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TO BUILD A FIRE

DAY HAD BROKEN cold and gray, exceedingly cold
and gray, when the man rurned aside from the main
Yukon trail and climbed the high earth-bank, where a
dim and lirtle-travelled trail led eastward through the fat
spruce timberland. It was a steep bank, and he paused
for breath at the rop, excusing the act to himself by
looking at his watch, It was nine o'clock. There was no
sun nor hint of sun, though there was not a cloud in the
sky. It was a clear day, and yet there seemed an intangible
pall over the face of things, a subtle gloom that made
the day dark, and that was due to the absence of sun.
This fact did not worry the man. He was used to the
lack of sun. It had been days since he had seen the sun,
and he knew that a few more days must pass before
that cheerful orb, due south, would just peep above the
sky-line and dip immediately from view.

The man flung a look back along the way he had
come. The Yukon lay a mile wide and hidden under
three feet of ice. On twp of this ice were as many feet
of snow. It was all pure white, rolling in gentle
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DAY HAD BROKEN cold and gray, exceedingly cold
and gray, when the man turned aside from the main
Yukon trail and climbed the high earth-bank, where a
dim and little-travelled trail led easrward through the fat
spruce timbetland. It was a steep bank, and he paused
for breath at the top, excusing the act to himself by
looking at his watch. It was nine o'clock. There was no
sun nor hint of sun, though there was nor a cloud in the
sky. It was a clear day, and yet there seemed an intangible
pall over the face of things, a subte gloom that made
the day dark, and that was due to the absence of sun.
This fact did not worry the man. He was used o the
lack of sun. It had been days since he had seen the sun,
and he knew that a few more days musrt pass before
that cheerful ath, due south, would just peep above the
sky-line and dip immediately from view.

The man flung a look back along the way he had
come, The Yukon lay a mile wide and hidden under
three feet of ice. On top of this ice were as many feet
of snow. It was all pure white, relling in gentle
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undulations where the ice-jams of the freeze-up had
formed. North and south, as far as his eye could see, it
was unbroken white, save for a dark haic-line that curved
and twisted from around the spruce-covered island to
the south, and that cugved and twisted away into the
north, where it disappeared behind another spruce-
covered island, This dark hair-line was the crail-—the main
traj}—thit led south five hundred miles to the Chilcoot
Pass, Dyea, and salt water; and that led north seventy
miles to Dawson, and still on to the north a thousand
" miles 1o Nulato, and finally ro St. Michael on Bering Sea,
a thousand miles and half a thousand more.

Bur all this—the mysterious, far-reaching hair-line
trail, the absence of sun from the sky, the remendous
cold, and the strangeness and weirdness of it all—made
no impression on the man. It was not because he was
long used to it. He was a newcomer in the land, a
chechagua, and this was his first winter. The trouble with
hirn was that he was without imagination. He was quick
and alert in the things of life, but only in the things, and
not in the significances. Fifty degrees below zero meant
eighty-odd degrees of frost. Such fact impressed him as
being cold and uncomfortable, and rhar was all. It did
not lead him to medirate upon his frailty as a creature of
temperature, and upon man's frailty in general, able anly
to live within certain narrow limits of hear and cold;
and from there on it did not lead him to the conjecraral
field of immoreality and man's place in the universe. Fifty
degrees below zero stood for a bite of frost that hurt
and that must be guarded against by the use of mittens,
ear-flaps, warm moccasins, and thick socks. Fifty degrees




TO BUILD A FIRE 141

below zero was to him just precisely fifry degrees below
zero. That there should be anything more to it than that
was a thought that never entered his head.

As he turned to go on, he spat speculatively. There
was a sharp, explosive crackle thar startled him. He spat
again. And again, in the air, before it could fall to the
snow, the spittle crackled. He knew that at fifty below
spittle crackled on the snow, bur this spirtle had crackled
in the air. Undoubredly it was colder than fifty below-—
how much colder he did not know. But the temperanare
did not matter. He was bound for the old claim on the
left fork of Henderson Creek, where the boys were
already. ‘They had come over across the divide from the
Indian Creek country, while he had come the roundabout
way to take a look at the possibilites of getting out logs
in the spring from the islands in the Yukon. He would
be in to camp by six o'clock; a bit after dark, it was true,
bur the boys would be there, a fire would be going, and
a hot supper would be ready. As for lunch, he pressed
his hand against the protruding bundle under his jacket.
It was also under his shirt, wrapped up in a handkerchief
and lying apainst the naked skin. It was the only way to
keep the biscuits from freezing, He smiled agreeably to
himself as he thought of those biscuits, each cut open
and sopped in bacon grease, and each enclosing 2
generous slice of fried bacon.

He plunged in among the big spruce trees. The trail
was faint. A foot of snow had fallen since the last sled
had passed over, and he was glad he was without a sled,
travelling light. In facr, he carried nothing bur the lunch
wrapped in the handkerchief. He was surpnsed, however,
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at the cold. It certainly was cold, he concluded, as he
rubbed his numb nose and cheek-bones with his mivened
hand. He was a warm-whiskered man, but the hair on
his face did not protect the high cheek-bones and the
eager nuse thar thrust itself aggressively into the frosty
st *

At the man's heels rrotted a dog, a big native husky,
the proper wolf-dog, gray-coated and without any visible
or 'tmnpcramcnml difference from its brother, the wild
wolf. The animal was depressed by the tremendous cold.

‘Tt knew that it was no time for travelling Its instinct told
it a truer tale than was told to the man by the man's
judgment. In reality, it was not merely colder than fifty
below zero; it was colder than sixty below, than seventy
below. It was seventy-five below zero. Since the freezing-
point is thirty-rwo above zero, it meant that one hundred
and seven degrees of frost obtained, The dog did not
know anything about thermometers. Possibly in its brain
there was no sharp consciousness of a condition of very
cold such as was in the man's brain. But the brute had irs
instinct. It experienced a vague but men acing
apprehension thar subdued it and made it slink along at
the man's heels, and that made it question eagerly every
anwonted movement of the man as if expecting him to
go into camp or to seck sheler somewhere and build a
fire. The dog had learned fire, and it wanted fire, or else
to burtow under the snow and cuddle its warmth away
from the air.

The frozen moisture of its breathing had settled
on its fur in a fine powder of frost, and especially were
its jowls, muzzle, and eyelashes whitened by its crystalled
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breath, The man's red beard and mustache were likewise
frosted, but mote solidly, the deposit taking the form
of ice and increasing with every warm, moist breath he
exhaled. Also, the man was chewing tobacco, and the
muzzle of ice held his lips so rigidly that he was unable
to clear his chin when he expelled the juice. The result
was that a crystal beard of the color and solidity of
amber was increasing its length on his chin. If he fell
down it would shater itself, like plass, into brittle
fragments. But he did nor mind the appendage. It was
the penalty all tobacco-chewers paid in that country, and
he had been out before in two cold snaps. They had not
been so cold as this, he knew, but by the spirit
thermometer at Sixty Mile he knew they had been
registered at fifty below and ar fifry-five.

He held on through the level stretch of woods for
several miles, crossed a wide flat of niggerheads, and
dropped down a bank to the frozen bed of a small
stream. This was Henderson Creek, and he knew he was
ten miles from the forks. He looked at his watch. It was
ten o'clock. He was making four miles an hout, and he
calculated that he would arrive at the forks at half-past
rwelve, He decided to celebrate that event by eating his
lunch there.

The dog dropped in again at his heels, with a @il
drooping discouragement, as the man swung along the
creek-bed. The furrow of the old sled-trail was plainly
visible, but a dozen inches of snow covered the marks
of the last runners. In a2 month no man had come up ot
down thar silent creek. The man held steadily on. He
was not much given to thinking, and just then particularly
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he had nothing to think about save that he would eat
Junch at the forks and that at six o'clock he would be in
camp with the boys. There was nobody to talk to; and,
had there been, speech would have been impossible
because of the ice-muzzle on his mouth. So he continued
monotonously to chew tobacco and to increase the length
of his amber beard.

. @nce in a while the thought reiterated itself chat it
was very cold and that he had never experienced such
cold. As he walked along he rubbed his cheek-bones
and nose with the back of his mittened hand. He did
this automatically, now and again changing hands. But
rub as he would, the instant he stopped his cheek-bones
went numb, and the following instant the end of his
nose went numb. He was sure 1o frost his cheeks; he
knew that, and expedenced a pang of regret that he had
not devised a nose-strap of the sort Bud wore in cold
snaps. Such a strap passed across the cheeks, as well, and
saved them. But it didn't matter much, after all. What
were frosted cheeks? A bit painful, that was all; they were
NEVer serous.

Empty as the man's mind was of thoughts, he was
keenly observant, and he noticed the changes in the creek,
the curves and bends and timber-jams, and always he
sharply noted where he placed his feet. Once, coming
around a bend, he shied abrupdy, like a startled horse,
curved away from the place where he had been walking,
and recreated several paces back along the trail. The creek
he knew was frozen clear to the bottom,—no creek
could conrain water in that arctic winter,—but he knew
also that there were springs that bubbled out from the
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hillsides and ran along under the snow and on top the
ice of the creek. He knew that the coldest snaps never
froze these springs, and he knew likewise their danger.
They were traps. They hid pools of water under the
snow that might be three inches deep, or three feet.
Sometimes a skin of ice half an inch thick covered them,
and in turn was covered by the snow. Sometimes there
were alternate layers of water and ice-skin, so that whea
one broke through he kept on breaking through for a
while, sometimes wetting himself to the waist.

That was why he had shied in such panic. He had
felt the give under his feet and heard the crackle of a
snow-hidden ice-skin, And to get his feet wet in such a
temperature meant trouble and danger. At the very least
it meant delay, for he would be forced to stop and build
a fire, and under its protection to bare his feet while he
dried his socks and moccasins. He stood and studied the
creck-bed and its banks, and decided that the flow of
water came from the right. He reflected awhile, rubbing
his nose and cheeks, then skisted to the left, stepping
gingerly and testing the footing for each step. Once cleac
of the danper, he took a fresh chew of tobacco and
swung along at his four-mile gait. In the course of the
next two hours he came upon several similar traps.
Usually the snow above the hidden pools had a sunken,
candied appearance that advertised the danger. Once
again, however, he had a close call; and once, suspectng
danger, he compelled the dog to go on in front. The
dog did not want to go. It hung back undl the man
shoved it forward, and then it went quickly across the
white, unbroken surface. Suddenly it broke through,
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floundered to one side, and got away to firmer footing
Tt had wet its forefeet and legs, and almost immediately
the water that clung to it rurned to ice. It made quick
efforts to lick the ice off its legs, then dropped down in
the snow and began to bite out the ice that had formed
bétween the toes. This was 4 matter of instinct. To permit
the ice to remain would mean sore feet. It did not know
this. Tt merely obeyed the mysterious prompting that
atose from the déep ceypts of its being, But the man
knew, having achieved a judgment on the subject, and he
removed the mirtten from his right hand and helped rear
out the ice-particles. He did not expose his fingers more
than a minute, and was astonished at the swift numbness
that smote them. It certainly was cold. He pulled on the
mitten hastily, and beat the hand savagely across his chest.

