White Fang when he had been bitten, it

was now Weedon Scott’s turn to p[ead.

“You said to give him a chance. Well, give it to him. We've only
Just started, and we can’t quit at the Ioeginning. 1t served me Vlgla‘c,
this time. And—Ilook at him!”

White Fang, near the corner of the cabin and forty feet away, was
snarling with b[ood—cwdﬁng viciousness, not at Scott, but at the

dO g-mus ”1€T.

“Well, 'll be everlastingly gosh-swoggled!” was the dog-musher’s

expression of astonishment.

“Look at the inte“igence of him,” Scott went on hasti[y. “He knows
the meaning of ﬁrearms as well as you do. He's got 'm‘ce“igence

and we've got to give that inteulgence a chance. Put up the gun.”

“All Vig’n‘c, I'mwillin’,” Matt agveed, [eaning the V'Lﬂe against the
woodpi[e.

“But will you look at that!” he exclaimed the next moment.

White Fang had quieted down and ceased snar[ing. “This is worth
investigatin’. Watch.”



Matt, reached fov the V'Lﬂe, and at the same moment White Fang
snarled. He s’cepped away ﬁrom the Viﬂe, and White Fang’s ﬁﬁed
[ips descended, covering his teeth.

“Now, just for ﬁm. ”

Matt took the Viﬂe and Ioegan s[ow[y to raise it to his shoulder.
White Fang’s snarﬁng Ioegan with the movement, and increased as
the movement appvoached its culmination. But the moment
Ioefore the Viﬂe came to a level on him, he [eaped sidewise behind
the corner of the cabin. Matt stood staring a[ong the sights at the
empty space of snow which had been occup ied on White Fang.

The dog-musher put the Viﬂe down solemn[y, then twrned and
looked at his emp [oyer.

“l agree with you, Mr. Scott. That dog’s too in’ce”igent to kill.”

CHAPTER VI—THE LOVE-MASTER

As White Fang watched Weedon Scott approach, he bristled and
snarled to advertise that he would not submit to punishment
Twenty—four hours had passed since he had slashed open the hand
that was now Ioandaged and held up by a s[ing to keep the blood
out of it. nthe past White Fang had expevienced delayed



punishments, and he apprehended that such a one was about to
befall him. How could it be otherwise? He had committed what
was to him sacvitege, sunk his fangs into the hoty ﬂesh of a goot,
and of a white-skinned superior goot at that. n the nature of
things, and of intercourse with gods, something terrible awaited

him.

The god sat down several feet away. White Fang could see nothing
dangerous in that. When the gods administered punishment they
stood on their tegs. Besides, this god had no club, no whip, no
ﬁrearm. And ﬁufthermore, he himseif was ﬁfee. No chain nor stick
bound him. He could escape into safety while the god was

scrambting to his feet. In the meantime he would wait and see.

The gooi remained quiet, made no movement; and White Fang’s
snarl siowty dwindled to a growi that ebbed down in his throat
and ceased. Then the god spohe, and at the fivst sound of his
voice, the hair rose on White Fang’s neck and the growt rushed up
in his throat. But the gooi made no hostile movement, and went on
catmty tathing. For a time White Fang gvowteot in unison with
him, a cowespondence of Vhythm ioeing established between growt
and voice. But the god talked on interminaioty. He talked to
White Fang as White Fang had never been talked to before. He
talked soﬂiy and soothingty, with a gentieness that somehow,



somewhere, touched White Fang. In spite of himse[f and all the
pricking warnings of his instinct, White Fang began to have
conﬁdence in this god. He had a feeﬁng of security that was belied

by all his experience with men.

After a (ong time, the god got up and went into the cabin. White
Fang scanned him apprehensively when he came out. He had
neither whip nor club nor weapon. Nor was his univy'w’ed hand
behind his back hiding something. He sat down as ’oefore, in the
same spot, several fee’c away. He held out a small piece of meat.
White Fang pricked his ears and invesﬂga’ced it susp 'Lcious[y,
managing to look at the same time both at the meat and the god,
alert for any overt act, his loody tense and Veady to spring away at
the ﬁrst sign of hostl[ity.

Still the punishment de[ayed. The god mere[y held near to his
nose a piece of meat. And about the meat there seemed no’ching
wrong. Still White Fang suspected; and though the meat was
proﬂered to him with short nviting thrusts of the hand, he
Veﬁtsed to touch it. The gods were all-wise, and there was no
‘ce“ing what mastevﬁtl ’creachery lurked behind that apparent[y
harmless piece of meat. In past experience, especia”y n deaﬁng
with squaws, meat and punishment had oﬁen been disastrous [y
related.



In the end, the goat tossed the meat on the snow at White Fang’s
feet. He smelled the meat caveﬁ,ttty; but he did not look at it.
While he smelled it he kept his eyes on the god. Nothing
happened. He took the meat into his mouth and swallowed it.
Still nothtng happeneot. The god was actuatty oﬁering him
another piece of meat. Again he Vefulseat to take it fvom the hand,
and again it was tossed to him. This was Vepeateot a number of
times. But there came a time when the goot VeﬁAsed to toss it. He
kept it in his hand and steadfastty proﬁfered (t.

The meat was good meat, and White Fang was hungvy. Bit toy bit,
inﬁnitety cautious, he approached the hand. At last the time came
that he decided to eat the meat ﬁfom the hand. He never took his
eyes ﬁfom the god, thmsting his head forward with ears ﬂattened
back and hair 'anotuntarity rising and cresting on his neck. Also a
low growt rumbled in his throat as warning that he was not to be
triﬂed with. He ate the meat, and nothing happened. Piece toy
piece, he ate all the meat, and notning happened. Still the
punishment otetayed.

He licked his chops and waited. The god went on tatking. In his
voice was ktndness—sometntng of which White Fang had no
experience whatever. And within him it aroused feettngs which he

had likewise never expevienced Ioefore. He was aware of a certain



strange satisfaction, as thovign some need were iaeing gratiﬁed, as
tnovign some void in his ioeing were being ﬁiied. Then again came
the prod of his instinct and the warning of past experience. The
gods were ever crafty, and they had vinguessed ways of attaining
their ends.

Ah, he had thought so! There it came now, the god’s hand,
cunning to hurt, timfusting out at him, descending upon his head.
But the god went on taiking. His voice was soft and soothing. In
spite of the menacing hand, the voice inspired conﬁdence. And in
spite of the assuring voice, the hand inspired distrust. White Fang
was torn ioy conﬂicting feeiings, impuises. 1t seemed he would ﬂy
to pieces, so terrible was the control he was exerting, hoiding
together ioy an unwonted indecision the counter—forces that

stmggied within him for mastery.

He compromised. He snarled and bristled and ﬂattened his ears.
But he neither snapped nor sprang away. The hand descended.
Nearer and nearer it came. 1t touched the ends of his upstanding
hair. He shrank down under it. 1t foiiowed down aﬁer him,
pressing more ctoseiy against him. Siarinking, almost shivering, he
still managed to hold himseif together. 1t was a torment, this hand
that touched him and violated his instinct. He could not forget n
a day all the evil that had been wrought him at the hands of men.



But it was the will of the god, and he strove to submit.

The hand [iﬁed and descended again in a patting, caressing
movement. This continued, but every time the hand [gcted, the hair
[gcted under it. And every time the hand descended, the ears
ﬂattened down and a cavernous gvow[ swged in his throat. White
Fang gvow[ed and growled with insistent warning. By this means
he announced that he was prepared to retaliate fov any hurt he
might receive. There was no teUing when the god’s ulterior motive
might be disclosed. At any moment that soﬁ, conﬁdence—insp ring
voice might break forth in a roar of wrath, that gentle and
caressing hand transform 'Ltse[f into a vice-like grip to hold him

help less and administer punis hment.

But the god talked on soﬂ[y, and ever the hand rose and fe” with
non-hostile pats. White Fang ex]oerienced dual fee[ings. It was
distasteﬁtl to his instinct. 1t restrained him, opposed the will of
him toward personal [i’oerty. And yet it was not phys 'Lcaﬂy
painﬁd. On the contrary, it was even p[easant, na physical way.
The patting movement slow[y and caveﬁt“y changed toa mb]o'mg
of the ears about their bases, and the physica[ pleasuve even
increased a little. Yet he continued to fear, and he stood on guard,
expectant of unguessed evil, altemately suﬂering and enjoying as

one fee[ing or the other came uppermost and swayed him.



“Well, 'll be gosh-swoggled!”

So spoke Matt, coming out of the cabin, his sleeves rolled up, apan
of dirty dish-water in his hands, arrested in the act of emptying
the pan loy the sight of Weedon Scott patting White Fang.

At the instant his voice broke the silence, White Fang [eaped back,

snarﬁng savagely at him.
Matt Vegarded his employer with grieved disapprova[.

“]fyou don’t mind my expressin’ my fee['m’s, Mvr. Scott, I'll make
free to say you're seventeen kinds of a damn fool an’ all of "em

diﬁfevent, an’ then some.”

Weedon Scott smiled with a superior air, galned his feet, and
walked over to White Fang. He talked sooth'mg[y to him, but not
for [ong, then s[owly put out his hand, rested it on White Fang’s
head, and resumed the intermpted patting. White Fang endured
it, keep ng his eyes ﬁxed susp icious[y, not upon the man that
patted him, but upon the man that stood in the doorway.

“You may be a number one, tip-top minin’ expert, all Vight all
V'Lght,” the dog—musher delivered himse[f oracularly, “but you
missed the chance of your [ife when you was a Iooy an’ didn’t run

oﬁf an’ join a circus.”



White Fang snarled at the sound of his voice, but this time did not
[eap away ﬁfom under the hand that was caress ng his head and
the back of his neck with [ong, soothlng strokes.

It was the beginning of the end for White Fang—the endlng of
the old [ife and the reign Qf hate. A new and incomprehensi]o [y
fa'wer life was dawning. It Vequired much thinking and endless
patience on the part of Weedon Scott to accomp[ish this. And on
the part of White Fang it Vequired notning less than a revolution.

He had to ignore the urges and promptings of instinct and reason,
de_ﬁ/ experience, give the lie to [ife 'Ltse[f.

L'Lfe, as he had known it, not on[y had had no place in it for much
that he now did; but all the currents had gone counter to those to
which he now abandoned h'urnself. In short, when all things were
considered, he had to achieve an orientation far vaster than the
one he had achieved at the time he came vo[untan[y n ﬁ'om the
Wild and accepted Grey Beaver as his lord. At that time he was a
mere puppy, soft ﬁovn the making, without fown, Veady for the
thumb of circumstance to Ioegin its work upon him. But now it
was d'gﬁrerent The thumb of circumstance had done its work only
too well. By it he had been fowned and hardened into the F'Lghﬁng
Wolf, ﬁerce and imp[aca’o le, un[oving and unlovable. To
accomp[isn the change was like a Veﬂux of ’oeing, and this when



the plasﬁci‘ty of you’ch was no [onger his; when the ﬁbre of him had
become tougn and knot‘ty; when the warp and the woof of him had
made cf him an adamantine texture, harsh and unyie[ding; when
the face of his spirit had become iron and all his instincts and
axioms had cvysta”ised into set rules, cautions, dislikes, and

desires.

Yet again, in this new orientation, it was the thumb of
circumstance that pressed and prodded him, soﬁening that which
had become hard and remou[ding it into fairer form. Weedon
Scott was in truth this thumb. He had gone to the roots of White
Fang’s nature, and with kindness touched to life potencies that
had languished and weU—nigh pensned. One such potency

was love. 1t took the p[ace of like, which latter had been the highest
fee[ing that thrilled him in his intercourse with the gods.