At twelve o'clock the day was at its brighrest. Yet
the sun was too far south on its winter joutney to clear
the horizon. The bulge of the earth intervened berween
it and Henderson Creek, where the man walked under a
clear sky at noon and cast no shadow: At half-past rwelve,
to the minure, he arrived at the forks of the creek. He
was pleased at the speed he had made. If he kept it up,
he would certainly be with the boys by six. He unburtoned
his jacket and shirt and drew forth his lunch. The action
consumed no more than a quarter of a minute, yet in
that brief moment the numbness laid hold of the
exposed fingers. He did not put the mirren on, but,
instead, struck the fingers 2 dozen sharp smashes against
his leg. Then he sat down on a snow-covered log to ear.
The sting that followed upon the striking of his fingers
against his leg ceased so quickly that he was startled. He




TO BUILD A FIRE 147

had had no chance to take a bite of biscuit, He struck
the fingers repeatedly and returned them to the mirten,
baring the other hand for the purpose of cating. He
tried to take 2 mouthful, but the ice-muzzle prevented.
He had forgotten to build a fice and thaw our. He
chuckled at his foolishness, and as he chuckled he noted
the numbness creeping into the exposed fingess. Also,
he noted that the stinging which had first come to his
toes when he sat down was already passing away. He
wondered whether the toes were warm or numb. He
moved them inside the moccasins and decided that they
were numb.

He pulled the mitten on hurriedly and stood up.
He was a bit frightened. He stamped up and down until
the stinging returned into the feet. It centainly was cold,
was his thought, That man from Sulphur Creek had
spoken the truth when telling how cold it sometimes
got in the country. And he had laughed at him at the
time! That showed one must not be too sure of things.
There was no mistake about it, it was cold. He strode
up and down, stamping his feet and threshing his arms,
until reassured by the returning warmth. Then he got
out matches and proceeded to make a fire. From the
undergrowth, where high water of the previous sprng
had lodged a supply of seasoned twigs, he got his fire-
wood. Working carefully from a small beginning, he soon
had a roaring fire, over which he thawed the ice from
his face and in the protection of which he ate his biscuits.
For the moment the cold of space was outwitted. The
dog ook satisfaction in the fire, stretching out close
enough for warmth and far enough away to escape
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being singed.

When the man had finished, he filled his pipe and
took his comfortable time over a smoke. Then he pulled
on his mittens, setled the ear-flaps of his cap firmly
about his ears, and took the creek trail up the left fork.
'The dog was disappointed and yeamned back toward
the fire. This man did not know cold. Possibly all the
generdtions of his ancestry had been ignorant of cold,
of real cold, of cold one hundred and seven degrees
below freezing-point. But the dog knew; all its ancestry
knew, and it had inherited the knowledge. And it knew
that it was not pood to walk abroad in such fearful cold.
It was the time to lie snug in a hole in the snow and wait
for a curtain of cloud to be drawn across the face of
outer space whence this cold came. Cn the other hand,
there was no keen intimacy between the dog and the
man, The one was the toil-slave of the other, and the
only caresses it had cver received were the caresses of
the whip-lash and of harsh and menacing throat-sounds
that threatened the whip-lash, So the dog made no effort
10 communicate its apprehension to the man. It was not
concerned in the welfare of the man; it was for its own
sake that it yearned back toward the fire. But the man
whistled, and spoke to it with the sound of whip-lashes,
and the dog swung in at the man's heels and followed
afrer.

The man took a chew of tobacco and proceeded
to start a new amber beard. Also, his moist breath quickly
powdered with white his mustache, eyebrows, and lashes.
There did not seem to be so many springs on the left
fork of the Henderson, and for half an hour the man
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saw no signs of any. And then it happened. At a place
where there were no signs, where the sof, unbroken
snow seemed o advertise solidity beneath, the man broke
through. It was not deep. He wet himself halfway to the
knees before he floundered out to the firm crust.

He was angry, and cursed his luck aloud. He had
hoped to get into camp with the boys at six o'clock, and
this would delay him an hour, for he would have to
build 2 fire and dry out his foot-gear. This was imperatve
at that low temperarure—he knew that much; and he
rurned aside to the bank, which he climbed. On top,
tangled in the underbrush about the trunks of several
small spruce trees, was a high-water deposit of dry fire-
wood—sticks and twigs, principally, but also larger
portions of seasoned branches and fine, dry, last-year's
prasses. He threw down several large pieces on top of
the snow. This served for a foundation and prevented
the young flame from drowning itself in the snow it
otherwise would melr. The flame he got by touching a
match to a small shred of birch-bark that he took from
his pocket. This burned even more readily than paper.
Placing it on the foundation, he fed the young flame
with wisps of dry grass and with the tniest dry twigs.

He worked slowly and carefully, keenly aware of
his danger. Gradually, as the flame grew stronger, he
increased the size of the twigs with which he fed it. He
squatted in the snow, pulling the rwigs out from theis
entanglement in the brush and feeding directly to the
flame, He knew there must be no failure. When it is
seventy-five below zero, a man must not fail in his first
attempt to build a fire—that is, if his feet are wet. If his
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feet are dry, and he fails, he can run along the trail for
half a mile and restore his circulation. But the circuladon
of wet and freezing feet cannot be restored by running
when it is seventy-five below. No matter how fast he
runs, the wét feet will freeze the harder.

All this the man knew. The old-timer on Sulphur
Creek had told him about it the previous fall, and now
be wad appreciating the advice. Already all sensation had
gone out of his feet. To build the fire he had been forced
to remove his mirtens, and the fingers had quickly gone
numb, His pace of four miles an hour had kept his heart
pumping blood to the surface of his body and to all the
extremities. But the instant he stopped, the action of the
pump cased down. The cold of space smote the
unprotected dp of the planet, and he, being on that
unprotected tip, received the full force of the blow. The
blood of his body recoiled before it. The blood was
alive, like the dog, and like the dog it wanted to hide
away and cover itself up from the fearful cold. So long
as he walked four miles an hour, he pumped that blood,
willy-nilly, to the surface; but now it ebbed away and
sank down into the recesses of his body. The extremities
were the first to feel its absence. His wer feet froze the
faster, and his exposed fingers numbed the faster, though
they had not yet begun to freeze. Nose and cheeks were
already freezing, while the skin of all his body chilled as
it lost its blood.

But he was safe. Toes and nose and cheeks would
be only touched by the frost, for the fire was beginning
to burn with strength. He was feeding it with rwigs the
size of his finger. In another minute he would be able to
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feed it with branches the size of his wrist, and then he
could remove his wet foot-gear, and, while it dried, he
could keep his naked feet warm by the fire, rubbing
them at first, of course, with snow. The fire was a success.
He was safe. He remembered the advice of the old-
timer on Sulphur Creck, and smiled. The old-timer had
been vesy serious in laying down the law that no man
must travel alone in the Klondike afrer fifty below. Well,
here he was; he had had the accident; he was alone; and
he had saved himself. Those old-timers were rather
womanish, some of them, he thought. All 2 man had to
do was to keep his head, and he was all right. Any man
who was a man could travel alone. But it was surprising,
the rapidity with which his cheeks and nose were freezing,
And he had not thoughe his fingers could go lifeless in
so short a time. Lifeless they were, for he could scarcely
make them move together to grip a twig, and they seemed
remote from his body and from him, When he touched
a twig, he had to look and see whether or not he had
hold of it. The wites were pretry well down berween
him and his finger-ends.

All of which counted for litdle. There was the fire,
snapping and crackling and promising life with every
dancing flame. He started to untie his moccasins. They
were coated with ice; the thick German socks were like
sheaths of iron halfway to the knees; and the moccasin
strings were like rods of steel all rwisted and knotted as
by some conflagration. For a moment he tugged with
his numb fingers, then, realizing the folly of it, he drew
his sheath-knife.

But before he could cut the strings, it happened. It
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was his own fault or, rather, his mistake. He should not
have built the fire under the spruce tree. He should have
built it in the open. But it had been easier to pull the
twigs from the brush and drop them directly on the fire.
Now the tree under which he had done this carnied a
weight of snow on its boughs. No wind had blown for
weeks, and each bough was fully freighted. Each tme
he hadgulled a rwig he had communicated a slight
agitation to the tree—an imperceptible agitation, so far
as he was concerned, but an agitation sufficient to bring
-+ about the disaster. High up in the wree one bough capsized
its load of snow. This fell on the boughs beneath,
capsizing them. This process continued, spreading out
and involving the whole tree. Tt grew like an avalanche,
and it descended without warning upoen the man and
the fire, and the fire was blotted out! Where it had burned
was a mantle of fresh and disordered snow.

The man was shocked. It was as though he had just
heard his own sentence of death. For a moment he sat
and stared at the spot where the fire had been. Then he
grew very calm. Perhaps the old-timer on Sulphur Creek
was right. If he had only had a trail-mate he would have
been in no danger now. The trail-mate could have built
the fire. Well, it was up to him ro build the fire over
again, and this second time there must be no failure.
Even if he succeeded, he would mosr likely lose some
toes. His feet must be badly frozen by now, and there
would be some time befote the second fire was ready.

Such were his thoughts, but he did not sit and think
them. He was busy all the time they were passing through
his mind. He made a new foundarion for a fire, this time
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in the open, where no treacherous tree could blot it out.
Mext, he gathered dry grasses and tny twigs from the
high-water flotsam. He could not bring his fingers
together to pull them out, but he was able to gather
them by the handful. In this way he got many rouen
twigs and bits of green moss that were undesirable, but
it was the best he could do. He worked methodically,
even collecting an armful of the larger branches to be
used later when the fire gathered strength. And all the
while the dog sat and warched him, a certain yearning
wistfulness in its eyes, for it looked upon him as the fire

provider, and the fire was slow in coming,

When all was ready, the man reached in his pocker
for a second piece of birch-bark. He knew the bark
was there, and, though he could not feel it with his fingers,
he could hear its crisp rustling as he fumbled for ir. Try
as he would, he could not clutch hold of it. And all the
time, in his consciousness, was the knowledge that each
instant his feet were freezing This thought tended to put
him in a panic, but he fought against it and kept calm.
He pulled on his mirtens with his teeth, and threshed his
arms back and forth, beating his hands with all his might
against his sides. He did this sitting down, and he stood
up 1o do it; and all the while the dog sat in the snow, its
wolf-brush of a tail curled around warmly over its
forefeer, its sharp wolf-ears pricked forward intently as
it watched the man. And the man, as he beat and threshed
with his arms and hands, felt a great susge of envy as he
regarded the creature that was warm and secure in irs
natural covering.

After a ime he was aware of the first faraway
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signals of sensation in his beaten fingers. The faint tingling
grew stronger till it evolved into a stinging ache that was
excruciating, but which the man hailed with sansfacton.
He stripped the mitten from his right band and fetched
forth the bifch-bark. The exposed fingers were quickly
going numb again. Next he brought out his bunch of
sulphur matches, But the tremendous cold had already
driven the life out of his fingers. In his effort to separate
one match from the others, the whole bunch fell in the
. snow. He tried to pick it out of the snow, but failed. The
" dead fingers could neither touch nor clutch. He was very
careful. He drove the thought of his freezing feet, and
nose, and cheeks, out of his mind, devoring his whole
soul to the matches. He watched, using the sense of vision
in place of that of touch, and when he saw his fingers
an each side the bunch, he closed them——that is, he willed
to close them, for the wires were down, and the fingers
did not obey. He pulled the mitten on the right hand,
and beat it fiercely against his knee. Then, with both
mirtened hands, he scooped the bunch of matches, along
with much snow, into his lap. Yet he was no better off.

Man and dog sitting across the ruins of the fire. After
some manipulation he managed to ger the bunch between
the heels of his mittened hands. In this fashion he carried
it to his mouth. The ice crackled and snapped when by a
violent effort he opened his mouth. He drew the lower
jaw in, curled the upper lip out of the way, and scraped
the bunch with his upper teeth in order 10 separate a
march. He succeeded in getting one, which he dropped
on his lap. He was no better off. He could not pick 1t up.
Then he devised a way. He picked it up in his reeth and
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scratched it on his leg, Twenty times he scratched before
he succeeded in lighting it. As it flamed he held it with
his teeth to the birch-bark. But the burning brimstone
went up his nostrils and into his lungs, causing him to
cough spasmodically. The match fell into the snow and
went out.

The old-timer on Sulphur Creck was right, he
thought in the moment of controlled despair that ensued:
after fifty below, a man should travel with a parwer. He
beat his hands, but failed in exciting any sensation.
Suddenly he bared both hands, removing the mirtens
with his teeth. He caught the whole bunch berween the
heels of his hands. His arm-muscles not being frozen
enabled him to press the hand-heels tghtly against the
matches. Then he scratched the bunch along his leg, It
flared into flame, seventy sulphur matches at once! There
was no wind to blow them out. He kept his head ro one
side to escape the strangling fumes, and held the blazing
bunch to the birch-bark. As he so held it, he became
aware of sensation in his hand. His flesh was burning,
He could smell it. Deep down below the surface he
could feel it. The sensation developed into pain that grew
acute. And still he endured it, holding the flame of the
matches clumsily to the bark that would not light readily
because his own burning hands were in the way,
absorbing most of the flame.

At last, when he could endure no more, he jerked
his hands apart. The blazing matches fell sizzling into the
snow, but the birch-bark was alight. He began laying dry
grasses and the tiniest twigs on the flame, He could not
pick and choose, for he had 1o lift the fuel berween the
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heels of his hands. Small pieces of roren wood and
green moss clung to the twigs, and he bit them off as
well as he could with his teeth. He cherished the flame
carefully and awkwardly, It meant life, and it must not
pedsh. The withdrawal of blood from the surface of
his'body now made him begin to shiver, and he grew
more awkwagd. A large piece of green moss fell squarely
on the Krtle fire. He tried to poke it out with his fingers,
but his shivering frame made him poke too far, and he
- disrupted the nucleus of the lirde fire, the burning grasses
" and tiny twigs separating and scattering, He tried to poke
them together again, but in spite of the tenseness of the
effort, his shivering got away with him, and the reags
were hopelessly scartered. Each twig gushed a puff of
smoke and went out. The fire-provider had failed. As
he looked apathetically about him, his eyes chanced on
the dog, sitting actoss the ruins of the fire from him, in
the snow, making restless, hunching movements, slightly
lifting one forefoot and then the other, shifting its weight
back and forth on them with wistful cagerness.

The sight of the dog put a wild idea into his head.
He remembered the rale of the man, caught in a blizzard,
who killed a steer and crawled inside the carcass, and so
was saved. He would kill the dog and bury his hands in
the warm body unil the numbness went out of them.
Then he could build anothet fire. He spoke to the dog,
calling it to him; but in his voice was a strange note of
fear that frightened the animal, who had never known
the man to speak in such way before. Something was
the marter, and its suspicious nature sensed danger—it
knew not what danger, bur somewhere, somehow, in its
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brain arose an apprehension of the man. It flattened its
ears down at the sound of the man's voice, and its
restless, hunching movements and the liftings and shiftings
of its forefeet became mare pronounced; but it would
not come to the man. He got on his hands and knees
and crawled toward the dog, This unusval posture again
excited suspicion, and the animal sidled mincingly away.

The man sat up in the snow for a moment and
struggled for calmness. Then he pulled on his mittens,
by means of his reeth, and got upon his feet. He glanced
down at first in order to assure himself that he was really
standing up, for the absence of sensation in his feet left
him unrelated to the earth. His erect position in irself
started to drive the webs of suspicion from the dog's
mind; and when he spoke peremptorily, with the sound
of whip-lashes in his voice, the dog rendered its
customary allegiance and came to him, As it came within
reaching distance, the man lost his control. His arms
flashed out to the dog, and he experienced genuine
surprise when he discovered that his hands could not
clutch, thar there was neither bend nor feeling in the
fingers. He had forgotten for the moment that they were
frozen and that they were freezing more and more. All
this happened quickly, and before the animal could get
away, he encircled its body with his arms, He sat down
in the snow, and in this fashion held the dog, while it
snarled and whined and struggled.

Burt it was all he could do, hold its body encircled
in his arms and sit there. He realized that he could not
kill the dog, There was no way to do it. With his helpess
hands he could neither draw nor hold his sheath-knife
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not throttle the animal. He released ir, and it plunged
wildly away, with tail berween its legs, and still snaring,
It halted forry feet away and surveyed him curiously,
with ears sharply pricked forward. The man looked
down’at his hands in order to locate them, and found
them hanging on the ends of his arms. It struck him as
curions that one should have to use his eyes in order to
find o#t where his hands were, He began threshing his
arms back and forth, beating the mintened hands against
his sides. He did this for five minutes, violently, and his
heart pumped enough blood up to the surface to put a
stop to his shivering, But no sensation was aroused in
the hands. He had an impression that they hung like
weights on the ends of his arms, but when he tried to
run the impression down, he could not find it.

A certain fear of death, dull and oppressive, came
to him. ‘This fear quickly became poignant as he realized
that it was no longer a mere marter of freezing his fingers
and toes, or of losing his hands and feet, but that it was
a matter of life and death with the chances against him.
This threw him into a panic, and be tumed and ran up
the creek-bed along the old, dim trail. The dog joined in
behind and kept up with him. He ran blindly, without
intention, in fear such as he had never known in his life.
Slowly, as he ploughed and floundered through the snow,
he began to see things again,—the banks of the creek,
the old imber-jams, the leafless aspens, and the sky. The
running made him feel better. He did not shiver. Maybe,
if he ran on, his feet would thaw out; and, anyway, if he
ran far enough, he would reach camp and the boys.
Withour doubr he would lose some fingers and toes
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and some of his face; bur the boys would take care of
him, and save the rest of him when he got there. And at
the same time there was another thought in his mind
that said he would never get to the camp and the boys;
that it was too many miles away, that the freezing had
too great a start on him, and that he would soon be stff
and dead. This thought he kept in the background and
refused to consider. Sometimes it pushed irself forward
and demanded to be heard, but he thrust ir back and
strove to think of other things.

It struck him as curious that he could run at all on
feet so frozen that he could not feel them when they
struck the earth and took the weight of his body. He
seemed to himself to skim along above the surface, and
to have no connection with the earth. Somewhere he
had once seen a winged Mercury, and he wondered if
Mercury felt as he felt when skimming over the earth.

His theory of running until he reached camp and
the boys had one flaw in it; he lacked the endurance.
Several times he srumbled, and finally he touered,
crumpled up, and fell. When he tried to rise, he failed.
He must sit and rest, he decided, and next time he would
merely walk and keep on going. As he sat and regained
his breath, he noted that he was feeling quite warm and
comfortable. He was not shivering, and it even seemed
that a warm glow had come to his chest and trunk. And
yet, when he touched his nose or cheeks, there was no
sensation. Running would not thaw them out. Nor would
it thaw out his hands and feet. Then the thought came to
him that the ftozen portions of his body must be
extending, He tried to keep this thought down, ro forget
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it, to think of something else; he was aware of the panicky
feeling that it caused, and he was afraid of the panic.
But the thoughr asserted itself, and persisted, unnl it
produced a vision of his body totally frozen. This was
too much, and he made another wild run along the trail
Once he slowed down to a walk, but the thought of the
freezing extending itself made him run again.
. fendall the time the dog ran with him, at his heels.
When he fell down a second time, it curled its tal over
its forefeet and sat in front of him, facing him, curiously
eager and intent. The warmth and securiry of the animal
angered him, and he cursed it till it flattened down its
cars appeasingly. This time the shivering came more
quickly upon the man. He was losing in his battle with
the frost. It was creeping into his body from all sides.
The thought of it drove him on, but he an no more
than a hundred feer, when he staggered and pitched
headlong, It was his last panic. When he had recovered
his breath and control, he sat up and entertained in his
mind the conception of meetng death with dignity.
However, the conception did not come to him in such
terms. His idea of it was that he had been making a fool
of himself, running around like a chicken with irs head
cut off—such was the simile that occurred to him. Well,
he was bound to freeze anyway, and he might as well
take it decently. With this new-found peace of mind
came the first glimmerings of drowsiness. A good idea,
he thought, to sleep off to death. It was like taking an
anacsthetic. Freezing was not so bad as people thought.
There were lots worse ways to die. . -

He pictured the boys finding his body next day.
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Suddenly he found himself with them, coming along
the trail and looking for himself. And, stll with them, he
came around a turn in the trail and found himself lying
in the snow. He did not belong with himself any more,
for even then he was out of himself, standing with the
boys and looking at himself in the snow. It certainly was
cold, was his thought. When he got back to the States he
could tell the folks what real cold was. He drifted on
from this to a vision of the old-timer on Sulphur Creek.
He could see him quite clearly, warm and comfortable,
and smoking a pipe.

"You were right, old hoss; you were right,” the man
mumbled to the old-timer of Sulphur Creek.

Then the man drowsed off into what seemed to
him the most comfortable and satisfying sleep he had
ever known. The dog sat facing him and wairing, The
brief day drew to a close in a long, slow rwilight. There
were no signs of a fire 1o be made, and, besides, never
in the dog's experience had it known a man to sir like
that in the snow and make no fire. As the twilight drew
on, its eager yearning for the fire mastered it, and with a
great lifting and shifting of forefeet, it whined sofily,
then flattened irs ears down in anticipation of being
chidden by the man. But the man remained silent. Later,
the dog whined loudly. And still later it crepe close o the
man and caught the scent of death. This made the animal
bristle and back away. A lirde longer it delayed, howling
under the stars that leaped and danced and shone brightly
in the cold sky. Then it rurned and worted up the trail in
the direction of the camp it knew, where were the other
food-providers and fire-providers. m



THE HEATHEN

I MET HIM first in a hurricane; and though we had
gone through the hurricane on the same schooner, it was
not until the schooner had gone to pieces under us that I
first laid eyes on him. Without doubt I had seen him
with the rest of the kanaka crew on board, bur 1 had
not consciously been aware of his existence, for the Pette
Jeanne was rather overcrowded. In addition to her cight
or ten kanaka seamen, her white captain, mate, and
supercaggo, and her six cabin passengers, she sailed from
Rangiroa with something like eighty-five deck
passengers— Paumotans and Tahitians, men, women,
and children each with a trade box, to say nothing of
sleeping mats, blankets, and clothes bundles.

The pearling season in the Paumotus was over, and
all hands were returning to Tahiti. The six of us cabin
passengers wese pearl buyers. Two were Amercans, one
was Ah Choon (the whitest Chinese I have ever known),
one was a German, one was a Polish Jew, and I
completed the half dozen.
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It had been a prosperous season. Not one of us
had cause for complaint, nor one of the eighty-five deck
passengers cither, All had done well, and all were looking
forward to a rest-off and a good time in Papeete.