But this love did not come in a day. It Ioegan with like and out of it
s[owly deve[oped. White Fang did not run away, though he was
allowed to remain loose, because he liked this new god. This was
certain[y better than the [ife he had lived in the cage of Beauty
Smith, and it was necessary that he should have some god. The
[ovdship of man was a need of his nature. The seal of his
dependence on man had been set upon him in that early day when

he turned his back on the Wild and crawled to Grey Beaver’s fee‘c



to receive the expected beat'mg. This seal had been stamped upon
him again, and ineradicab [y, on his second return ﬁfom the Wild,
when the long famine was over and there was ﬁsh once more in the

vi“age of Grey Beaver.

And so, because he needed a god and because he preferred
Weedon Scott to Beauty Smith, White Fang remained. n
acknow[edgment of fealty, he proceeded to take upon himsebc the
guardianship of his master’s property. He prow(ed about the
cabin while the s[ed—dogs s[ept, and the ﬁrst night—visitor to the
cabin fought him off with a club until Weedon Scott came to the
rescue. But White Fang soon learned to diﬁcerenﬂate between
thieves and honest men, to appraise the true value of step and
carriage. The man who travelled, [oud—stepping, the direct line to
the cabin door, he let a[one—though he watched him vigi[anﬂy
until the door opened and he received the endorsement of the
master. But the man who went soﬁ[y, by circuitous ways, peering
with caution, seeklng aﬁer secrecy—that was the man who
received no suspension of judgment ﬁfom White Fang, and who
went away abmpt[y, huwiedly, and without dignity.

Weedon Scott had set himse[f the task of Vedeeming White Fang
—or rather, of Vedeeming mankind ﬁfom the wrong it had done
White Fang. 1t was a matter of pvincip[e and conscience. He fe[t



that the ill done White Fang was a debt incurred by man and that
it must be paid. So he went out of his way to be especia“y kind to
the Fighting Wolf. Each day he made it a point to cavess and pet
White Fang, and to do it at [engtn.

At ﬁrst suspicious and hostile, White Fang grew to like this
petting. But there was one thing that he never outgvew—his
growling. Growl he would, ﬁom the moment the petting began till
it ended. But it was a growl with a new note in it. A stranger
could not hear this note, and to such a stranger the gvow[ing of
White Fang was an exhibition of prlmordia[ savagery, nerve-
Vacking and Io[ood—cwdﬁng. But White Fang’s throat had become
harsh—ﬁbred ﬁfom the making of ferocious sounds thvough the
many years since his ﬁrst little rasp of anger in the lair of his
cubhood, and he could not soﬁen the sounds of that throat now to
express the gentleness he fe[t. Nevertheless, Weedon Scott’s ear
and syvnpathy were ﬁne enough to catch the new note all but
drowned in the ﬁerceness—the note that was the faintest hint of a

croon of content and that none but he could hear.

As the days went on, the evolution of like into lovewas accelerated.
White Fang himse[fbegan to grow aware of it, though in his
consciousness he knew not what love was. 1t manifested i’cself to

him as a void in his Ioeing—a hungry, aching, yearning vo id that



clamoured to be ﬁ”ed. It was a pain and an unrest; and it received
easement on[y loy the touch cf the new god’s presence. At such
times love was Joy to him, a wild, keen—thrl“ing sa’cisfac’cion. But
when away ﬁfom his god, the pain and the unrest returned; the
void in him sprang up and pressed against him with its emptiness,

and ’che hunger gnawed and gnawed unceas'mgly.

White Fang was in the process of ﬁnd'mg himse[f. In spite of the
maturity of his years and of the savage Vigidity of the mould that
had formed him, his nature was undergo ng an expansion. There
was a burgeoning within him of strange fee[ings and unwonted
impu[ses. His old code of conduct was changing. In the past he
had liked comfort and surcease ﬁfom pain, disliked dlscomfort
and pain, and he had adjusted his actions according[y. But now it
was d'gﬁ%rent. Because of this new fee[ing within him, he thtimes
elected discomfort and pain fov the sake of his god. Thus, in the
ear[y morning, instead of roaming and foraging, or lying na
sheltered nook, he would wait for hours on the cheerless cabin-
stoop for a sight of the god’s face. At night, when the god returned
home, White Fang would leave the warm s[eeping—p[ace he had
burrowed in the snow in order to receive the ﬁfiend[y snap of
ﬁngers and the word of greeting. Meat, even meat itse[f, he would

forego to be with his god, to receive a caress ﬁfom him or to



accompany him down into the town.

Like had been rep laced on love. And love was the p[ummet
dropped down into the deeps of him where like had never gone.
And responsive out of his deeps had come the new thing—[ove.
That which was given unto him did he return. This was a god
indeed, a [ove-god, a warm and radiant god, in whose light White

Fang’s nature expanded as aﬂower expands I/U’ldCY ’che sun.

But White Fang was not demonstrative. He was too old, too ﬁrm[y
moulded, to become adept at expressing himself in new ways. He
was too self—possessed, too s‘crong[y poised in his own isolation.
Too [ong had he cultivated reticence, alooﬁqess, and moroseness.
He had never barked in his [ife, and he could not now learn to
bark a welcome when his god approached. He was never in the
way, never extravagant nor fooﬁsh in the exjpression of his love.

He never ran to meet his god. He waited at a distance; but he
a[ways waited, was always there. His love partook of the nature of
worship, dumb, inarticulate, a silent adoration. Only ’oy the steady
Vegavd of his eyes did he exjpress his love, and on the unceasing
fo“owing with his eyes of his god’s every movement. Also, at times,
when his god looked at him and spoke to him, he Ioetrayed an
awhkward self—consciousness, caused by the s‘cmgg[e of his love to
express itse[fand his physica[ ina’oi[i‘ty to express it.



He learned to adjus’c himse[f n many ways to his new mode of [ife.
It was borne in upon him that he must let his master’s dogs alone.
Yet his dominant nature asserted itself, and he had ﬂrst to thrash
them into an acknow[edgment of his superiority and [eadership.
This accomplished, he had little trouble with them. They gave trail
to him when he came and went or walked among them, and when

he asserted his will they o]oeyed.

In the same way, he came to tolerate Matt—as a possession of his
master. His master Varely fed him. Matt did that, it was his
business; yet White Fang divined that it was his master’s food he
ate and that it was his master who thus fed him vicarious[y. Matt
it was who tried to put him into the harness and make him haul
sled with the other dogs. But Matt fai[ed. 1t was not until Weedon
Scott put the harness on White Fang and worked him, that he
understood. He took it as his master’s will that Matt should drive
him and work himjus’c as he drove and worked his master’s other

dogs.

D iﬁ%rent from the Mackenzie toboggans were the Klondike sleds
with runners under them. And diﬂéren’c was the method of
driving the dogs. There was no fan—formaﬁon of the team. The
dogs worked in single ﬁle, one behind another, hau[ing on double
traces. And here, in the Klondike, the leader was indeed the



leader. The wisest as well as strongest dog was the leader, and the
team obeyed him and feared him. That White Fang should
quickly gain this post was inevitable. He could not be satlsﬁed
with less, as Matt learned aﬁev much inconvenience and trouble.
White Fang picked out the post for himself, and Matt backed his
judgment with strong [anguage aﬁer the experiment had been
tried. But, though he worked in the sled in the day, White Fang
did not forego the guarding of his master’s property in the night.
Thus he was on du‘ty all the time, ever vigl[ant and faithﬁjd, the
most valuable of all the dogs.

“Makin’ ﬁfee to spit out what'’s in me,” Matt said one day, “q loeg to
state that you was a wise guy all Vight when you paid the price you
did for that dog. You clean swindled Beauty Smith on top of

pushin’ his face in with your ﬁst.”

A recrudescence of anger g['mted in Weedon Scott’s grey eyes, and
he muttered savage[y, “The beast!”

In the late spring a great trouble came to White Fang. Without
warning, the love-master disappeared. There had been warning,
but White Fang was unversed in such things and did not
understand the pack'mg of a grip. He remembered afterwards
that his packing had pveceded the master’s disappearance; but at



the time he suspected noth'mg. That nigh’t he waited fov the
master to return. At midnight the chill wind that blew drove him
to shelter at the rear of the cabin. There he drowsed, on[y ha[f
asleep, his ears keyed for the ﬂrs‘c sound of the fami[lar step. But,
at two in the morning, his anxiety drove him out to the cold fvont

stoop, where he crouched, and waited.

But no master came. In the morning the door opened and Matt
stepped outside. White Fang gazed at him wisﬂh”y. There was no
common speech by which he might learn what he wanted to

know. The days came and went, but never the master. White
Fang, who had never known sickness in his [ife, became sick. He
became very sick, so sick that Matt was ﬁnaﬂy compe”ed to bring
him inside the cabin. Also, in writing to his emp[oyer, Matt
devoted a postscript to White Fang.

Weedon Scott Veadlng the letter down in Circle City, came upon
the fo“owing:

“That dam wolf won’t work. Won't eat. Aint got no spvmk leﬁ. All
the dogs (s licking him. Wants to know what has become of you,
and 1 don’t know how to tell him. Mebbe he is going to die.”

1t was as Matt had said. White Fang had ceased eating, lost heart,
and allowed every dog of the team to thrash him. n the cabin he



[ay on the ﬂoor near the stove, without interest in food, in Matt,
nor in life. Matt might talk gently to him or swear at him, it was
all the same; he never did more than turn his dull eyes upon the
man, then drop his head back to its customary position on his

fore—p aws.

And then, one night, Matt, Veading to himse[f with moving l'qos
and mumbled sounds, was startled loy a low whine ﬁfom White
Fang. He had got upon his feet, his ears cocked towards the door,
and he was Ustenmg 'mtent[y. A moment later, Matt heard a
footstep. The door opened, and Weedon Scott stepped in. The two

men shook hands. Then Scott looked around the room.
“Where's the wo[f?” he asked.

Then he discovered him, standing where he had been [ying, near to
the stove. He had not rushed forward aﬁer the manner of other
dogs. He stood, wa’cching and waiting.

’”

“Holy smoke!” Matt exclaimed. “Look at 'm wag his tail

Weedon Scott strode half across the room toward him, at the same
time cal[ing him. White Fang came to him, not with a great
bound, yet quick[y. He was awakened ﬁfom se[f—consciousness, but

as he drew near, his eyes took on a strange expression. Something,



an incommunicable vastness cf feel'mg, rose up into his eyes as a

light and shone forth.

“He never looked at me that way all the time you was gone!” Matt

commented.

Weedon Scott did not hear. He was squatting down on his heels,
face to face with White Fang and petting him—mb]oing at the
roots of the ears, making long caressing strokes down the neck to
the shoulders, tapping the spine genﬂy with the balls of his
ﬁngers. And White Fang was grow[ing respons 'Lve[y, the crooning

note of the gvow[ more pvonounced than ever.

But that was not all. What of his joy, the great love in him, ever
surging and stmggﬁng to express itself, succeeded in ﬁnding a
new mode of expression. He suddenly thrust his head forward
and nudged his way in between the master’s arm and body. And
here, conﬁned, hidden ﬁrom view all except his ears, no [onger

growling, he continued to nudge and snuggle.
The two men looked at each other. Scott’s eyes were sh'ming.
“Gosh!” said Matt in an awe-stricken voice.

A moment later, when he had recovered himself, he said, “] a[ways
insisted that wo[fwas a dog. Look at 'm!”



With the return of the love-master, White Fang’s recovery was
rapid. Two nights and a day he spent in the cabin. Then he
sallied forth. The sled-cdogs had forgotten his prowess. They
remembered on[y the latest, which was his weakness and sickness.
At the sight of him as he came out of the cabin, they sprang upon

him.

“Talk about your rough—houses,” Matt muwrmured gleeﬁAUy,

standing in the doorway and loo king on.

“Give 'm hell, you wolﬂ Give 'm helll—an’ then some!”