Of course, the Pedre Jeanne was overloaded. She
was only seventy tons, and she had no right 1o carry 2
tithe of the mob she had on board. Beneath her hatches
she was crammed and jammed with pear] shell and
copra. Even the trade room was packed full with shell
Tt was a mitacle that the sailors could work her. There
was no moving about the decks. They simply climbed
back and forth along the rails.

In the night time they walked upon the sleepers,
who carpeted the deck, I'll swear, two deep. Ohl And
there were pigs and chickens on deck, and sacks of yams,
while every conceivable place was festooned with suings
of drinking cocoanuts and bunches of bananas. On both
sides, berween the fore and main shrouds, guys had been
stretched, just low enough for the foreboom to swing
clear; and from each of these guys at least fifty bunches
of bananas were suspended.

It promised to be a messy passage, even if we did
make it in the two or three days that would have been
required if the southeast trades had been blowing fresh.
But they weren't blowing fresh. After the first five hours
the trade died away in a dozen or so gasping fans. The
calm continued all that night and the next day—one of
those glaring, glassy, calms, when the very thought of
opening one’s eyes to look at it is sufficient to cause a
headache,

The second day a man died—an Easter Islander,
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one of the best divers that season in the lagoon.
Smallpox—that is what it was; though how smallpox
could come on board, when there had been no known
cases ashore when we left Rangiroa, is beyond me. There
it was, tholigh—smallpox, a man dead, and rhree others
dbwn on their backs.

There was nothing to be done. We could not
segrefate the sick, nor could we care for them. We were
packed like sardines. There was nothing to do burt rot
and die—that is, there was nothing to do afrer the night
that followed the first death. On that night, the mate, the
supercargo, the Polish Jew, and four native divers sneaked
away in the large whale boat. They were never heard of
again. In the morning the captain prompdly scurded the
temaining boats, and there we were.

That day there were two deaths; the following day
three; then it jumped to eight. It was curious to see how
we took it. The natives, for instance, fell into a condition
of dumb, stolid fear. The caprain—Oudouse, his name
was, a Frenchman—became very nervous and voluble.
He actually got the rwitches. He was a large fleshy man,
weighing at least two hundred pounds, and he quickly
became a faithful representation of a quivering jelly-
mountain of fat.

The German, the two Americans, and myself
bought up all the Scotch whiskey, and proceeded to stay
drunk. The theory was beautifub—namely, if we kept
ourselves soaked in alcohol, every smallpox germ that
came into conract with us would immediately be
scorched to a cinder. And the theory worked, though I
must confess that neither Captain Oudouse nor Ah
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Choon were attacked by the disease either. The
Frenchman did not dank at all, while Ah Choon restricted
himself 1o one drnk daily.

It was a pretty time. The sun, going into northern
declination, was straight overhead. There was no wind,
except for frequent squalls, which blew fiercely fot from
five minutes to half an hour, and wound up by deluging
us with rain. After cach squall, the awful sun would come
out, drawing clouds of sream from the soaked decks.

The steam was not nice. It was the vapor of death,
freighted with millions and millions of germs, We always
took another drink when we saw it going up from the
dead and dying, and usually we took two or three more
drinks, mixing them exceptionally suff. Also, we made it
a rule to take an addidonal several each dme they hove
the dead over to the sharks that swarmed about us.

We had a week of ir, and then the whiskey gave
out. It is just as well, or I shouldn'’t be alive now. It took
a sober man to pull through whart followed, as you will
agree when 1 mendon the litde fact that only two men
did pull through. The other man was the heathen—at
least, that was what I heard Caprain Oudouse call him at
the moment 1 ficst became aware of the heathen’s
existence. Bur to come back.

It was ar the end of the week, with the whiskey
gone, and the pearl buyers sober, that 1 happened to
glance at the barometer that hung in the cabin
companionway. Its normal register in the Paumotus was
29.90, and it was quite customary to see it vacillate between
29.85 and 30.00, or even 30.05; but to see it as [ saw it,
down to 29.62, was sufficient to sober the most drunken
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pearl buyer that ever incinerated smallpox microbes in
Scotch whiskey.

I called Captain Oudouse’s attention to it, only to
be informed that he had watched it going down for
several hours. There was little to do, but that litde he did
very well, considering the circumstances. He took off
the light sails, shortened right down to storm canvas,
spread life lines, and waited for the wind, His mistake
lay in what he did after the wind came. He hove to on
the port tack, which was the right thing to do south of
thie Equator, if—and there was the ub—ifone were wof
in the direct path of the hurricane.

We were in the direct path. I could see that by the
steady increase of the wind and the equally steady fall
of the barometer. I wanted him to turn and run with the
wind on the port quarter until the barometer ceased
falling, and then to heave to. %mgnmdﬁﬂhcmr:dmed
to hysteria, but budge he would not. The worst of it
was that I could not get the rest of the pearl buyers to
back me up. Who was I, anyway, to know more about
the sea and its ways than a properly qualified captain?
was what was in their minds, I knew

Of course, the sea rose with the wind frghtfully;
and | shall never forget the first three seas the Petite Jeanne
shipped. She had fallen off, as vessels do at imes when
hove to, and the first sea made a clean breach. The life
lines were only for the strong and well, and little good
wete they even for them when the women and children,
the bananas and cocoanuts, the pigs and trade boxes,
the sick and the dying, were swept along in a solid,
screeching, groaning mass.
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The second sea filled the Petite Jeanne’s decks flush
with the rails; and, as her stern sank down and her bow
tossed skyward, all the miserable dunnage of life and
luggage poured aft. It was a human torrent. They came
head first, feet first, sidewise, rolling over and over,
rwisting, squitming, writhing, and crumpling up. Now
and again one caught a grp on a stanchion or a rope;
but the weight of the bodies behind tore such gaps loose.

One man I noticed fetch up, head on and square
on, with the starboard bitt. His head cracked like an egg.
I saw what was coming, sprang on top of the cabin,
and from there into the mainsail itself. Ah Choon and
one of the Americans tried to follow me, but I was one
jump ahead of them. The American was swept away
and over the stern like a piece of chaff. Ah Choon caught
a spoke of the wheel, and swung in behind it. But a
strapping Raratonga vahine (woman)—she must have
weighed rwo hundsed and fifty—brought up againsr him,
and got an arm around his neck. He clutched the kanaka
steersman with his other hand; and just ar that moment
the schooner flung down to starboard.

The rush of bodies and sea that was coming along
the port runway between the cabin and the rail rurned
abruptly and poured to starboard. Away they went—
vahine, Ah Choon, and steersman; and I swear I saw Ah
Choon grin at me with philosophic resignation as he
cleared the rail and went under.

The third sea—the biggest of the three—did not
do so much damage. By the time it arrived nearly
everybody was in the rgping, On deck perhaps a dozen
gasping, half-drowned, and half-stunned wretches were
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rolling about or attempting to crawl into safety. They
went by the board, as did the wreckage of the two
remaining boats. The other pearl buyers and myself,
berween seas, managed to get about fifteen women and
children into the cabin, and battened down. Lirte good
it did the poor creatures in the end.

Wind? Out of all my experience I could not have
believad it possible for the wind to blow as it did. There
is no describing it. How can one describe a nightmare?
It was the same way with thar wind. It rore the clothes
off our bodies, [ say fore them off, and I mean it. ] am not
asking you to believe ir. I am merely telling something
that | saw and felt. There are times when I do not believe
it myself. 1 went through it, and that is enough. One
could not face that wind and live. It was 2 monstrous
thing, and the most monstrous thing about it was that it
increased and continued to increase.

Imagine countless millions and billions of tons of
sand. Imagine this sand rearing along at ninery, a hundred,
a hundred and twenty, or any other number of miles
pet hour. Imagine, further, this sand to be invisible,
impalpable, yet to retain all the weight and density of
sand, Do all this, and you may get a vague inkling of
what thar wind was like.

Perhaps sand is not the right comparison. Consider
it mud, invisible, impalpable, bur heavy as mud. Nay, it
goes beyond that. Consider every molecule of air to be
amudbank in itself. Then try to imagine the multitudinous
impact of mudbanks. No; it is beyond me. Language
may be adequate to express the ordinary conditions of
life, but it cannot possibly express any of the conditons




THE HEATHEN 169

of so enormous a blast of wind. It would have been
berter had I stuck by my original intendon of not
artempting a description.

1 will say this much: The sea, which had nsen at
first, was beaten down by that wind. ‘more: it seemed as
if the whole ocean had been sucked up in the maw of
the hurricane, and hurled on through that portion of
space which previously had beea occupied by the air.

Of course, our canvas had gone long before. But
Captain Oudouse had on the Petite Jeanne something I
had never before seen on a South Sea schooner—a sea
anchor. It was a conical canvas bag, the mouth of which
was kept open by a huge loop of iron. The sea anchor
was bridled something like a kite, so that it bit into the
water as a kite bites into the air, but with a difference.
The sea anchor remained just under the surface of the
ocean in a perpendicular position. A long line, in turn,
connected it with the schooner. As a result, the Petre
Jeanne rode bow on 1o the wind and to what sea there
Was.

‘I'he situation really would have been favorable had
we not been in the path of the storm. True, the wind
itself tore our canvas out of the gaskets, jerked out our
topmasts, and made a raffle of our running gear, but
still we would have come through nicely had we not
been square in front of the advancing storm center. That
was what fixed us. I was in a state of stunned, numbed,
paralyzed collapse from enduring the impact of the wind,
and 1 think I was just about ready to give up and die
when the center smote us. The blow we received was an
absolute lull. There was not a breath of air. The cffect
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on one was sickening,

Remember that for hours we had been ar terrific
muscular tension, withstanding the awful pressure of that
wind. And then, suddenly, the pressure was removed. |
know that I'felt as though I was about to expand, to fly
apart in all directions. It seemed as if every atom
composing my body was repelling every other atom
and was on the verge of rushing off irresistibly into
séac:. But that lasted only for a moment. Destruction
Was upon us.

. In the absence of the wind and pressure the sea
rose. It jumped, it leaped, it soared straight toward the
clouds. Remember, from every point of the compass
that inconceivable wind was blowing in roward the center
of calm. The result was that the seas sprang up from
every point of the compass, There was no wind to check
them. They popped up like corks released from the
bottom of a pail of water. There was no system to
them, no stability. They were hollow, maniacal seas. They
were eighty feet high at the least. They were not seas at
all. They resembled no sea a man had ever seen.

They were splashes, monstrous splashes—tharis all.
Splashes that were eighty feet high. Eighty! They were
more than eighty. They went over our mastheads. They
were spouts, explosions. ‘They were drunken. They fell
anywhere, anyhow. They jostled one another; they
collided. They rushed together and collapsed upon one
another, ot fell apart like a thousand waterfalls all at once.
It was no ocean any man had ever dreamed of, that
hurricane center. It was confusion thoce confounded. It
was anarchy. Tt was a hell pir of sea water gone mad.
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The Petite Jeanne? I don’t know. The heathen told
me afrerwards that he did not know. She was literally
totn apart, ripped wide open, beaten into a pulp, smashed
into kindling wood, annihilated. When I came to [ was
in the water, swimming automaccally, though I was about
two-thirds drowned. How I got there I had no
recollection. I remembered seeing the Perite Jeanne fly
to pieces at what must have been the instant that my
own consciousness was buffered out of me. Bur there I
was, with nothing to do but make the best of it, and in
that best there was little promise. The wind was blowing
again, the sea was much smaller and more regular, and I
knew that I had passed through the center. Forrunately,
there were no sharks abourt. The hurricane had dissipated
the ravenous horde that had surrounded the death ship
and fed off the dead.