White Fang did not need the encouragement. The return of the
[ove-master was enoug’n. Life was ﬂowing ‘c’mfough him again,

sp lendid and indomitable. He fought ﬁrom sheer Joy, ﬁnding in it
an expression of much that he fe [t and that otherwise was without
speech. There could be but one end'mg. The team dispersed in
ignominious defea’c, and it was not until aﬁer dark that the dogs
came sneak'mg back, one by one, by meekness and humili’cy

signifying their fealty to White Fang.

Having learned to snugg[e, White Fang was gul[ty of it oﬂen. It
was the final word. He could not go beyond it. The one thing of
which he had always been particu[avly jealous was his head. He
had a[ways disliked to have it touched. 1t was the Wild in him, the



feav cf hurt and of the trap, that had given rise to the panicky
impu[ses to avoid contacts. 1t was the mandate of his instinct that
that head must be free. And now, with the love-master, his
snugg[ing was the deliberate act of putting himse[f nto a position
of hopeless helplessness. 1t was an expression of perfect
conﬁdence, of absolute se[f—suwender, as though he said: “1 put
myself into thy hands. Work thou thy will with me.”

One night, not [ong aﬁer the retwrn, Scott and Matt sat at a game
of cri]obage pre[iminavy to going to bed. “Fiﬁeen—two, ﬁﬁeen—fow
an’ a pair makes six,” Mat was pegging up, when there was an
outcry and sound of snar[ing without. They looked 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 [igh’c.’ ” Scott shouted, as he sprang outside.

Matt fo“owed with the [amp, and by its ['Lght they saw aman [y'mg
on his back in the snow. His arms were fo[ded, one above the
other, across his face and throat. Thus he was trying to shield

himse[f ﬁfom White Fang’s teeth. And there was need for it.
White Fang was in arage, wicked[y making his attack on the most



vulnerable spot. From shoulder to wrist of the crossed arms, the
coat-sleeve, blue ﬂanne[ shirt and undershirt were Vipped n rags,

while the arms themselves were terrib [y slashed and streaming

blood.

All this the two men saw in the ﬁrst instant. The next instant
Weedon Scott had White Fang on the throat and was dragging
him clear. White Fang stmgg[ed and snarled, but made no

attempt to bite, while he quick[y quieted down at a sharp word
ﬁfom the master.

Matt helped the man to his feet. As he arose he lowered his
crossed arms, exposing the bestial face of Beauty Smith. The dog—
musher let go of him precip 'Lta’cely, with action similar to that of a
man who has picked up live ﬁre. Beauty Smith blinked in the
[amplight and looked about him. He caught sight of White Fang

and terror rushed into his face.

At the same moment Matt noticed two ob jects (y'mg in the snow.
He held the lamp close to them, indicaﬂng them with his toe for
his emp [oyer’s Ioeneﬁ’c-—a steel dog-cha'm and a stout club.

Weedon Scott saw and nodded. Not a word was spoken. The dog—
musher laid his hand on Beauty Smith’s shoulder and faced him
to the Vight about. No word needed to be spoken. Beauty Smith



started.

In the meantime the love-master was patting White Fang and

‘ca[king to him.

“Tried to steal you, eh? And you wouldn’t have it! Well, well, he
made a mistake, didn’t he?”

“Must ‘@’ thought he had hold of seventeen devils,” the dog—

musher sniggeved.

White Fang, still wrought up and bristling, growled and growled,
the hair slowly lying down, the crooning note remote and dim, but

growing in his throat.

PARTYV

CHAPTER 1—THE LONG TRAIL

It was in the air. White Fang sensed the coming ca[amity, even
]oefore there was tangilo e evidence of it. Invague ways it was borne
n upon him that a change was impending. He knew not how nor
why, yet he got his fee[ of the oncoming event ﬁom the gods
themselves. n ways subtler than they knew, they Ioe’crayed their
intentions to the wolf—dog that haunted the cabin—stoop, and that,

though he never came inside the cabin, knew what went on inside



their brains.

“Listen to that, will you!” the dug—musher exclaimed at supper one

night.

Weedon Scott listened. Through the door came a low, anxious
whine, like a so’o’oing under the breath that had Just grown
audible. Then came the [ong sniﬂ‘: as White Fang reassured

himself that his god was still inside and had not yet taken himse[f
oﬁf n mysterious and so[itary ﬂight.

“ do believe that wolf’s on to you,” the dog—musher said.

Weedon Scott looked across at his companion with eyes that
almost pleaded, though this was given the lie by his words.

“What the devil can 1 do with a wolf in Ca[@fomia?” he demanded.

“That's what 1 say,” Matt answered. “What the devil can you do
with a wolf in Caﬁfomia?”

But this did not saﬁsfy Weedon Scott. The other seemed to be

judging him in a non-committal sort of way.

“White man’s dogs would have no show against him,” Scott went
on. “He'd kill them on slgh’c. If he didn’t bankrupt me with

damaged suits, the authorities would take him away ﬁfom me and



electrocute him.”

“He’s a downright murderer, 1 know,” was the dog—musher’s

comment.
Weedon Scott looked at him suspiciously.
“It would never do,” he said decisive[y.

“It would never do!” Matt concurred. “Why you’d have to hire a

man ’speciaﬂy to take care of 'm.”

The other suspicion was a“ayed. He nodded cheelfuﬂy. In the
silence that fo“owed, the low, half-sobbing whine was heard at the
door and then the [ong, questing sniﬁ.

“There’s no deny'm’ he thinks a hell of a lot of you,” Matt said.

The other g[ared at him in sudden wrath. “Damn it all, man! 1

know my own mind and what’s best!”

”»

“I'm agreein’ with you, only e
“On[y what?” Scott snapped out.

“On[y ... " the dog—mushev Ioegan soﬁly, then changed his mind
and ’oetrayed arising anger of his own. “Well, you needn’t get so
all-fired het up about it. Judgin’ by your actions one'd think you



didn’t know your own mind.”

Weedon Scott debated with himsebc for a while, and then said
more gent[y: “You are V'Lght, Matt. 1don’t know my own mind, and
that's what's the trouble.”

“Why, it would be rank ridiculousness fov me to take that dog

a[ong,” he broke out aﬂer another pause.

“I'm agreein’ with you,” was Matt’s answer, and again his emp[oyev

was not quite saﬁsﬁed with him.

“But how in the name of the great Savdanapoﬁs he knows you’re

goin’ is what gets me,” the dog—musher continued innocenﬂy.

“Its beyond me, Matt,” Scott answered, with a mowfnﬁd shake of
the head.

Then came the day when, t’mfough the open cabin door, White
Fang saw the fa‘cal grip on the ﬂoov and the love-master packing
things into it. Also, there were comings and goings, and the
erstwhile placid aﬁnosphere of the cabin was vexed with strange
pertwbaﬁons and unrest. Here was indubitable evidence. White
Fang had a[ready scented it. He now reasoned it. His god was
preparing for another ﬂigh’c. And since he had not taken him with

him ]oefore, so, now, he could look to be leﬂ behind.



That night he lifted the long wolf-howl. As he had howled, in his
puppy days, when he ﬂed back ﬁfom the Wild to the vi“age to ﬁnd
it vanished and naught but a m’obish—heap to mark the site of

Grey Beaver’s tepee, so now he po'mted his muzzle to the cold stars
and told to them his woe.

Inside the cabin the two men hadjust gone to bed.
“He’s gone oﬂ his food again,” Matt remarked ﬁfom his bunk.

There was a grunt ﬁrom Weedon Scott’s bunk, and a stir of
blankets.

“From the way he cut up the other time you went away, | wouldn’t
wonder this time but what he died.”

The blankets in the other bunk stirred irritab [y.

“Oh, shut up!” Scott cried out thvough the darkness. “You nag

worse than a woman.”

“I'm agreein’ with you,” the dog—mus her answered, and Weedon

Scott was not quite sure whether or not the other had snickered.

The next day White Fang’s anxiety and restlessness were even
more pronounced. He dogged his master’s heels whenever he leﬁ

the cabin, and haunted the ﬁfon’c stoop when he remained inside.



T’mfough the open door he could catch g[impses of the [uggage on
the ﬂoor. The grip had been joined by two [arge canvas Ioags and a
box. Matt was VoU'mg the master’s blankets and ﬁU’ robe inside a
small tarpaulin. White Fang whined as he watched the operation.

Later on two Indians arrived. He watched them c[ose[y as they
shouldered the [uggage and were led oﬁC down the hill on Matt,
who carried the bedding and the grip. But White Fang did not
fo“ow them. The master was still in the cabin. After a time, Matt
retwrned. The master came to the door and called White Fang

inside.

“You poor devil,” he said genﬂy, mb]oing White Fang’s ears and
tapping his spine. “I'm hitting the [ong trail, old man, where you
cannot fo”ow. Now give me a grow[—the last, good, good—bye
growl.”

But White Fang Veﬁjlsed to grow[. Instead, and aﬁer a wis’gcid,
searching look, he snugg[ed in, buwowing his head out of sight

between the master’s arm and Ioody.

“There she blows!” Matt cried. From the Yukon arose the hoarse
be“owing of a river steamboat. “You've got to cut it short. Be sure
and lock the ﬁron’c door. Tl go out the back. Get a move on!”



The two doors slammed at the same moment, and Weedon Scott
waited for Matt to come around to the ﬁfon’c. From inside the door
came a low whln'mg and sob’o'mg. Then there were [ong, deep-

drawn sniffs.

“You must take good care of him, Matt,” Scott said, as they started
down the hill. “Write and let me know how he gets along.”

“Sure,” the dog—mushev answered. “But listen to that, will you!”

Both men s‘copped. White Fang was how[ing as dogs howl when
their masters lie dead. He was vo icing an utter woe, his cry
Ioursﬂng upward in great heart—’oreaking rushes, dying down into

quavering misery, and Ioursting upwavd again with a rush upon
rush of grief.

The Aurorawas the ﬁrst steamboat of the year fov the Outside,
and her decks were jammed with prosperous adventurers and
broken gold seekers, all equaﬂy as mad to get to the Outside as
’chey had been origina“y to get to the Inside. Near the gang—plank,
Scott was shaking hands with Matt, who was preparing to go
ashore. But Matt’s hand went [imp in the other’s grasp as his gaze
shot past and remained ﬁxed on someth'mg behind him. Scott

twrned to see. Sitt'mg on the deck several feet away and watching
wistfully was White Fang.



The dog—musher swore soft[y, in awe-stricken accents. Scott could

on[y look in wonder.

“Did you lock the ﬁfont door?” Matt demanded. The other
nodded, and asked, “How about the back?”

“You just bet1did,” was the fewent Vep[y.

White Fang ﬂattened his ears ingraﬁaﬂng[y, but remained where

he was, mak'mg no attempt to approach.
“Ull have to take 'm ashore with me.”

Matt made a coup le of steps toward White Fang, but the latter slid
away ﬁfom him. The dog—musher made a rush of it, and White
Fang dodged between the [egs of a group of men. Ducking,
twning, dou]oling, he slid about the deck, eluding the other’s
eﬂ'ports to capture him.

But when the love-master spoke, White Fang came to him with

prompt obedience.

“Won't come to the hand that’s fed 'm all these months,” the dog-
musher muttered resentfully. “And you—you ain’t never fed 'm
aﬁer them ﬁrst days of gettin’ acquainted. 'm blamed gC 1 can see
how he works it out that you're the boss.”



Scott, who had been patting White Fang, sudden[y bent closer and
poln’ced out ﬁfesh—made cuts on his muzzle, and a gash between

the eyes.
Matt bent over and passed his hand along White Fang’s beﬂy.

“We p[ump forgot the window. He’s all cut an’ gouged
underneath. Must ‘a’ butted clean t’mrough it, Io’gosh!”

But Weedon Scott was not listening. He was thinking rapidly.
The Aurora’swhistle hooted a ﬁnal announcement of departure.
Men were scurrying down the gang-plank to the shore. Matt
loosened the bandana ﬁrom his own neck and started to put it
around White Fang’s. Scott grasped the dog-musher’s hand.

“G ood—bye, Matt, old man. About the wo [f—you needn’t write.

’)7

You see, I've . . . !
“What!” the dog—musher exp loded. “You don’t mean to say...?"

“The very tlning 1 mean. Here’s your bandana. Tll write to you

about him.”
Matt paused halﬁ)vay down the gang-p lank.

“He’ll never stand the climate!” he shouted back. “Unless you c[ip

"m in warm weather!”



The gang-plank was hauled in, and the Aurora swung out from
the bank. Weedon Scott waved a last good—bye. Then he twrned
and bent over White Fang, s’canding by his side.

“Now grow[, damn you, grow[,” he said, as he patted the responsive
head and rubbed the ﬂa’ctening ears.

CHAPTER TI—THE SOUTHLAND

White Fang landed ﬁrom the steamer in San Francisco. He was
appal[ed. Deep in him, below any reasoning process or act of
consciousness, he had associated power with godhead. And never
had the white men seemed such marvellous gods as now, when he
trod the slimy pavement of San Francisco. The log cabins he had
known were rep laced on towering Iouildings. The streets were
crowded with pevi(s-—waggons, carts, automobiles; great,
straining horses pu“ing huge trucks; and monstrous cable and
electric cars hooting and c[anging Hmrough the midst, scveeching
their insistent menace aﬁer the manner of the [ynxes he had

known in the northern woods.

All this was the maniﬁestaﬂon of power. Through it all, behind it
all, was man, governing and controlling, expressing himself, as of

old, by his mastery over matter. 1t was co lossal, stunning. White



Fang was awed. Fear sat upon him. As in his cubhood he had
been made to fee[ his smallness and puniness on the day he ﬂrst
came in ﬁfom the Wild to the viﬂage of Grey Beaver, so now, in his
fuﬂ—grown stature and prlde of s’creng{h, he was made to fee[ small
and puny. And there were so many gods! He was made dizzy by
the swarming of them. The thunder of the streets smote upon his
ears. Hewas bewildered ’oy the tremendous and endless rush and
movement of ’ch'mgs. As never Ioefore, he felt his dependence on
the love-master, close at whose heels he fo“owed, no matter what

happened never losing sight of him.

But White Fang was to have no more than a nightmare vision of
the city—an experience that was like a bad dream, unreal and
terrible, that haunted him for [ong after in his dreams. He was
put info a baggage—car by the master, chained in a corner in the
midst of heaped trunks and valises. Here a squat and ]orawny god
held sway, with much noise, hurﬁng trunks and boxes about,
dragging them in through the door and tossing them into the
piles, or ﬂinging them out of the door, smashing and crashing, to
other gods who awaited them.

And here, in this infemo of [uggage, was White Fang deserted by
the master. Or at least White Fang thought he was deserted, until

he smelled out the master’s canvas c[o‘ches—bags a[ongside of him,



and pVoceeded to mount guawi over them.

“Bout time you come,” gvow[ed the god of the car, an hour later,
when Weedon Scott appeared at the door. “That dog of yourn
won't let me [ay a ﬁnger on your stuﬁ”

White Fang emerged ﬁfom the car. He was astonished. The
nightmare city was gone. The car had been to him no more than a
room in a house, and when he had entered it the city had been all
around him. n the interval the city had disappeaved. The roar of
it no longer dinned upon his ears. Before him was smi(ing
country, streaming with sunshine, [azy with quie‘cude. But he had
little time to marvel at the tvansformaﬂon. He accepted it as he
accepted all the unaccountable do'mgs and manifestaﬂons of the

gods. 1t was their way.

There was a carriage waiting. A man and a woman approached
the master. The woman’s arms went out and clutched the master
around the neck—a hostile act! The next moment Weedon Scott
had torn loose ﬁrom the embrace and closed with White Fang, who

had become a snavﬁng, raging demon.

“It's all right, mother,” Scott was saying as he kept tight hold of
White Fang and placated him. “He though’c you were going to
injure me, and he wouldn’t stand for it. 1t's all right. 1t's all right.



He'll learn soon enough.”

“And in the meantime 1 may be permitted to love my son when his

dog is not around,” she laughed, though she was pa[e and weak
ﬁfom the ﬁfight.

She looked at White Fang, who snarled and bristled and g[ared

malevo len‘dy.

“He'll have to learn, and he shall, without postponement,” Scott

said.

He spoke soﬁ[y to White Fang until he had quie’ced him, then his

voice became furm.

“Down, sir! Down with you!”

This had been one of the things ‘caught him on the master, and
White Fang o’oeyed, though he lay down Ve[uc‘can‘dy and su“en[y.

“Now, mother.”
Scott opened his arms to her, but kept his eyes on White Fang.
“Down!” he warned. “Down!”

White Fang, brist[ing silen’dy, ha[f—crouching as he rose, sank back

and watched the hostile act Vepeated. But no harm came of it, nor



of the embrace ﬁfom the strange man—god that foﬂowed. Then the
c[othes—]oags were taken into the carriage, the strange gods and the
love-master fo“owed, and White Fang pursued, now running
vigilantly behind, now bristling up to the running horses and
warning them that he was there to see that no harm befeﬂ the god
’cney dragged SO swiﬁly across the earth.

At the end of ﬁﬁeen minutes, the carriage swung in through a
stone gateway and on between a double row of arched and
inter[acing walnut trees. On either side stretched lawns, their
broad sweep broken here and there loy great stwdy—[imbed oaks.
In the near distance, in contrast with the young-green of the
tended grass, sunburnt hay—ﬁe[ds showed tan and go[d; while
loeyond were the tawny hills and up[and pastures. From the head

of the lawn, on the ﬁrs‘c soﬁ swell ﬁfom the va“ey—[eve[, looked
down the deep-porched, many—windowed house.

Little opportunity was given White Fang to see all this. Hanﬂy
had the carriage entered the gvounds, when he was set upon on a
sneep—dog, bvigh‘c—eyed, sharp—muzzled, V'Lghteously indignant and
angry. ltwas between him and the master, cutting him oﬁc. White
Fang snarled no warning, but his hair bristled as he made his
silent and dead[y rush. This rush was never completed. He halted
with awkward a]omptness, with sﬂﬁc fore—legs bracing nimself



against his momentum, almost sitting down on his haunches, so
desirous was he of avo idlng contact with the dog he was in the act
of attacklng. It was a fema[e, and the law of his kind thrust a
barrier between. For him to attack her would require no’ching less

than a violation of his instinct.

But with the sheep—dog it was otherwise. Being a fema[e, she
possessed no such instinct. On the other hand, being a sheep—dog,
her instinctive fear of the Wild, and especia”y of the wobc, was
unusuaﬂy keen. White Fang was to her a wo[ﬁ the hereditavy
marauder who had preyed upon her ﬂocks ﬁom the time sheep
were ﬁrst herded and guarded on some dim ancestor of hers. And
s0, as he abandoned his rush at her and braced himse[f to avoid
the contact, she sprang upon him. He snarled invo(untari[y as he
fe[t her teeth in his shoulder, but beyond this made no oﬁer to
hurt her. He backed away, stiﬁc—legged with sebc—consciousness,
and tried to go around her. He dodged this way and that, and
curved and twrned, but to no purpose. She remained a[ways

between him and the way he wanted to go.
“Here, Collie!” called the strange man in the carriage.
Weedon Scott [aughed.

“Never mind, father. Itis good dlscip['me. White Fang will have to



learn many th'mgs, and it’s just as well that he Ioeg'ms now. He'll

adjust himself all right.”

The carriage drove on, and still Collie blocked White Fang’s way.

He tried to outrun her loy [eaving the drive and c'wcﬁng across the
lawn but she ran on the inner and smaller circle, and was a[ways

there, faclng him with her two rows of g[eaming teeth. Back he

circled, across the drive to the other lawn, and again she headed
him oﬁ

The carriage was Ioearing the master away. White Fang caught
gﬁmpses of it disappearing amongst the trees. The situation was
desperate. He essayed another circle. She fo”owed, running
swiﬁ[y. And then, suddenly, he twrned upon her. 1t was his old
ﬁghﬁng trick. Shoulder to shoulder, he struck her squave[y. Not
on[y was she overthrown. So fast had she been running that she
rolled a[ong, now on her back, now on her side, as she stmgg[ed to
stop, c[awing grave[ with her feet and crying s’mri”y her hurt pvide
and 'mdigna’cion.

White Fang did not wait. The way was clear, and that was all he
had wanted. She took aﬁer him, never ceasing her outcry. It was
the straightaway now, and when it came to real running, White

Fang could teach her things. She ran ﬁfanﬁcaﬂy, hysterica“y,



straining to the utmost, advertlsing the eﬁort she was making with
every leap: and all the time White Fang slid smoothly away ﬁrom
her silent[y, without eﬁbrt, g[iding like a ghost over the grovmd.

As he rounded the house to the pon‘e—coc/zére, he came upon the
carriage. It had stopped, and the master was a[ighting. At this
moment, still running at top speed, White Fang became sudden[y
aware of an attack ﬁom the side. 1t was a deer-hound mshing
upon him. White Fang tried to face it. But he was going too fast,
and the hound was too close. 1t struck him on the side; and such
was his fovward momentum and the unexpectedness of it, White
Fang was hurled to the gvound and rolled clear over. He came out
of the tang[e a spectacle of maﬁgnancy, ears ﬂattened back, [ips
writhing, nose wrinkling, his teeth clipping together as the fangs
]oare[y missed the hound’s soﬁ throat.

The master was running up, but was too fav away; and it was

Collie that saved the hound’s life. Before White Fang could spring
in and deliver the fatal stroke, and Justas he was in the act of
springing n, Collie arrived. She had been out-manoeuvred and
out-run, to say nothing of her having been unceremonious[y
tumbled in the grave[, and her arrival was like that of a tornado—
made up of oﬂended dignity, _jus’ciﬁa’o le wrath, and instinctive
hatred for this marauder from the Wild. She struck White Fang at



right angles 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 one hand held

White Fang, while the father called oﬁ the dogs.

“ say, this is a pretty warm reception for a poor lone wo [f ﬁfom the
Arctic,” the master said, while White Fang calmed down under his
caressing hand. “In all his life he’s only been known once to go oﬂ
his fee’c, and here he’s been rolled twice in thirty seconds.”

The carriage had driven away, and other strange gods had
appeaved ﬁfom out the house. Some of these stood respecg‘h[ly at a
distance; but two of them, women, perpetrated the hostile act of
c[utching the master around the neck. White Fang, however, was
beginning to tolerate this act. No harm seemed to come of it, while
the noises the gods made were certain[y not threatening. These
gods also made overtures to White Fang, but he warned them oﬁ
with a snarl, and the master did likewise with word of mouth. At
such times White Fang leaned in close against the master’s [egs

and received reassuring pats on the head.

The hound, under the command, “Dick! Lie down, sir!” had gone
up the steps and lain down to one side of the porch, still growling

and keep ng a sullen watch on the intruder. Collie had been taken



in charge by one of the woman—gods, who held arms around her
neck and pe’c’ced and caressed her; but Collie was very much
perp lexed and worried, whinlng and restless, outraged on the
permit’ced presence of this wo [f and conﬁdent that the gods were

making a mistake.

All the gods started up the steps to enter the house. White Fang
fo”owed c[osely at the master’s heels. Dick, on the povch, gvow[ed,
and White Fang, on the steps, bristled and gvow[ed back.