It was about midday when the Petite Jeanne went
to pieces, and it must have been two hours afterwards
when I picked up with one of her harch covers. Thick
rain was drving at the time; and it was the merest chance
that flung me and the hatch cover together. A shortlength
of line was trailing from the rope handle; and I konew
that 1 was good for a day, at least, if the sharks did not
return. Three hours later, possibly a lirde longer, sticking
close to the cover, and with closed eyes, concentratng
my whole soul upon the task of breathing in enough air
to keep me going and ar the same tme of avoiding
breathing in enough warer to drown me, it seemed to
me that I heard voices. The rain had ceased, and wind
and sez were easing marvelously. Not twenty feet away
from me, on another harch cover were Captain Oudouse
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and the heathen. They were fighting over the possession
of the cover—at least, the Frenchman was. “Paien noir!”
1 heard him scream, and at the same dme I saw him kick
the kanaka.

Now, Captain Oudouse had lost all his clothes,
except his shoes, and they were heavy brogans. It was a
cruel blow, for it caught the heathen on the mouth and
the poiht of the chin, half stunning him. 1 looked for
him to retaliate, but he contented himself with swimming
about forlornly a safe ten feet away. Whenever a fling
" of the sea threw him closer, the Frenchman, hanging on
with his hands, kicked out at him with both feet. Also, at
the moment of delivering each kick, he cz]lad the kanaka
1 black heathen.

“For two centimes I'd come over thete and deown
you, you white beast!” I yelled.

The only reason 1 did not go was that I felt too
tired. The very thought of the effort to swim over was
nauseating, 5o I called ro the kanaka to come to me, and
proceeded to share the hatch cover with him. Otoo, he
told me his name was (pronounced o-to-o ); also, he
told me that he was a native of Bora Bora, the most
westerly of the Society Group. As I learned afterward,
he had got the hatch cover first, and, after some tme,
encountering Captain Oudouse, had offered to share it
with him, and had been kicked off for his pains.

And thar was how Otoo and I first came rogether.
He was no fighter. He was all sweetness and genteness,
a love creature, though he stood nearly six feet tall and
was muscled like a gladiator. He was no fighter, but he
was also no coward. Fle had the heart of a lion; and in
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the years that followed I have seen him run risks that [
would never dream of taking, What I mean is that while
he was no fighter, and while he always avoided
precipitating a row, he never ran away from trouble when
it started. And it was “Ware shoall” when once Otoo
went into action. I shall never forger what he did to Bill
King. It occurred in German Samoa. Bill King was hailed
the champion heavyweight of the American Navy. He
was a big brute of a man, a veritable gorilla, one of
those hard-hitting, rough-housing chaps, and clever with
his fists as well, He picked the quarrel, and he kicked
Otoo twice and struck him once before Otoo felt it to
be necessary to fight. I don’t think it lasted four minutes,
at the end of which time Bill King was the unhappy
possessor of four broken ribs, a broken forearm, and a
dislocated shoulder blade. Otoo knew nothing of
scientific boxing. He was merely a manhandler; and Bill
King was something like three months in recovering from
the bit of manhandling he received that afternoon on
Apia heach.

But I am running ahead of my yarn, We shared the
hatch cover berween us. We rook tumn and turn about,
one lying flat on the cover and resting, while the other,
submerged to the neck, merely held on with his hands.
For two days and nights, spell and spell, on the cover
and in the water, we drifted over the ocean. Towards
the last 1 was delifious most of the time; and there were
times, too, when 1 heard Otoo babbling and raving in
his native tongue. Our continuous immersion prevented
us from dying of thirst, though the sea warter and the
sunshine gave us the prettiest imaginable combinauon
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of salt pickle and sunbum.

In the end, Otoo saved my life; for I came to lying
on the beach twenty feet from the wates, shelrered from
the sun by a couple of cocoanut leaves. No one but
Otoo could-have dragged me there and stuck up the
leawes for shade, He was lying beside me. I went off
again; and the next time I came round, it was cool and
starry night, and Otoo was pressing a drinking cocoanut
to my lips.

We were the sole survivors of the Petite Jeanne.
* Captain Oudouse must have succumbed to exhaustion,
for several days later his hatch cover drifted ashore
without him. Otoo and T lived with the natives of the
atoll for 2 week, when we were rescued by the French
cruiser and taken to Tahiti. In the meantime, however,
we had performed the ceremony of exchanging names.
In the South Seas such a ceremony binds two men closer
together than blood brothership. The initiatve had been
mine; and Otoo was raprurously delighted when 1
suggested it.

“Ir is well” he said, in Tahitian. “For we have been
mates together for two days on the lips of Death.”

“Bur death stuttered,” [ smiled.

“Tt was a brave deed you did, master,” he replied,
“and Death was not vile enough to speak.”

“Why do you ‘master’ me?” I demanded, with a
show of hurt feelings. “We have exchanged names. To
you | am Otoo. To me you are Charley. And between
you and me, forever and forever, you shall be Charley,
and 1 shall be Otoo. It is the way of the custom. And
when we die, if it does happen that we live again




THE HEATHEN 175

somewhere beyond the stars and the sky, stll shall you
be Charley to me, and I Otoo 1o you.”

“Yes, master,” he answered, his eyes luminous and
soft with joy.

“There you go!” I cried indignantly.

*“What does it marter what my lips unter?”” he argued.
“They are only my lips. But I shall think Oroo always.
Whenever I think of myself, 1 shall think of you.
Whenever men call me by name, I shall think of you.
And beyond the sky and beyond the stars, always and
forever, you shall be Otoo to me. Is it well, master?”

I hid my smile, and answered that ir was well.

We parted at Papeete. 1 remained ashore to
recuperate; and he went on in a currer to his own island,
Bora Bora. Six weeks later he was back. 1 was surprised,
for he had rold me of his wife, and said that he was
returning to her, and would give over sailing on far
VOYages.

“Where do you go, master?” he asked, after our
first greetings.

I shrugged my shoulders. It was a hard question.

“All the world,” was my answer—"all the world,
all the sea, and all the islands thar are in the sea.”

“] will go with you,” he said simply. “My wife is
dead.”

I never had a brother; but from what 1 have seen
of other men's brothers, 1 doubt if any man ever had a
brother that was to him what Otoo was to me. He was
brother and father and mother as well. And this I know:
I lived a straighter and better man because of Otoo. 1
cared little for other men, but 1 had to live straight in
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Otoo’s eyes, Because of him 1 dared not tarnish myself.
He made me his ideal, compounding me, I fear, chiefly
out of his own love and worship and there were times
when I stood close to the steep pitch of hell, and would
have wmken the plunge had not the thought of Otoo
restrained me. His pride in me entered into me, until it
became one of the major rules in my personal code to
do notling that would diminish that pride of his,

Naturally, I did not learn right away what his feclings
were toward me. He never crticized, never censured;
and slowly the exalted place I held in his eyes dawned
upon me, and slowly I grew to comprehend the hurt I
could inflict upon him by being anything less than my
best.

For seventeen years we were together; for seventeen
years he was at my shoulder, watching while I slept,
nursing me through fever and wounds—ay, and receiving
wounds in fighting for me. He signed on the same ships
with me; and together we ranged the Pacific from Hawaii
to Sydney Head, and from Torres Straits to the
Galapagos. We blackbirded from the New Hebrides and
the Line Islands over to the westward clear through the
Louisades, New Britain, New Ireland, and New Hanover.
We were wrecked three times—in the Gilberts, in the
Santa Cruz group, and in the Fijis. And we traded and
salved whetever a dollar promised in the way of pearl
and pea! shell, copra, beche-de-mer, hawkbill rurde shell,
and stranded wrecks.

It began in Papecte, immediately after his
announcement that he was going with me over alf the
sea, and the islands in the midst thereof’ There was a
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club in those days in Papeete, where the pearlers, traders,
caprains, and riffraff of South Sea adventurers
forgatheted. The play ran high, and the drink ran high;
and I am very much afraid that T kept later hours than
were becoming or proper. No matter what the hour
was when I left the club, there was Oroo waiting to see
me safely home.

At first 1 smiled; next I chided him. Then 1 told
him flady that I stood in need of no wet-nursing, After
that T did not see him when I came out of the club.
Quite by accident, a week or so later, I discovered that
he still saw me home, lurking across the street among
the shadows of the mango wees. What could I do? 1
know what 1 did do.

Insensibly I began to keep better hnurs. On wet
and stormy nights, in the thick of the folly and the fun,
the thought would persist in coming to me of Otoo
keeping his dreary vigil under the dripping mangoes.
Truly, he made a better man of me. Yet he was not
strait-laced. And he knew nothing of common Christian
morality. All the people on Bora Bora were Christians;
but he was a heathen, the only unbeliever on the island, a
gross materalist, who believed that when he died he
was dead. He believed merely in fair play and square
dealing, Petty meanness, in his code, was almost as serious
as wanton homicide; and I do believe that he respecred
a murderer more than a man given to small practices.

Concerning me, personally, he objected to my doing
anything that was hurtful to me. Gambling was all right.
He was an ardent gambler himself. Bur late hours, he
explained, were bad for one’s health. He had seen men
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who did not take care of themselves die of fever. He
was no teetotaler, and welcomed a stiff nip any time
when it was wet work in the boars. On the other hand,
he believed in liquor in moderation. He had seen many
men killed or disgraced by square-face or Scotch.

* Otoo had my welfare always at heart. He thought
ahead for me, weighed my plans, and took a greater
interest in them than I did myself. At first, when I was
unaware of this interest of his in my affairs, he had to
divine my intentions, as, for instance, at Papeete, when]
contemplated going pariners with a knavish fellow-
countryman on & geano venture, I did not know he was
a knave. Nor did any white man in Papeete. Neither did
Otoo know, but he saw how thick we were gerting, and
found our for me, and without my asking him. Nauve
sailors from the ends of the seas knock about on the
beach in Tahiti; and Otoao, suspicious merely, went among
them till he had gathered sufficient dam to justify his
suspicions. Oh, it was a nice history, that of Randolph
Waters. I couldn’t believe it when Otoo first narrated it;
burwhen I sheeted it home to Waters he gave in without
a murmur, and got away on the first steamer to Aukland.

At first, | am free to confess, I couldn’t help
resenting Otoo's poking his nose inro my business. But I
knew that he was wholly unselfish; and soon 1 had to
acknowledge his wisdom and discretion. He had his eyes
open always to my main chance, and he was both keen-
sighted and far-sighted. In dme he became my counselot,
until he knew more of my business than I did myself,
He really had my interest at heart more than [ did. ‘Mific
was the magnificent carelessness of youth, for I pmfcrﬁii
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romance to dollars, and adventure to a comfortable billet
with all night in, So it was well thar I had some one to
look out for me. 1 know that if it had not been for
(oo, 1 should not be here today.