“Take Collie inside and leave the two of them to ﬁgh’c it out,”
suggested Scott’s fa’chev. “After that they’“ be friends.”

“Then White Fang, to show his ﬁriendship, will have to be chief

mowrner at the ﬁmeva[,” [aughed the master.

The elder Scott looked incredulous [y, ﬁvst at White Fang, then at
Dick, and ﬁna”y at his son.

”»

“Youmean . ..?

Weedon nodded his head. “1 mean just that. You'd have a dead

Dick inside one minute—two minutes at the farthest.”

He turned to White Fang. “Come on, you wo [f It’s you that'll have

to come inside.”



White Fang walked stf—legged up the steps and across the porch,
with tail Vigidly erect, keeplng his eyes on Dick to guard against a
ﬂank attack, and at the same time prepaved fov whatever ﬁerce
manifestaﬂon of the unknown that might pounce out upon him
ﬁfom the interior of the house. But no thlng of feav povmced out,
and when he had ga'med the inside he scouted careﬁaﬂy around,
[ooklng at it and ﬁnd'mg it not. Then he [ay down with a
contented grunt at the master’s feet, o’oservlng all that went on,
ever ready to spring to his fee’c and ﬁgh’c for [ife with the terrors he
felt must lurk under the trap-roof of the dwelling.

CHAPTER NI—THE GOD’S DOMAIN

Not on[y was White Fang adaptab e on nature, but he had
travelled much, and knew the meaning and necessity of
adjustment. Here, in Sierra Vista, which was the name of Judge
Scott’s p[ace, White Fang quickly ’oegan to make lnimself at home.
He had no further serious trouble with the dogs. They knew more
about the ways of the Southland gods than did he, and in their
eyes he had qua[iﬁed when he accompanied the gods inside the
house. Wo[f that he was, and unprecedented as it was, the gods
had sanctioned his presence, and they, the dogs of the gods, could

on[y recognise this sanction.



Dick, pevfovce, had to go thvough a few sﬂﬁformaﬁﬂes at ﬁrst,
after which he calmly accepted White Fang as an addition to the
premises. Had Dick had his way, they would have been good
friends. All but White Fang was averse to friendship. All he asked
of other dogs was to be let alone. Hiswhole [ife he had kept a[oof
ﬁfom his kind, and he still desired to keep aloof. Dick’s overtures
bothered him, so he snarled Dick away. In the north he had
learned the lesson that he must let the master’s dogs alone, and he
did not forget that lesson now. But he insisted on his own privacy
and se[f—secluslon, and so thovough[y ignored Dick that that good—
natured creature ﬁnaﬂy gave him up and scavce[y took as much

interest in him as in the hi’cching—post near the stable.

Not so with Collie. While she accepted him because it was the
mandate of the gods, that was no reason that she should leave him
in peace. Woven into her loemg was the memory of countless
crimes he and his had perpetrated against her ancestry. Notin a
day nor a generation were the ravaged shee}ofo ds to be forgotten.
All this was a spur to her, prlcking her to retaliation. She could
not ﬂy in the face of the gods who permitted him, but that did not
prevent her ﬁfom making life miserable for him in petty ways. A
feud, ages old, was between them, and she, for one, would see to it

that he was reminded.



So Collie took advantage of her sex to pick upon White Fang and
maltreat him. His instinct would not permit him to attack her,
while her persistence would not permit him to ignove her. When
she rushed at him he turned his ﬁw—protected shoulder to her
sharp teeth and walked away s’ciﬁ—[egged and stately. When she
forced him too hard, he was compeﬂed to go about in a circle, his
shoulder presented to her, his head twrned ﬁrom her, and on his
face and in his eyes a patient and bored expression. Sometimes,
however, a nip on his hind—quarters hastened his retreat and made
it any’thlng but state[y. But as a rule he managed to maintain a
digni‘ty that was almost solemni’ty. He ignoved her existence
whenever it was possib le, and made it a point to keep out of her

way. When he saw or heard her coming, he got up and walked off.

There was much in other matters for White Fang to learn. Life in
the Northland was simp[icity itse[fwhen compared with the
comp[icated zyffalrs of Sierra Vista. First of all, he had to learn the
fami[y of the master. n a way he was prepared to do this. As Mit-
sah and Kloo-kooch had be[onged to Grey Beaver, sharing his
food, his ﬁre, and his blankets, so now, at Sierra Vista, Ioe[onged to

the love-master all the denizens of the house.

But in this matter there was a d'gﬁference, and many diﬁrerences.

Sierra Vista was a far vaster aygjair than the tepee of Grey Beaver.



There were many persons to be considered. There was Judge Scott,
and there was his wife. There were the master’s two sisters, Beth
and Mary. There was his wife, Alice, and then there were his
children, Weedon and Maud, toddlers cyc fowf and six. There was
no way fov anybody to tell him about all these peop le, and of
blood-ties and Velaﬁonship he knew nothlng whatever and never
would be capab le of knowing. Yet he quickly worked it out that all
of them belonged to the master. Then, by observation, whenever
opportunity oﬁeved, by study of action, speech, and the very
intonations cyC the voice, he slow[y learned the ntimacy and the
degree of favour they enjoyed with the master. And by this
ascertained standard, White Fang treated them accovding[y.
What was of value to the master he valued; what was dear to the

master was to be cherished by White Fang and guavded careﬁtﬂy.

Thus it was with the two children. All his [ife he had disliked
children. He hated and feared their hands. The lessons were not
tender that he had learned of their tyranny and cmelty in the days
of the Indian villages. When Weedon and Maud had first
approached him, he gvow[ed waming[y and looked malignant. A
cuﬂj ﬁfom the master and a sharp word had then compe“ed him to
permit their caresses, though he growled and gvow[ed under their

tiny hands, and in the growl there was no crooning note. Later, he



observed that the ’ooy and g'url were cf great value in the master’s
eyes. Then it was that no cuﬁf nor sharp word was necessary befove

they could pat him.

Yet White Fang was never e_ﬁcl,tsively a)ffecﬁonate. He yie[ded to the
master’s children with an ill but honest grace, and endured their
foo[ing as one would endure a painﬁd operation. When he could
no [onger endure, he would get up and stalk determined[y away
ﬁfom them. But aﬁer a time, he grew even to like the children. Still
he was not demonstrative. He would not go up to them. On the
other hand, instead of walking away at S'Lght of them, he waited for
them to come to him. And still later, it was noticed that a pleased
ﬁgh’c came into his eyes when he saw them approaching, and that
he looked aﬁer them with an appearance of curious regret when

’chey leﬁ him for other amusements.

All this was a matter of deve[opment, and took time. Next in his
vegavd, aﬁer the children, was}udge Scott. There were two
reasons, poss ib [y, fov this. First, he was eviden’dy avaluable
possession of the master’s, and next, he was undemonstrative.
White Fang liked to lie at his fee’c on the wide povch when he read
the newspaper, ﬁfom time to time favowing White Fang with a
look or a word—untroublesome tokens that he Vecognised White

Fang’s presence and existence. But this was only when the master



was not around. When the master appeared, all other ’oeings

ceased to exist so far as White Fang was concerned.

White Fang allowed all the members of the fami[y to pet him and
make much of him; but he never gave to them what he gave to the
master. No caress of theirs could put the love-croon into his
throat, and, try as they would, they could never persuade him into
snuggﬁng against them. This exjpression of abandon and
surrender, of absolute trust, he reserved for the master alone. n
fact, he never Vegarded the members of the fami[y n any other

ﬁgh’c than possessions of the love-master.

Also White Fang had early come to diﬂ%renﬁate between the
fami[y and the servants of the household. The latter were aﬁraid of
him, while he mere[y Veﬁfained ﬁ'om attacking them. This because
he considered that they were likewise possessions of the master.
Between White Fang and them existed a neutva[ity and no more.
They cooked for the master and washed the dishes and did other
things Jjust as Matt had done up in the Klondike. They were, in
short, appurtenances of the household.

Outside the household there was even more fov White Fang to
learn. The master’s domain was wide and comp lex, yet it had its
metes and bounds. The land itself ceased at the county road.



Outside was the common domain of all gods—the roads and
streets. Then inside other fences were the particular domains of
other gods. A myriad laws govemed all these ’chings and
determined conduct; yet he did not know the speech of the gods,
nor was there any way fov him to learn save on experience. He
obeyed his natural impu[ses until they ran him counter to some
law. When this had been done a few times, he learned the law and
aﬁer that observed it.

But most potent in his education was the cuﬁc of the master’s hand,
the censure of the master’s voice. Because of White Fang’s very
great love, a cuﬁ ﬁfom the master hurt him far morve than any
beating Grey Beaver or Beauty Smith had ever given him. They
had hurt on[y the ﬂesh of him; beneath the ﬂesh the spirit had still
Vaged, sp lendid and invincible. But with the master the cuﬁC was
a[ways too ['Lght to hurt the ﬂesh. Yet it went deeper. It was an
expression of the master’s dlsapprova[, and White Fang’s spirit

wilted under it.

In point of fact, the cuﬁc was VaVely administered. The master’s
voice was suﬁcient. By it White Fang knew whether he did Vlgla‘c
or not. By it he trimmed his conduct and ao!justed his actions. 1t
was the compass ’oy which he steered and learned to chart the

manners ofa new [and and lgC e.



In the Northland, the on[y domesticated animal was the dog. All
other animals lived in the Wild, and were, when not too

formidab le, [a\yﬁd spoil for any dog. All his days White Fang had
foraged among the live things for food. 1t did not enter his head
that in the Southland it was otherwise. But this he was to learn
early in his residence in Santa Clara Valley. Sauntering around
the corner of the house in the ear[y morning, he came upon a
chicken that had escaped ﬁfom the chicken—yard. White Fang’s
natural impulse was toeat it. A covqo[e of bounds, a ﬂash of teeth
and a ﬁfightened squawk, and he had scooped in the adventurous
fowl. It was farm—bred and fat and tender; and White Fang licked
his chops and decided that such fare was good.

Later in the day, he chanced upon another stray chicken near the
stables. One of the grooms ran to the rescue. He did not know
White Fang’s breed, so for weapon he took a ['Lght buggy—whip. At
the ﬁrst cut of the whip, White Fang [eﬁ the chicken for the man.
A club might have stopped White Fang, but not a whip. Silently,
without ﬂinching, he took a second cut in his forward rush, and as
he [eaped fov the throat the groom cried out, “My God!” and
staggered backward. He dropped the whip and shielded his
throat with his arms. n consequence, his forearm was V'qoped

open to the bone.



The man was badly frightened. 1t was not so much White Fang’s
ferocity as it was his silence that unnerved the groom. Still
protecting his throat and face with his torn and bleeding arm, he
tried to retreat to the barn. And it would have gone hard with him
had not Collie appeared on the scene. As she had saved Dick’s ﬁfe,
she now saved the groom’s. She rushed upon White Fang in
frenzied wrath. She had been right. She had known better than
the blunder'mg gods. All her suspicions were justiﬁed. Here was

the ancient marauder up to his old tricks again.

The groom escaped into the stables, and White Fang backed away
]oefore Collie’s wicked teeth, or presented his shoulder to them and
circled round and round. But Collie did not give over, as was her

wont, after a decent interval of chastisement. On the contrary, she

grew more excited and angry every moment, until, in the end,
White Fang ﬂung digni’cy to the winds and ﬁfank[y ﬂed away ﬁfom
her across the ﬁe[ds.

“He'll learn to leave chickens alone,” the master said. “But 1 can’t

give him the lesson until 1 catch him in the act.”

Two niglnts later came the act, but on a more generous scale than
the master had anﬁcipated. White Fang had observed close[y the
chicken—yards and the habits of the chickens. n the night—ﬁme,



aﬁer they had gone to roost, he climbed to the top of a pile of
newly hauled lumber. From there he gained the roof of a chicken-
house, passed over the Vidgepo[e and dropped to the grovmd
inside. A moment later he was inside the house, and the slaughter

began.