Of numerous instances, let me give one. 1 had had
some experience in blackbirding before 1 went pearling
in the Paumotus. Otoo and I were on the beach in
Samoa—we really were on the beach and hard
aground—when my chance came to go as recruiter on a
blackbird brig. Otoo signed on before the masr; and for
the next half-dozen years, in as many ships, we knocked
about the wildest portions of Melanesia. Otoo saw to it
that he always pulled stroke-oar in my boat. Our custom
in recruiting labor was to land the recruiter on the beach.
The covering boat always lay on its oars several hundred
feet off shore, while the recruiter’s boat, also lying on its
oars, kept afloat on the edge of the beach. When I landed
with my trade goods, leaving my steering sweep apeak,
Otoo left his stroke position and came into the stern
sheets, where a Winchester lay ready to hand under a
flap of canvas. The boat's crew was also armed, the
Sniders concealed under canvas flaps that ran the length
of the gunwales.

While I was busy arguing and persuading the woolly-
headed cannibals to come and labor on the Queensland
plantations Otoo kept watch. And often and often his
low voice warned me of suspicious actions and
impending treachery. Sometimes it was the quick shot
from his rifle, knocking a nigger over, that was the first
warning 1 received. And in my rush to the boat his hand
was always there to jetk me flying aboard. Once, I
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remembet, on Santa Anna, the boat grounded just as the
trouble began. The covering boar was dashing to out
assistance, but the several score of savages would have
wiped us out before it arrived. Otoo took a flying leap
ashore, dug both hands intw the trade goods, and
scattered tobacco, beads, tomahawks, knives, and calicoes
in all diregtions.

*This was too much for the woolly-heads. W‘hdt
they scrambled for the rreasures, the boat was shaved
clear, and we were aboard and forty feet away. And I
got thirty recruits off that very beach in the next four
hours.

The particular instance I have in mind was on Malaita,
the most savage island in the easterly Solomons. The
natives had been remarkably friendly; and how were we
to know that the whole village had been taking up a
collection for over two years with which to buy a white
man’s head? The beggars are all head-hunters, and they
especially esteem a white man’s head. The fellow who
captured the head would receive the whole collecton.
As 1 say, they appeared very friendly; and on this day I
was fully a hundred yards down the beach from the
boat. Otoo had cautioned me; and, as usual when I did
not heed him, I came to prief.

The fiest I knew, a cloud of spears sailed out of the
mangrove swamp at me. At least a dozen were sticking
into me. I started to run, but troipped over one that was
fast in my calf, and went down. The woolly-heads made
a run for me, each with 2 long-handled, fantail tomahawk
with which to hack off my head. They were so cager
for the prize that they got in one another’s way. In the
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confusion, I avoided several hacks by throwing myself
right and left on the sand.

Then Otoo arrived—Ortoo the manhandler, In
some way he had got hold of a heavy war club, and at
close quarters it was a far more efficient weapon than a
rifle, He was right in the thick of them, so that they
could not spear him, while their tomahawks seemed
worse than useless, He was fighting for me, and he was
in a true Derserker rage. The way he handled that club
was amazing, I

Their skulls squashed like overripe oranges. It was
not undl he had drven them back, picked me up in his
arms, and started to run, that he received his first wounds.
He arrived in the boat with four spear thrusis, got his
Winchesrer, and with it got a man for every shot. Then
we pulled aboard the schooner, and doctored up.

Seventeen years we were together. He made me. |
should today be a supercargo, a frecruiter, of 4 memory,
if it had not been for him,

“You spend your money, and you go out and get
more,” he said one day. “It is easy to get money now.
But when you get old, your money will be spent, and
you will not be able to go out and get more. 1 know,
master. 1 have studied the way of white men. On the
beaches are many old men who were young once, and
who could get money just like you. Now they are old,
and they have nothing, and they wait about for the young
men like you to come ashote and buy drinks for them.

“The black boy is a slave on the plantadons. He
gets twenty dollars a year. He works hard. The overseer
does not work hard.
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He rides a horse and watches the black boy work.
He gets twelve hundred dollars a year. I am 2 sailor on
the schooner. I get fifteen dollars a month. That is because
I am a good sailor. I work hard. The captain bas a double
awning, and drinks beer out of long bottles. I have never
seen him haul a rope or pull an oar, He gets one hundred
and fifty dollars a month. T am a sailor. He is a navigator.
. ‘master, ] think it would be very good for you to know
navigation.”

Otoo spurred me on to it. He sailed with me as
second mate on my first schooner, and he was far
prouder of my command than I was myself. Later on it
was:

“The captain is well paid, master; but the ship is in
his keeping, and he is never free from the burden. It is
the owner who is better paid—the owner who sits ashore
with many servants and turns his money over.”

“True, but a schooner costs five thousand dollars—
an old schooner at that,” 1 objected. “T should be an old
man before 1 saved five thousand dollars.”

“There be short ways for white men to make
money,” he went on, pointng ashore at the COCOanut-
fringed beach.

We were in the Solomons at the time, picking up 2
cargo of ivory nuts along the east coast of Guadalcanar.

“Between this river mouth and the next it is two
miles,” he said.

“The flat land runs far back, It is worth noq:hmg
now, Next year—who knows?—or the year after, me
will pay much money for that land. The anchorage is
good. Big steamers can lie close up. You can buy the
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land four miles deep from the old chief for ten thousand
sticks of tobacco, ten boriles of square-face, and a Snider,
which will cost you, maybe, one hundred dollars. Then
you place the deed with the commissioner; and the next
year, or the year after, you sell and become the owner
of a ship.”

1 followed his lead, and his words came true, though
in three years, instead of two, Next came the grasslands
deal on Guadalcanar—twenty thousand acres, on a
governmental nine hundred and nincty-nine years’ lease
at a nominal sum. I owned the lease for precisely ninety
days, when 1 sold it to a company for half a fortune.
Always it was Otoo who looked ahead and saw the
opportunity. He was responsible for the salving of the
Doncaster—bought in at auction for a hundred pounds,
and clearing three thousand after every expense was paid.
He led me into the Savaii plantation and the cocoa venture
on Upelua.

We did not go seafaring so much as in the old days.
1 was too well off. T married, and my standard of living
rose; but Otoo remained the same old-time Otoo,
moving about the house o trailing through the office,
his wooden pipe in his mouth, a shilling undershirt on
his back, and a four-shilling lava-lava about his loins. I
could not get him to spend money. There was no way
of repaying him except with love, and God knows he
got that in full measure from all of us. The children
worshipped him; and if he had been spoilable, my wife
would surely have been his undoing,

The children! He really was the one who showed
them the way of their feet in the world pracdcal. He
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began by teaching them to walk. He sat up with them
when they were sick. One by one, when they were
scarcely toddlers, he took them down to the lagoon,
and made them into amphibians. He taught them more
than T'ever knew of the habits of fish and the ways of
cafching them. In the bush it was the same thing, Arseven,
Tom knew more woodcraft than [ ever dreamed existed.
At six®* Mary went over the Sliding Rock without a
quiver, and I have seen strong men balk at that feat. And
when Frank had just tumed six he could bring up shillings
" from the bottom in three fathoms.

“My people in Bora Bora do not like heathen—
they are all Christians; and I do not like Bora Bora
Christians” he said one day, when I, with the idea of
getting him to spend some of the money rhat was
rightfully his, had been trying to persuade him to make 2
visit to his own island in one of our schooners—a special
voyage which I had hoped to make a record breaker in
the marter of prodigal expense.

I say one of owr schooners, though legally at the
time they belonged to me. I struggled long with him to
enter into partnership.

“We have been partners from the day the Pedte
Jeanne went down,” he said at last. “But if your heart so
wishes, then shall we become partners by the law. I have
no work to do, yet are my expenses large. 1 drink and
eat and smoke in plenty—it costs much, I know. I do
not pay for the playing of billiards, for I play on your
table; but still the money goes. Fishing on the reef is only
a rich man’s pleasure. It is shocking, the cost of hooks
and corton line. Yes; it is necessary that we be parters
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by the law: I need the money. I shall get it from the head
cletk in the office.”

So the papers were made out and recorded. A year
later T was compelled 1o complain.

“Charley,” said 1, “you are a wicked old fraud, a
miserly skinflint, a miserable land crab. Behold, your share
for the year in all our partnership has been thousands of
dollars. The head clerk has given me this paper. It says
that in the year you have drawn just eighty-seven dollars
and rwenty cents.”

“Is there any owing me?” he asked anxously.

“] tell you thousands and thousands,” I answered.

His face brightened, as with an immense relicf.

“It is well,” he said. “See that the head clerk keeps
good account of it. When I want it, I shall want it, and
there must not be a cent missing,

“If there is;” he added fercely, after a pause, “it
must come out of the clerk's wages.”

And all the time, as I afterwards learned, his will,
drawn up by Carruthers, and making me sole beneficiary,
lay in the Amesnican consul’s safe.

But the end came, as the end must come to all human
assoCiations.

It occurred in the Solomons, where our wildest
work had been done in the wild young days, and where
we were once more— principally on a holiday,
incidentally to look after our holdings on Florida Island
and to look over the pearling possibilities of the Mboli
Pass. We were lying at Savo, having run in to trade for
curios.

Mow, Savo is alive with sharks. The custom of the
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woolly-heads of bugying their dead in the sea did not
tend to discourage the sharks from making the adjacent
waters a hangout. It was my huck to be coming aboard
in a tiny, ovetloaded, native canoe, when the thing
capsized. There were four woolly-heads and myself in
it, or rather, hanging to it. The schooner was a hundred
yards away..

. I'Wasjust hailing for a boat when one of the woolly-
heads began to scream. Holding on to the end of the
canoe, both he and that porton of the canoe were
dragged under several times. Then he loosed his clutch
and disappeared. A shark had got him.

The three remaining niggers tried to climb our of
the water upon the bottom of the cance. I yelled and
cursed and struck at the nearest with my fist, but it was
no vse, They were in a blind funk. The canoe could barely
have supported one of them. Under the three it upended
and rolled sidewise, throwing them back into the water.

1 abandoned the canoe and started to swim toward
the schooner, expecting to be picked up by the boat
before 1 got thete. One of the niggers elected to come
with me, and we swam along silendy, side by side, now
and again putting our faces into the water and peering
about for sharks. The screams of the man who stayed
by the canoe informed us rthat he was raken. I was
peering into the water when I saw a big shark pass
directly beneath me. He was fully sixteen feet in length. 1
saw the whole thing, He got the woolly-head by the
middle, and away he went, the poor devil, head,
shoulders, and arms out of the water all the time,
screeching in 2 heart-rending way. He was carded along
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in this fashion for several hundred feet, when he was
dragged beneath the surface.

I swam doggedly on, hoping that that was the last
unartached shark, But there was another. Whether it was
one that had artacked the natives earlier, or whether it
was one that had made a good meal elsewhere, I do not
know. At any rate, he was not in such haste as the others.
1 could not swim so rapidly now, for a large part of my
effort was devoted ro keeping track of him, I was
watching him when he made his first attack. By good
luck I got both hands on his nose, and, though his
momentumn neatly shoved me under, | managed to keep
him off. He veered clear, and began circling about again.
A second time I escaped him by the same manocuvre.
The third rush was a miss on both sides. He sheered at
the moment my hands should have landed on his nose,
but his sandpaper hide (I had on a sleeveless undershirt)
scraped the skin off one arm from elbow to shoulder.

By this time [ was played out, and gave up hope.
The schooner was still two hundred feet away. My face
was in the water, and I was wartching him manoeuvre
for another attempt, when I saw a brown body pass
between us. It was Oroo:

“Swim for the schooner, master!” he said. And he
spoke gayly, as though the affair was a mere larck. “I
know sharks. The shark is my brother.”

I obeyed, swimming slowly on, while Otoo swam
about me, keeping always berween me and the shark,
foiling his rushes and encouraging me.

“I'he davit tackle cartdied away, and they are rigging
the falls,” he explained, a minute or so later, and then
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went under to head off another artack.

By the time the schooner was thirty feet away I was
about done for. I could scarcely move. They were heaving
lines at us from on boazd, bur they continually fell short.
The shark, finding that it was receiving no hurt, had
become bolder. Several times it nearly got me, but each
time Otoo was there just the moment before it was oo
late. Of ourse, O1oo could have saved himself any tme.
But he stuck by me.

: “GGood-by, Charley! I'm finished!” T just managed
o gasp.

1 knew thar the end had come, and that the next
moment I should throw up my hands and go down.

But Otoo laughed in my face, saying:

“] will show you a new trick. I will make that shark
feel sick!™

He dropped in behind me, where the shark was
preparing to come at me.

“A lirtle more to the lef!” he next called out. “There
ic a line there on the water. To the left, master—to the
lefe!”

1 changed my course and struck out blindly. T was
by that time barely conscious. As my hand closed on the
line I heard an exclamaton from on board, I tumed and
looked, There was no sign of Otoo, The next instant he
broke sutface. Both hands were off ar the wris:, the
stumps spouting blood.

“Otool” he called sofily. And I could see in his
gaze the love that tholled in his voice.

Then, and then only, at the very last of all our years,
he called me by that name.
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“Good-by, Otool” he called.

Then he was dragged under, and T was hauled
aboard, where I fainted in the captain’s arms.

And so passed Otoo, who saved me and made me
a man, and who saved me in the end. We met in the
maw of a hurricane, and parted in the maw of a shark,
with seventeen intervening years of comradeship, the
like of which I dare to assert has never befallen two
men, the one brown and the other white, If Jehovah be
from His high place watching every sparrow fall, not
least in His kingdom shall be Otoo, the one heathen of
Bara Bora,
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THIS IS A TALE that was told to me by two old men.
We sat in the smoke of a mosquito-smudge, in the cool
of the day, which was midnight, and ever and anon,
throughout the telling, we smote lusaly and with purpose
at such of the winged pests as braved the smoke for a
snack at our hides. To the right, bencath us, rwenty feet
down the crumbling bank, the Yukon gurgled lazily. To
the left, on the rose-leaf rim of the low-lying hills,
smouldered the sleepy sun, which saw no sleep that night
nor was destined to see sleep for many nights to come.

The old men who sat with me and valorously slew
mosquitoes were Lone Chief and Mutsak, erstwhile
comrades in arms, and now withered repositories of
tradition and ancient happening. They were the last of
their generation and without honor among the younger
set which had grown up on the farthest fringe of a mining
civilization. Who cared for tradition in these days, when
spirits could be evoked from black botdes, and black
bottles could be evoked from the complaisant white
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men for a few hours’ sweat or a mangy fur? Of whar
potency the fearful rites and masked mysteries of
shamanism, when daily that living wonder, the steamboar,
coughed and spluttered up and down the Yukon in
defiance of all law, a veritable fire-breathing monsters
And of what value was hereditary prestige, when he
who now chopped the most wood, or best conned a
stern-wheeler through the island mazes, artained the
chiefest consideration of his fellows?

Of a truth, having lived too long, they had Eaﬂnr.t
on evil days, these two old men, Lone Chief and Mutsak,
and in the new order they were without honor or place.
So they waited drearily for death, and the while their
hearts warmed to the strange white man who shared
with them the torments of the mosquito-smudge and
lent ready ear to their tales of old time before the
steamboat came.

“So a girl was chosen for me,” Lone Chicf was
saying, His voice, shrill and piping, ever and again
dropped plummer-like into a hoarse and rarthing bass,
and, just as one became accustomed to it, soaring upward
into the thin treble—alternate cricker chirpings and
bullfrog croakings, as it were.

“So a pitl was chosen for me,” he was saying. “For
my father, who was Kask-ta-ka, the Otter, was angered
because 1 looked not with a needful eye upon women.
He was an old man, and chief of his tribe. I was the last
of his sons to be alive, and through me, only, could he
look to see his blood go down among those to come
after and as yet unborn, But know, O White Man, that I
was very sick; and when neither the hunting nor the fishing
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delighted me, and by meat my belly was not made warm,
how should I look with favor upon women? or prepare
for the feast of marriage? or look forward to the prartle
and troubles of lirde children?”

“Ay"Mutsak interrupted. “For had not Lone Chief
fought in the arms of a great bear till his head was cracked
and blood ran from out his ears?”

Lone Chief nodded vigorously. “Mutsak speaks

"true. In the time that followed, my head was well, and it

was not well. For though the flesh healed and the sore
went away, yet was I sick inside. When I walked, my legs
shook under me, and when I looked at the lighr, my
eyes became filled with tears. And when I opened my
eyes, the world outside went around and around, and
when I closed my eyes, my head inside went around and
around, and all the things I had ever seen went around
and around inside my head. And above my eyes there
was a great pain, as though something heavy rested
always upon me, ot like a band that is drawn tight and
gives much hurt. And speech was slow to me, and 1
waited long for each right word to come to my tongue.
And when I waited not long, all manner of words
crowded in, and my tongue spoke foolishness. I was
very sick, and when my father, the Ouer, brought the
girl Kasaan before me—"

“Who was a young girl, and strong, my sister’s
child” Mursak broke in, “Strong-hipped for children
was Kasaan, and straight-legged and quick of foot. She
made better moccasins than any of all the young girls,
and the bark-rope she braided was the stoutest. And she
had a smile in her eyes, and a laugh on her lips; and her
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temper was not hasty, nor was she unmindful that men
give the law and women ever obey.”

“As I say, | was very sick,” Lone Chief went on.
“And when my father, the Otter, brought the girl Kasaan
before me, | said rather should they make me ready for
burial than for macriage. Whereat the face of my father
went black with anger, and he said that I should be served
according to my wish, and that I who was yet alive should
be made ready for death as one alteady dead—"

“Which be not the way of our people, O White
Man,” spoke up Mutsak. “For know that these things
that were done to Lone Chief it was our custom to do
only to dead men. Bur the Otter was very angry.”

“Ay,” said Lone Chief. “My father, the Otter, wasa
man short of speech and swift of deed. And he
commanded the people to gather before the lodge
wherein I lay. And when they were gathered, he
commanded them to mourn for his son who was
dead—"

“And before the lodge they sang the death-song—
Op-ti-ti-t-p-a-haa-ha-a-fch-klu-kuk-ich-klu-kuk,” wailed
Mutsak, in so excellent an imiration thar all the tendrils
of my spine crawled and curved in sympathy.

“And inside the lodge,” condnued Lone Chief, “my
mother blackened her face with soot, and flung ashes
upon her head, and mourned for me as one already
dead; for so had my father commanded. So Okiakuta,
my mothesr, mourned with much noise, and beat her
breasts and tore her hair; and likewise Hooniak, my sister,
and Seenatah, my mother’s sister; and the noise they made
caused a great ache in my head, and 1 felt that I would



194 THE SICKNESS OF LONE CHIEF

surely and immediately die.

“And the elders of the tribe gathered about me
where I lay and discussed the journey my soul must take.
One spoke of the thick and endless forests where lost
souls ‘wandered crying, and where 1, too, might chance
v wander and never see the end, And another spoke of
the big tivers, rapid with bad warer, where evil spitits
shriektd and lifted up their formless arms to drag one
down by the hair. For these dvers, all said together, a
canoe must be provided me. And yet another spoke of
the storms, such as no live man ever saw, when the stars
rained down out of the sky, and the carth gaped wide in
many cracks, and all the rivers in the heart of the earth
rushed out and in. Whereupon they that sat by me flung
up their arms and wailed loudly; and those ourside heard,
and wailed more loudly. And as to them I was as dead,
so was I to my own mind dead. 1 did nor know when,
or how, yet did I know that I had surely died.

“And Okiakuta, my mother, laid beside me my
squirrel-skin parka. Also she laid beside me my parka of
caribou hide, and my rain coat of seal gut, and my wet-
weather muclugs, that my soul should be warm and dry
on its long journey. Further, there was mention made of
a steep hill, thick with briers and devil's-club, and she
fetched heavy moccasins to make the way easy for my
feet.

“And when the elders spoke of the great beasts I
should have to slay, the young men laid beside me my
strongest bow and straightest arrows, my throwing-stick,
my spear and knife. And when the elders spoke of the
darkness and silence of the great spaces my soul must
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wander through, my mother wailed yet more loudly and
flung yet more ashes upon her head.

“And the girl, Kasaan, crept in, very timid and quiet,
and dropped a litdle bag upon the things for my journey.
And in the litde bag, I knew, were the flint and steel and
the well-dried tinder for the fires my soul must build.
And the blankets were chosen which were to be wrapped
around me. Also were the slaves selecred that were o
be killed that my soul might have company. There were
seven of these slaves, for my father was rich and
powerful, and it was fit that I, his son, should have proper
burial. These slaves we had got in war from the
Mukumuks, who live down the Yukon. On the mortow,
Skolka, the shaman, would kill them, one by one, so that
their souls should go questing with mine through the
Unknown. Among other things, they would carry my
canoe till we came to the big river, rapid with bad water.
And there being no room, and their work being done,
they would come no farther, but remain and howl
forever in the dark and endless forest.

“And as I looked on my fine warm clothes, and
my blankets and weapons of war, and as I thought of
the seven slaves to be slain, I felt proud of my bural
and knew that 1 must be the envy of many men. And all
the while my father, the Orter, sat silent and black. And
all that day and night the people sang my death-song
and beat the drums, till it seemed that I had surely died
a thousand times.

“But in the morning my father arose and made
talk. He had been a fighting man all his days, he said, as
the people knew. Also the people knew that it were a
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greater honor to die fighting in bartle than on the soft
skins by the fire. And since [ was to die anyway, it were
well that I should go against the Mukumuks and be slain.
Thus would I attain honor and chieftainship in the final
abodée of the dead, and thus would honor remain to
oiy father, who was the Orter. Wherefore he gave
command rhat a war party be made ready to go down
the riter. And that when we came upon the Mukumuks
I was to go forth alone from my parry, giving semblance
of barde, and so be slain.”

“Nay, but hear, O Whire Man!” cried Mutsak, unable
longer to contain himself. “Skolka, the shaman,
whispered long that night in the ear of the Orrer, and it
was his doing that Lone Chief should be sent forth to
die. For the Otter being old, and Lone Chief the last of
his sons, Skolka had it in mind to become chief himself
over the people. And when the people had made grear
noise for a day and a night and Lone Chief was yet
alive, Skolka was become afraid that he would not die.
So it was the counsel of Skolka, with fine words of
honor and deeds, that spoke through the mouth of the
Omer.