In the morning, when the master came out on to the porch, fgq:y
white Leghom hens, laid out in a row loy the groom, gveeted his
eyes. He whistled to himself, soﬁ[y, ﬁrst with surprise, and then, at
the end, with admiration. His eyes were likewise greeted loy White
Fang, but about the latter there were no signs of shame nor gui[t.
He carried himsebc with pride, as though, forsooth, he had
achieved a deed praiseworthy and meritorious. There was about
him no consciousness of sin. The master’s [ips tightened as he
faced the disagveeab[e task. Then he talked harsh[y to the
unwitting culprit, and in his voice there was no’ching but goaﬂike
wrath. Also, he held White Fang’s nose down to the slain hens,
and at the same time cuﬂ%d him sound[y.

White Fang never raided a chicken-roost again. It was against the
law, and he had learned it. Then the master took him into the
chicken—yards. White Fang’s natural 'meulse, when he saw the
live food ﬂut’cerlng about him and under his very nose, was to

spring upon it. He o]oeyed the impu[se, but was checked ’oy the



master’s voice. They continued in the yards for ha[f an hour. Time
and again the impulse surged over White Fang, and each time, as

he yielded to it, he was checked by the master’s voice. Thus it was
he learned the law, and ere he [eft the domain cf the chickens, he

had learned to ignore their existence.

“You can never cure a chicken-killer.” Judge Scott shook his head
sad[y at luncheon table, when his son narrated the lesson he had
given White Fang. “Once they've got the habit and the taste of
blood ...” Again he shook his head sadly.

But Weedon Scott did not agree with his fa’cher. “VIl tell you what
Ill do,” he cha”enged ﬁna”y. “Ull lock White Fang in with the

chickens all aﬁemoon.”
“But think of the chickens,” o’ojec’ted the judge.

“And furthermore,” the son went on, “for every chicken he kills, 1'll
pay you one dollar gold coin of the realm.”

“But you should pena[ise father, too,” interpose Beth.

Her sister seconded ’/ICY, and a C’/IOVMS ofappvoval aroseﬁrom

around the table. Judge Scott nodded his head in agreement.

“All Vight” Weedon Scott pondered for amoment. “And gC, at the



end of the aftemoon White Fang hasn’t harmed a chicken, for
every ten minutes of the time he has spent in the yard, you will
have to say to him, gvave[y and with de[lberaﬂon,jus’c as 90 you
were sitting on the bench and solemnly passing judgment, ‘White

”

Fang, you are smarter than 1 though‘c.

From hidden points of vantage the fami[y watched the
pe}formance. But it was a ﬁzz[e. Locked in the yard and there
deserted by the master, White Fang [ay down and went to s[eep.
Once he got up and walked over to the tvough for a drink of
water. The chickens he ca[mly 'Lgnored. So far as he was concerned
’chey did not exist. At fow o’clock he executed a running jump,
gained the roqf Qf the chicken-house and leaped to the ground
outside, whence he sauntered gvavely to the house. He had
learned the law. And on the porch, Ioefore the deﬁgh’ced fami[y,
Judge Scott, face to face with White Fang, said s[ow[y and
solemnly, sixteen times, “White Fang, you are smarter than 1

‘chought”

But it was the mu[ﬁp[ici’ty of laws that ’oeﬁtddled White Fang and
oﬂen bvoug’nt him into disgrace. He had to learn that he must not
touch the chickens that Ioelonged to other gods. Then there were
cats, and rabbits, and twkeys ; all these he must let alone. n fact,
when he had but parﬂy learned the law, his impression was that he



must leave all live things alone. Out in the back—pastwe, a quai[
could ﬂutter up under his nose unharmed. All tense and
hrembﬁng with eagerness and desire, he mastered his instinct and

stood still. He was obeying the will of the gods.

And then, one day, again out in the Ioack—pastwe, he saw Dick
start a jackrabbit and run it. The master himself was [ook'mg on
and did not intevfere. Nay, he encowaged White Fang to join in
the chase. And thus he learned that there was no taboo on
jackrabbits. In the end he worked out the comp[ete [aw. Between
him and all domestic animals there must be no hostilities. ]fnot
amity, at least neu’cra[ity must obtain. But the other animals—
the squlwe[s, and quai[, and cottontails, were creatures of the Wild
who had never yie[ded aﬂegiance to man. They were the [av\gq,tl
prey of any dog. It was only the tame that the gods protected, and
between the tame dead[y strgce was not permitted. The gods held
the power of [ife and death over their su’ojects, and the gods were

jea[ous of their power.

Life was comp[ex in the Santa Clara Va”ey after the simplicities of
the Northland. And the chief th'mg demanded by these intricacies
of civilisation was control, restraint—a poise of self that was as

delicate as the ﬂuttering of gossamer wings and at the same time

as Vigid as steel. Life had a thousand faces, and White Fang found



he must meet them all—thus, when he went to town, in to San
Jose, running behind the carriage or loafing about the streets when
the carriage stopped. Life ﬂowed past him, deep and wide and
varied, continually impinging upon his senses, demanding of him
instant and endless adjus’tmen’cs and cowespondences, and

compe”ing him, almost always, to suppress his natural lmpu[ses.

There were Ioutcher—shops where meat hung within reach. This
meat he must not touch. There were cats at the houses the master
visited that must be let alone. And there were dogs everywhere
that snarled at him and that he must not attack. And then, on the
crowded sidewalks there were persons innumerable whose
attention he attracted. They would stop and look at him, point
him out to one another, examine him, talk of him, and, worst of
all, pat him. And these perilous contacts ﬁfom all these strange
hands he must endure. Yet this endurance he achieved.
Furthermore, he got over being awkward and se[f-conscious. Ina
[ofty way he received the attentions of the multitudes of strange
gods. With condescension he accepted their condescension. On
the other hand, there was something about him that prevented
great faml[iarlty. They patted him on the head and passed on,

contented and pleased with their own daring.

But it was not all easy for White Fang. Running behind the



carriage in the outskirts of San Jose, he encountered certain small
Iooys who made a practice of ﬂing'mg stones at him. Yet he knew
that it was not permi’c’ced him to pursue and dvag them down.
Here he was compe“ed to violate his instinct of se[f—presewaﬁon,
and violate it he did, fov he was ’oecoming tame and qua[iﬁ/ing

himself for civilisation.

Nevertheless, White Fang was not quite satisﬁed with the
arrangement. He had no abstract ideas about Justice and fa’w
p[ay. But there is a certain sense of equity that resides in [@fe, and
it was this sense in him that resented the unfaimess of his loeing
permitted no defence against the stone-throwers. He forgot that in
the covenant entered into between him and the gods they were
p[edged to care for him and defend him. But one day the master
sprang ﬁfom the carriage, whip in hand, and gave the stone-
throwers a thrashmg. Aﬁer that they threw stones no more, and
White Fang understood and was satisﬁed.

One other experience of similar nature was his. On the way to
town, hanging around the saloon at the cross-roads, were three
dogs that made a practice of Vushing out upon him when he went
by. Knowing his deao”y method of ﬁghﬁng, the master had never
ceased timpressing upon White Fang the law that he must not
ﬁgh’c. As a result, having learned the lesson well, White Fang was



hard put whenever he passed the cross-roads saloon. Aﬁer the
ﬁrst rush, each time, his snarl kept the three dogs at a distance but
’chey trailed along behind, yelp ing and bickerlng and insu[’c'mg
him. This endured for some time. The men at the saloon even
urged the dogs on to attack White Fang. One day they openly
sicked the dogs on him. The master s’copped the carriage.

“Go to it,” he said to White Fang.

But White Fang could not believe. He looked at the master, and he
looked at the dogs. Then he looked back eager[y and questioning[y

at the master.

The master nodded his head. “Go to them, old feﬂow. Eat them

up.”

White Fangno [ongev hesitated. He turned and leaped silen’cly
among his enemies. All three faced him. There was a great
snarling and growling, a clashing of teeth and a flurry of bodies.
The dust of the road arose in a cloud and screened the battle. But
at the end cf several minutes two dogs were s’trugg[ing in the dirt
and the third was in full flight. He leaped a ditch, went through a
rail fence, and fled across a field. White Fang followed, sliding
over the gvound in wo lf fashion and with wo lf speed, swyjdy and
without noise, and in the centre of the ﬁeld he dragged down and



slew the dog.

With this triple ki“ing his main troubles with dogs ceased. The
word went up and down the vaﬂey, and men saw to it that their

dogs did not molest the F'Lghting Wo[f.

CHAPTER IV—THE CALL OF KIND

The months came and went. There was p[enty of food and no
work in the Southland, and White Fang lived fat and prosperous
and happy. Not alone was he in the geographica[ Southland, for
he was in the Southland of [ife. Human kindness was like a sun
shining upon him, and he ﬂowfished like a ﬂower p[anted in good

soil.

And yet he remained somehow diﬁeren’c from other dogs. He
knew the law even better than did the dogs that had known no
other [ife, and he observed the law more puncﬂ[lously; but still
there was about him a suggestion of lwk'mg feroci‘ty, as though the
Wild still lingered in him and the wolf in him merely slept.

He never chummed with other dogs. Lone[y he had lived, so far as
his kind was concerned, and [onely he would continue to live. n
his puppyhood, under the persecution of L'Lp-ﬁp and the puppy-
pack, and in his ﬁghﬂng days with Beauty Smith, he had acquired



a fixed aversion for dogs. The natural course of his life had been
diverted, and, recoiling from his kind, he had clung to the human.

Besides, all Southland dogs looked upon him with suspicion. He
aroused in them their instinctive fear of the Wild, and they gveeted
him a(ways with snarl and grow[ and beﬂigerent hatred. He, on
the other hand, learned that it was not necessary to use his teeth
upon them. His naked fangs and wrl’ching [ips were uniform[y
e]f%caclous, rare[y faiﬁng to send a be”owing on—mshing dog back

on its haunches.

But there was one trial in White Fang’s life—Collie. She never
gave him a moment’s peace. She was not so amenable to the law as
he. She deﬁed all eﬁrorts of the master to make her become ﬁiends
with White Fang. Ever in his ears was sound'mg her sharp and
nervous snarl. She had never fovgiven him the chicken—ki“ing

ep isode, and persistenﬂy held to the ’oe[ief that his intentions were
bad. She found him gui[’cy Ioefove the act, and treated him
accovding[y. She became a pest to him, like a policeman fouowing
him around the stable and the hounds, and, 'the even so much as
g[anced curious [y at a pigeon or chicken, buvst'mg nto an outcry
of indignation and wrath. His favowite way of ignoring her was to
lie down, with his head on his fore—paws, and pretend sleep. This

a[ways dumfounded and si[enced ’/ICV.



With the exception of Collie, all things went well with White Fang.
He had learned control and poise, and he knew the law. He
achieved a staidness, and calmness, and phi[osop hic tolerance. He
no [ongev lived in a hostile environment. Danger and hurt and
death did not lurk everywhere about him. n time, the unknown,
asa th'mg of terror and menace ever impending, faded away. Life
was soft and easy. 1t flowed along smoothly, and neither fear nor
foe [urked by the way.

He missed the snow without being aware of it. “An unduly long
summer,” would have been his thought had he thought about it; as
it was, he mere[y missed the snow in a vague, subconscious way. In
the same fashion, especia“y in the heat of summer when he
suﬁcered ﬁfom the sun, he experienced famt [ongings for the
Northland. Their on[y eyﬁcect upon him, however, was to make him

uneasy and restless without his knowing what was the matter.

White Fang had never been very demonstrative. Beyond his
snuggﬁng and the t’mfow'mg of a crooning note into his love—grow[,
he had no way of expressing his love. Yet it was given him to
discover a third way. He had a[ways been suscep’cible to the
[aughter of the gods. Laughtev had aﬁ?ec‘ced him with madness,
made him franﬁc with rage. But he did not have it in him to be
angry with the love-master, and when that god elected to [augh at



him in a good-natured, bantering way, he was nonplussed. He
could fee[ the pricking and stinging of the old anger as it strove to
rise up in him, but it strove against love. He could not be angry;
yet he had to do someth'mg. At ﬂvst he was digniﬁed, and the
master laughed the harder. Then he tried to be more digniﬁed,
and the master [aughed harder than before. In the end, the
master laughed him out of his digni‘cy. His jaws sﬁghﬂy parted,
his [qos ﬁﬁed a little, and a quizzica[ expression that was more love

than humour came into his eyes. He had learned to [augh.

Likewise he learned to romp with the master, to be tumbled down
and rolled over, and be the victim of innumerable Vough tricks. n
return he feigned anger, bristling and gvow[ing ferocious [y, and
c[ipping his teeth ‘cogether n snaps that had all the seeming of
dead[y intention. But he never forgot himself. Those snaps were
a[ways delivered on the empty air. At the end of such a romp,
when blow and cuﬁ and snap and snarl were last and ﬁufious, they
would break oﬁ suddenly and stand several feet apart, glaring at
each other. And then, Just as suddenly, like the sun rising on a
stormy sea, they would beg'm to [augh. This would a[ways
culminate with the master’s arms going around White Fang’s neck

and shoulders while the latter crooned and grow(ed his [ove—song.

But nobody else ever Vomped with White Fang. He did not permit



it. He stood on his dignity, and when they attempted it, his
warning snarl and bristling mane were anything but playful. That
he allowed the master these liberties was no reason that he should
be a common dog, toving here and toving there, everybody’s

property for aromp and good time. He loved with singte heart
and refused to cheapen himself or his love.

The master went out on horseback a great deal, and to accompany
him was one of White Fang’s chief duties in tife. In the Northland
he had evidenced his featty by totting in the harness; but there
were 1o sleds in the Southland, nor did dogs pack burdens on
their backs. So he rendered featty in the new way, by running with
the master’s horse. The tongest otay never ptayeot White Fang out.
His was the gait of the wotf, smooth, tireless and efforttess, and at
the end of fgcty miles he would come in jauntity ahead of the horse.

It was in connection with the thing, that White Fang achieved one
other mode of expression—remarkab le in that he did it but twice
in all his ttfe. The ﬁrst time occurred when the master was trying
to teach a sp irited thoroughbred the method of opening and
ctosing gates without the rider’s dismounting. Time and again
and many times he Vanged the hovse up to the gate in the eﬁbrt to
close it and each time the horse became ﬁrightened and backed

and ptunged away. It grew more nervous and excited every



moment. When it reared, the master put the spurs to it and made
it drop its fore—[egs back to earth, whereupon it would Ioeg'm
kicking with its hind-legs. White Fang watched the performance
with increasing anxiety until he could contain himself no longer,
when he sprang in front of the horse and barked savagely and

warningly.

Though he oﬁen tried to bark thereaﬁer, and the master
encowfaged him, he succeeded only once, and then it was not in
the master’s presence. A scamper across the pasture, ajackrabbit
rising suddenly under the horse’s fee’c, a violent sheer, a stumble, a
fa“ to earth, and a broken [eg for the master, was the cause of it.
White Fang sprang in arage at the throat of the oﬂending horse,

but was checked on the master’s voice.

“Home! Go home!” the master commanded when he had

ascertained his mnjury.

White Fang was disinclined to desert him. The master thought of
writing a note, but searched his pockets vain[y fov penci( and

paper. Again he commanded White Fang to go home.

The latter Vegarded him wistﬁtuy, started away, then retwrned and
whined soﬁ[y. The master talked to him genﬂy but serious [y, and
he cocked his ears, and listened with painfu[ intentness.



“That’s all Vight, old fe“ow, you just run a[ong home,” ran the talk.
“Go on home and tell them what’s happened to me. Home with
you, you wolf. Get along home!”

White Fang knew the meaning of “home,” and though he did not
understand the remainder of the master’s [anguage, he knew it
was his will that he should go home. He turned and trotted
Ve[uctant[y away. Then he stopped, undecided, and looked back

over his shoulder.
“Go home!” came the shavp command, and this time he o]oeyed.

The fami[y was on the porch, taking the cool of the aﬁemoon,
when White Fang arrived. He came in among them, panting,

covered with dust.
“Weedon’s back,” Weedon’s mother announced.

The children welcomed White Fang with glad cries and ran to
meet him. He avoided them and passed down the porch, but they
cornered him against a Vocking—chair and the rai[ing. He gvow[ed
and tried to push on them. Their mother looked apprehens 'Lve[y in

their direction.

“ confess, he makes me nervous around the children,” she said. “I

have a dread that he will twn upon them unexpectedly some day.”



Gvow[ing savage[y, White Fang sprang out of the corner,
overturning the boy and the girl. The mother called them to her
and comforted them, tel[lng them not to bother White Fang.

“Awolf is a wolfl” commented Judge Scott. “There is no trusting

”»

one.

“But he is not all wo [f,” intevposed Beth, s‘canding for her brother

in his absence.

“You have on[y Weedon'’s opinion fov that,” rej oined the judge.
“He merely surmises that there is some strain of dog in White
Fang; but as he will tell you himself, he knows no’ching about it. As

for his appearance—"
He did not ﬁnish his sentence. White Fang stood bqfore him,
grow['mg ﬁevcely.

“Go away! Lie down, sir!” Judge Scott commanded.

White Fang twrned to the love-master’s wife. She screamed with
fvight as he seized her dress in his teeth and dvagged on it till the
fvail fa’ovic tore away. By this time he had become the centre of

interest.

He had ceased ﬁfom his growling and stood, head up, [ooking into



their faces. His throat worked spasmodicaﬂy, but made no sound,
while he stmgg[ed with all his ’oody, convulsed with the eﬁfort to
rid himse[f of the incommunicable something that strained for

utterance.

“ hope he is not going mad,” said Weedon’s mother. “1 told
Weedon that 1 was aﬁfaid the warm climate would not agree with

an Arctic animal.”
“He’s trying to speak, 1 do believe,” Beth announced.

At this moment speech came to White Fang, mshing up in a great
burst of Ioarking.

“Something has happened to Weedon,” his wife said decisive[y.

They were all on their feet now, and White Fang ran down the
steps, [ooking back for them to foﬂow. For the second and last
time in his (ife he had barked and made himse[funderstood.

After this event he found a warmer p[ace in the hearts of the Sierra
Vista peop[e, and even the groom whose arm he had slashed
admitted that he was a wise dog even if he was a wolf. Judge Scott
still held to the same opinion, and proved it to everybody’s
dissa’cisfacﬁon by measurements and descvipﬁons taken ﬁrom the

encyc[opaedia and various works on natural his‘covy.



The days came and went, streaming their unbroken sunshine over
the Santa Clara Valley. But as they grew shorter and White Fang’s
second winter in the Southland came on, he made a strange
discovery. Collie’s teeth were no [onger sharp. There was a
p[aﬁiﬂness about her nips and a genﬂeness that prevented them
from really hurting him. He forgot that she had made life a
burden to him, and when she dlsported herse[f around him he
Vesponded solemn[y, striving to be p[aﬁul and becomlng no more

than ridiculous.

One day she led him oﬁ ona [ong chase through the ]oack—pastwe
land into the woods. Tt was the aﬁemoon that the master was to
ride, and White Fang knew it. The horse stood saddled and
waiting at the door. White Fang hesitated. But there was that in
him deeper than all the law he had learned, than the customs that
had moulded him, than his love for the master, than the very will
to live of himself; and when, in the moment of his indecision, Collie
nipped him and scampered oﬁ, he turned and _fo”owed aﬁer. The
master rode alone that day; and in the woods, side loy side, White
Fang ran with Collie, as his mother, Kiche, and old One Eye had
run [ong years Ioefore in the silent Northland forest.



CHAPTER V—THE SLEEPING WOLF

1t was about this time that the newspapers were ﬁtu of the daring
escape of a convict ﬁ/om San Quentin prison. Hewas a ferocious
man. He had been ill-made in the making. He had not been born
V'Lght, and he had not been he[ped any on the moulding he had
received at the hands of society. The hands of society are harsh,
and this man was a striking sample of its handiwork. He was a
beast—a human beast, it is true, but nevertheless so terrible a

beast that he can best be characterised as carnivorous.

In San Quentin prison he had proved incorrigible. Punishment
fai[ed to break his spirit. He could die dumb-mad and ﬁghﬁng to
the last, but he could not live and be beaten. The more ﬁercely he
fought, the more harsh[y society handled him, and the only eﬁect
of harshness was to make him ﬁercer. Strai’cjacke‘cs, starvation,
and beatings and clubbings were the wrong treatment for Jim
Hall; but it was the treatment he received. 1t was the treatment he
had received ﬁrom the time he was a little pulpy ’ooy in a San
Francisco slum—soﬁ c[ay in the hands of society and ready to be

formed into something.

1t was during Jim Hall’s third term in prison that he encountered a

guard that was almost as great a beast as he. The guard treated



him unfairly, lied about him to the warden, lost his credits,
persecuted him. The diﬁevence between them was that the guard
carried a bunch of keys and a revolver. Jim Hall had only his
naked hands and his teeth. But he sprang upon the guard one
day and used his teeth on the other’s throat Just like any jung[e

animal.

After this, Jim Hall went to live in the incorrigible cell. He lived
there three years. The cell was of iron, the ﬂoor, the walls, the Voof.
He never left this cell. He never saw the sky nor the sunshine. Day
was a twilight and night was a black silence. He was in an iron
tomb, buried alive. He saw no human face, spoke to no human
’ching. When his food was shoved in to him, he growled like a wild
animal. He hated all things. For days and nights he bellowed his
rage at the universe. For weeks and months he never made a
sound, in the black silence eating his very soul. He was a man and
amonstrosity, as feavﬁt[ a thing of fear as ever gilobered in the

visions of a maddened brain.

And then, one nigh’c, he escaped. The warders said it was
'meoson le, but nevertheless the cell was empty, and ha[f n ha[f
out of it lay the body of a dead guard. Two other dead guards
marked his trail ’c’mrough the prison to the outer walls, and he had
killed with his hands to avoid noise.



He was armed with the weapons cyC the slain guards—a live
arsenal that ﬂed ’chvough the hills puvsued on the organised migh’c
of society. A heavy price of gold was upon his head. Avaricious
farmers hunted him with sho’c—gvms. His blood might pay oﬁf a
mortgage or send a son to coUege. Public—spiri’ced citizens took
down their Viﬂes and went out aﬁev him. A pack of bloodhounds
fo[[owed the way of his bleed'mg fee’c. And the sleuth-hounds of
the law, the paid ﬁghﬁng animals cf society, with te[ephone, and
’ce[egraph, and specla[ train, c[ung to his trail nigh‘c and day.

Sometimes they came upon him, and men faced him like heroes, or
stampeded through barbed-wire fences to the deﬁgh’c of the
commonwealth Veading the account at the breakfast table. 1t was
aﬁer such encounters that the dead and wounded were carted
back to the towns, and their p[aces ﬁ“ed loy men eager for the

man-hunt.

And then Jim Hall disappeared. The bloodhounds vainly quested
on the lost trail. noffensive ranchers in remote valleys were held
up by armed men and compelled to identify themselves. While the
remains of Jim Hall were discovered on a dozen mountain-sides by

greedy claimants for ’olood—money.

In the meantime the newspapers were read at Sierra Vista, not so



much with interest as with anxiety. The women were afraid. Judge
Scott pooh—poohed and [aughed, but not with reason, for it was in
his last days on the bench tha’tj im Hall had stood befove him and
received sentence. And in open court-room, before all men, Jim
Hall had proc[aimed that the day would come when he would

wreak vengeance on the]udge that sentenced him.

For once, Jim Hall was right. He was innocent of the crime for
which he was sentenced. 1t was a case, in the par[ance of thieves
and police, of “rail-roading.” Jim Hall was being “rail-roaded” to
prison for a crime he had not committed. Because of the two prior

convictions against him, Judge Scott imposed upon him a sentence

Off&ﬁy years.

Judge Scott did not know all things, and he did not know that he
was party to a police conspiracy, that the evidence was hatched
and perjured, that Jim Hall was guiltless of the crime charged.
And Jim Hall, on the other hand, did not know that Judge Scott
was merely ignorant. Jim Hall believed that the judge knew all
about it and was hand in g[ove with the police in the perpetration
of the monstrous njustice. So it was, when the doom of fgcty years
of living death was uttered by Judge Scott, that Jim Hall, hating all
things in the society that misused him, rose up and Vaged in the
court-room until dragged down on half a dozen of his blue-coated



enemies. To him,]udge Scott was the keys’cone in the arch of
njustice, and upon]udge Scott he emp’cied the vials of his wrath
and hurled the threats of his revenge yet to come. Then] im Hall
went to his [iving death ... and escaped.

Of all this White Fang knew nothing. But between him and Alice,
the master’s wife, there existed a secret. Each night, aﬁer Sierra
Vista had gone to bed, she rose and let in White Fang to sleep n
the loig hall. Now White Fang was not a house—dog, nor was he
permitted to sleep in the house; so each morning, ear[y, she sl'qoped

down and let him out loefore the fami[y was awake.

On one such nigh’c, while all the house s[ept, White Fang awoke
and [ay very quieﬂy. And very quieﬂy he smelled the air and read
the message it bore of a strange god’s presence. And to his ears
came sounds of the strange god’s movements. White Fang burst
into no ﬁwious outcry. It was not his way. The strange god walked
soﬁ[y, but more soﬁ[y walked White Fang, for he had no clothes to
rub against the ﬂesh of his Ioody. He foﬂowed silenﬂy. In the Wild
he had hunted live meat that was inﬁni’cely timid, and he knew the
advantage of surprise.

The strange god paused at the foot of the great staircase and

listened, and White Fang was as dead, so without movement was



he as he watched and waited. Up that staircase the way led to the
love-master and to the love-master’s dearest jpossessions. White
Fang bristled, but waited. The strange god’s foot [ifted. He was

beginnlng the ascent.

Then it was that White Fang struck. He gave no warning, with no
snarl anﬁcipated his own action. Into the air he [iﬁed his Ioody n
the spring that [anded him on the strange god’s back. White Fang
c[ung with his fore—paws to the man’s shoulders, at the same time
]ouvying his fangs into the back of the man’s neck. He c[wng on for
a moment, [ong enough to drag the god over backward. Together
’chey crashed to the ﬂoor. White Fang [eaped clear, and, as the

man stmgg[ed to rise, was in again with the s[ashing fangs.

Sierra Vista awoke in alarm. The noise from downstairs was as
that of a score of ba’c’cﬁng ﬁends. There were revolver shots. A
man’s voice screamed once in horror and anguish. There was a
great snar[ing and gvowling, and over all arose a smashing and

crashing of fwnitwe and g[ass.

But almost as quick[y as it had arisen, the commotion died away.
The stmgg[e had not lasted more than three minutes. The
ﬁfightened household clustered at the top of the stairway. From
below, as from out an abyss of blackness, came up a guvg[ing



sound, as of air bubbling through water. Sometimes this gurgle
became sibilant, almost a whistle. But this, too, quick[y died down
and ceased. Then naugh’c came up out of the blackness save a

heavy panting of some creature stmgg[lng sorely fov air.

Weedon Scott pressed a button, and the staircase and downstairs
hall were flooded with light. Then he and Judge Scott, revolvers in
hand, cautious [y descended. There was no need for this caution.
White Fang had done his work. n the midst Qf the wveckage of
overthrown and smashed fmmitwe, part[y on his side, his face
hidden on an arm, lay aman. Weedon Scott bent over, removed
the arm and turned the man’s face upward. A gaping throat

exp lained the manner of his death.

“lim Hall,” said Judge Scott, and father and son looked
significantly at each other.

Then they twrned to White Fang. He, too, was lying on his side.
His eyes were closed, but the lids slight[y [iﬁed inan eﬁcort to look
at them as they bent over him, and the tail was percepﬁ’o [y
agi’ca‘ced in avain eﬁcort to wag. Weedon Scott pa’c’ced him, and his
throat rumbled an acknow[edging growl. But it was a weak grow[
at best, and it quick[y ceased. His eye[ids drooped and went shut,
and his whole ’oody seemed to relax and ﬂatten out upon the ﬂoor.



“He’s all in, poor devil,” muttered the master.

“We'll see about that,” asserted the]udge, as he started for the
‘ce[ep hone.

“Frank[y, he has one chance in a thousand,” announced the

surgeon, aﬁer he had worked an hour and a half on White Fang.

Dawn was ’oreaking through the windows and dimming the
electric [ights. With the exception of the children, the whole fami[y

was gathered about the surgeon to hear his verdict.

“One broken hlnd—[eg,” he went on. “Three broken ribs, one at
least @c which has pierced the hmgs. He has lost neavly all the
blood in his body. There is a [arge likelihood of internal njuries.
He must have been J'umped upon. To say no’ching @c three bullet
holes clear ’c’mrough him. One chance in a thousand is VeaUy

optimistic. He hasn’t a chance in ten thousand.”

“But he mustn’t lose any chance that might be of help to him,”
Judge Scott exclaimed. “Never mind expense. Put him under the
X—Vay—anything. Weedon, te[egvaph at once to San Francisco for
Doctor Nichols. No Veﬂection onyou, doctor, you understand; but

he must have the advantage of every chance.”

The surgeon smiled indulgenﬂy. “Of course 1 understand. He



deserves all that can be done fov him. He must be nursed as you
would nurse a human Ioeing, a sick child. And don’t forge’c what 1
told you about temperature. I'll be back at ten o’clock again.”

White Fang received the nursing. Judge Scott’s suggestion of a
trained nurse was indignanﬂy clamoured down by the g'uf[s, who

themselves undertook the task. And White Fang won out on the

one chance in ten thousand denied him loy the surgeon.

The latter was not to be censured for his misjudgment. All his Ufe
he had tended and opevated on the soﬂ humans of civilisation,
who lived sheltered lives and had descended out of many sheltered
generations. Compaved with White Fang, they were ﬁfail and
ﬂalo’oy, and clutched life without any s‘crength in their grip. White
Fang had come straigh’c ﬁom the Wild, where the weak perish
eaﬂy and shelter is vouchsafed to none. n neither his father nor
his mother was there any weakness, nor in the generations before
them. A constitution of iron and the vitali’cy of the Wild were
White Fang’s inheritance, and he clung to ﬁfe, the whole of him
and every part of him, in spirit and in ﬂesh, with the tenacity that
of old belonged to all creatures.

Bound down a prisoner, denied even movement on the p[as’cer

casts and bandages, White Fang [ingered out the weeks. He s[ept



long hours and dreamed much, and through his mind passed an
unending pageant of Northland visions. All the ghosts of the past
arose and were with him. Once again he lived in the lair with
Kiche, crept tremb['mg to the knees of Grey Beaver to tender his
allegiance, ran for his life before Lip-lip and all the howling
bedlam of the puppy-pack.

He ran again ’chrough the silence, hun‘cing his [lving food through
the months of famine; and again he ran at the head of the team,
the gut—wh'qos of Mit-sah and Grey Beaver snapping behind, their
voices crying “Ral Raa!” when they came to a narrow passage and
the team closed together like a fan to go through. He lived again
all his days with Beauty Smith and the ﬁghts he had fought. At
such times he whimpered and snarled in his sleep, and they that

looked on said that his dreams were bad.

But there was one particular nigh‘cmare ﬁrom which he suﬁered—
the c[anking, clanging monsters of electric cars that were to him
colossal screaming [ynxes. He would lie in a screen of bushes,
watching for a squiwe[ to venture far enough out on the ground
fvom its tree—reﬂlge. Then, when he sprang out upon it, it would
transform itself into an electric car, menacing and terrible,
towering over him like 2 mountain, screaming and c[anging and

spitting ﬁre at him. 1t was the same when he chal[enged the hawk



down out cyc the sky. Down out of the blue it would rush, as it
dropped upon him changing i’cse[fin’co the ub iquitous electric car.
Or again, he would be in the pen of Beauty Smith. Outside the
pen, men would be ga’cheving, and he knew that a ﬁgh’c was on.

He watched the door for his antagonist to enter. The door would
open, and thrust in upon him would come the awﬁd electric car. A
thousand times this occurred, and each time the terror it nsp ired

was as vivid and great as ever.

Then came the day when the last ’oandage and the last plaster cast
were taken oﬁ It was a gala day. All Sierra Vista was gathered
around. The master rubbed his ears, and he crooned his love-
growl. The master’s wife called him the “Blessed Wolf,” which
name was taken up with acclaim and all the women called him the

Blessed Wo lf

He tried to rise to his feet, and aﬁer several attempts feu down
fvom weakness. He had lain so [ong that his muscles had lost their
cunning, and all the strength had gone out of them. He fe[’c a little
shame because of his weakness, as though, fovsooth, he were
faiﬁng the gods in the service he owed them. Because of this he
made heroic eﬁbrts to arise and at last he stood on his fowf legs,
tottering and swaying back and fort’n.



“The Blessed Wo[ﬁ” chorused the women.

Judge Scott surveyed them triumphantly.

“Out of your own mouths be it,” he said. “Just as 1 contended 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 henceforth that shall

be my name for him.”

“He’ll have to learn to walk again,” said the surgeon; “so he might

as well start in V'Lght now. It won’t hurt him. Take him outside.”

And outside he went, like a king, with all Sierra Vista about him
and tending on him. Hewas very weak, and when he reached the

lawn he [ay down and rested for a while.

Then the procession started on, little spurts of s’crength coming
into White Fang’s muscles as he used them and the blood began to
surge ’cfmrough them. The stables were reached, and there in the
doorway, [ay Collie, a half-dozen pudgy puppies p[ay'mg about her

in the sun.

White Fang looked on with a wondering eye. Collie snarled
warningly at him, and he was careﬁd to keep his distance. The



master with his toe he[ped one sprawﬁng puppy toward him. He
bristled suspiciously, but the master warned him that all was well.
Collie, clasped in the arms of one of the women, watched him

jealously and with a snarl warned him that all was not well.

The puppy spraw[ed in ﬁfont of him. He cocked his ears and
watched it curious [y. Then their noses touched, and he felt the
warm little tongue of the puppy on his jowl. White Fang’s tongue
went out, he knew not why, and he licked the puppy’s face.

Hand—dapping and p[eased cries from the gods gvee‘ced the
pelformance. He was surpvised, and looked at them in a puzz[ed
way. Then his weakness asserted i‘cse[f, and he lay down, his ears
cocked, his head on one side, as he watched the puppy. The other
puppies came spraw[ing toward him, to Collie’s great disgust; and
he gvave[y permi’cted them to clamber and tumble over him. At
ﬁrst, amid the app[ause of the gods, he betrayed a ’cviﬂe of his old
se[f—consciousness and awkwardness. This passed away as the
pupp ies’ antics and mauling continued, and he lay with ha[f—shut

patient eyes, drows ng in the sun.

END
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