“Ay,” replied Lone Chief. “Well did I know it was
the doing of Skolka, but T was unmindful, being very
sick. I had no heart for anger, nor belly for stout words,
and 1 cared little, one way or the other, only I cared to
die and have done with it all. So, O White Man, the war
party was made ceady. No tried fighters were there, not
elders, crafty and wise—naught but five score of young
men who had seen little fighting. And all the village
gathered together above the bank of the rver to see us
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depart. And we departed amid grear rejoicing and the
singing of my praises. Even thou, O White Man, wouldst
rejoice at sight of a young man going forth 1o barle,
even though doomed to die.

“So we went forth, the five score young men, and
Mutsak came also, for he was likewise young and untded.
And by command of my father, the Outer, my canoe
was lashed on either side 1o the canoe of Mutsak and
the canoe of Kannakut. Thus was my strength saved me
from the work of the paddles, so that, for all of my
sickness, I might make a brave show at the end. And
thus we went down the river.

“Nor will I weary thee with the rale of the journey,
which was not long. And not far above the village of
the Mukumuks we came upon rwo of their fighting men
in canoes, that fled ar the sight of us. And then, according
to the command of my father, my canoe was cast loose
and 1 was lefr to dafe down all alone. Also, according to
his command, wete the young men o see me die, so
that they might return and tell the manner of my death.
Upon this, my father, the Orter, and Skolka, the shaman,
had been very clear, with stern promises of punishment
in case they were not obeyed.

“I dipped my paddle and shouted words of scorn
after the fleeing warriors. And the vile things 1 shouted
made them rurn their heads in anger, when they beheld
that the young men held back, and that I came on alone.
Whereupon, when they had made a safe distance, the
two warriors drew their canoes somewhat apart and
waited side by side for me to come berween, And 1
came berween, spear in hand, and singing the war-song
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of my people. Each flung a spear, but I bent my body,
and the spears whistled over me, and I was unhurt. Then,

and we were all together, we three, I cast my spear at
the one to the right, and it drove into his throat and he
pitched backward into the water.

“Great was my surprise thereat, for 1 had killed a
man. | rumed to the one on the left and drove strong
with*my paddle, to meer Death face to face; but the
man’s second spear, which was his last, but bit into the
flesh of my shoulder. Then was I upon him, making no
cast, but pressing the point into his breast and working
it through him with both my hands. And while I worked,
pressing with all my strength, he smote me upon my
head, once and twice, with the broad of his paddle.

“Even as the point of the spear sprang out beyond
his back, he smote me upon the head. There was a flash,
as of bright light, and inside my head I felt something
give, with a snap-—just like that, with a snap. And the
weight that pressed above my eyes so long was lifted,
and the band that bound my brows so tight was broken.
And a preat gladness came upon me, and my heart sang
with joy.

“This be death, I thought; wherefore I thought that
death was very good. And then I saw the two empty
canoes, and | knew that [ was not dead, but well again.
‘The blows of the man upon my head had made me
well. I knew that I had killed, and the raste of the blood
made me fierce, and 1 drove my paddle into the breast
of the Yukon and urged my canoe toward the village
of the Mukumuks. The young men behind me gave a
great cty. I looked over my shoulder and saw the water
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foaming white from their paddles—"

“Ay, it foamed whire from our paddles,” said
Mutsak, “For we remembered the command of the
Orter, and of Skolka, that we behold with our own eyes
the manner of Lone Chief’s death. A young man of the
Mukumuks, on his way to a salmon trap, beheld the
coming of Lone Chief, and of the five score men behind
him. And the young man fled in his canoe, straighr for
the village, that alarm might be given and preparation
made. But Lone Chief hurried after him, and we hurded
after Lone Chief to behold the manner of his death.
Oaly, in the face of the village, as the young man leaped
to the shore, Lone Chief rose up in his canoe and made
a mighty cast. And the spear entered the body of the
young man above the hips, and the young man fell upon
his face,

“Whereupon Lone Chief leaped up the bank war-
club in hand and a great war-cry on his lips, and dashed
into the village. The fiest man he met was Trwilie, chief
over the Mukumuks, and him Lone Chief smote upon
the head with his war-club, so that he fell dead upon the
ground. And fot fear we mighr not behold the manner
of his death, we too, the five score young men, leaped
to the shore and followed Lone Chief into the village.
Only the Mukumuks did not understand, and thought
we had come to fight; so their bow-thongs sang and
their arrows whisted among us. Whereat we forgot our
errand, and fell upon them with our spears and clubs;
and they being unprepared, there was great slaughter—"

“With my own hands I slew their shaman,”
proclaimed Lone Chief, his withered face a-work with
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memory of that old-dme day. “With my own hands I
slew him, who was a greater shaman than Skolka, our
own shaman. And each tme I faced a man, I thoughr,
‘Wow cometh Death; and each time 1 slew the man, and
Death came not. It seemed the breath of life was strong
in my nostrils and I could not die—"

“And we followed Lone Chicf the length of the

, village and back again,” continued Mutsak. “Like a pack

of wolves we followed him, back and forth, and here
and there, till there were no more Mukumuks left to
fight. Then we gathered together five score men-slaves,
and double as many women, and countless children, and
we sct fire and burned all the houses and lodges, and
departed. And that was the last of the Mukumuks.”

“And that was the last of the Muokumuks” Lone
Chief repeated exultantly. “And when we came to our
own village, the people were amazed at our burden of
wealth and slaves, and in thar I was sdll alive they were
more amazed, And my father, the Orter, came trembling
with gladness at the things I had done. For he was an
old man, and I the last of his sons, And all the tried
fighting men came, and the crafty and wise, nll all the
people were gathered together. And then [ arose, and
with a voice likgythunder, commanded Skolka, the
shaman, to stand Yorth—"

“Ay, O White Man,” exclaimed Mutsak. “With a
voice like thunder, that made the people shake at the
knees and become afraid.”

“And when Skolka had stood forth,” Lone Chief
weni un:"l said thar I was not minded to die. Also, I
said it were not well that disappointment come to the
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evil spirits that wait beyond the grave. Wherefore I
deemed it fit that the soul of Skolka fare forth into the
Unknown, where doubtless it would howl forever in
the dark and endless forest. And then I slew him, as he
stood there, in the face of all the people. Even I, Lone
Chief, with my own hands, slew Skolka, the shaman, in
the face of all the people. And when a2 murmuring arose,
I cried aloud—"

“With a voice like thunder,” prompred Mutsak.

“Ay, with a voice like thundez I cded aloud: “Behold,
O ye people! 1 am Lone Chief, slayer of Skolka, the
false shaman! Alone among men, have I passed down
through the gateway of Death and returned again. Mine
eyes have looked upon the unseen things. Mine ears have
heard the unspoken words. Greater am 1 than Skolka,
the shaman. Grearer than all shamans am I. Likewise am
1 a greater chief than my father, the Otter. All his days
did he fight with the Mukumuks, and lo, in one day have
1 destroyed them all. As with the breathing of a breath
have I destroyed them. Wherefore, my father, the Otrer,
being old, and Skolka, the shaman, being dead, T shall
be both chief and shaman. Henceforth shall 1 be both
chief and shaman to you, O my people. And if any man
dispute my word, let that man srand forch™s

“I walted;"bur no maa stood forth. Then I cried:
‘Hoh! I have tasted blood! Now bring meat, for
hungry. Break open the caches, tear down the fish-rac
and let the feast be big. Let there be merriment,
songs, not of burial, but marriage. And last of all, let the
girl Kasaan be brought. The girl Kasaan, who is to be
the mother of the children of Lone Chief!’
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“And at my wortds, and because that he was very
old, my father, the Outer, wept like 2 woman, and put
his arms about my knees. And from that day I was both
chief and shaman. And great honot was mine, and all
men yielded me obedience.”

“Undl the steamboat came,” Mutsak prompted.

“Ay,” said Lone Chief. “Until the steamboat came.”

L

a




A PIECE OF STEAK

WITH THE LAST MORSEL of bread Tom King wiped his
plate clean of the last particle of flour gravy and chewed
the resulting mouthful in a slow and meditative way.
When he atose from the table, he was oppressed by the
feeling that he was distincdy hungry. Yet he alone had
eaten. The two children in the other room had been seat
eatly to bed in order that in sleep they might forget they
had gone supperless. His wife had touched nothing, and
had sat silently and watched him with solicitous eyes.
She was a thin, worn woman of the working class, though
signs of an earlier preriness were not wanting in her
face. The flour for the gravy she had borrowed from
the neighbor across the hall. The last two ha’pennies had
gone to buy the bread.

He sat down by the window on a rickety chair that
protested under his weight, and quite mechanically he
put his pipe in his mouth and dipped into the side pocker
of his coat. The absence of any tobacco made him aware
of his action, and with a scowl for his forgetfulness he
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put the pipe away. His movements were slow, almose
hulking, as though he were burdened by the heavy weight
of his muscles. He was a solid-bodied, stolid-looking
man, and his appearance did not suffer from being
overpiepossessing. His rough clothes were old and
slduchy. The uppers of his shoes were too weak 10 carry
the heavy resoling that was itself of no tecent date. And
his cofton shirt, a cheap, two-shilling affair, showed a
frayed collar and ineradicable paint stains.

But it was Tom King’s face that advertised him
unmistakably for what he was. Tt was the face of a typical
prize fighter; of one who had put in long years of service
in the squared ring and, by that means, developed and
emphasized all the marks of the fighang beast. It was
distinctly a lowering countenance, and, that no fearure
of it might escape notice, it was clean-shaven. The lips
were shapeless and constituted a mouth harsh to excess,
that was like a gash in his face. The jaw was aggressive,
brutal, heavy. The eyes, slow of movement and heavy-
lidded, were almost expressionless under the shaggy,
indrawn brows. Sheer animal that he was, the eyes were
the most animallike fearure about him. They were sleepy,
lionlike—the eyes of a fighting animal. The forehead
slanted quickly back to the hair, which, clipped close,
showed every bump of a villainous-looking head. A
nose, rwice broken and molded variously by countless
blows, and a cauliflower ear, permanently swollen and
distorted to twice its size, completed his adomment, while
the beard, fresh-shaven as it was, sprouted in the skin
and gave the face a blue-black stain.

Altogether, it was the face of a man to be afraid
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of in a dark alley or lonely place. And yﬂr’hh
was not a criminal, nor had he ever done anything

criminal. Outside of brawls, common to his walkndife,
he had harmed no one. Nor had he ever been knownto
pick a quasrel, He was a professional, and all the fighting
brutishness of him was reserved for his professional
appearances. Outside the ring he was slow-going, easy-
natured, and, in his younger days, when money was flush,
too openhanded for his own good. He bore no grudges
and had few enemies. Fighting was 2 business with him.
In the ring he struck to hust, struck to maim, struck to
destroy; but there was no animus in it. It was a plain
business proposition. Audiences assembled and paid for
the spectacle of men knocking each other out. Tire winner
took the big end of the purse. When Tom King faced
the Woolloomoolloo Gouger, twenty years before, he
knew that the Gouger’s jaw was only four months healed
after having been broken in a Newcastle bout. And he
had played for thar jaw and broken it again in the ninth
round, not because he bore the Gouger any ill will, but
because thar was the surest way to put the Gouger out
and win the big end of the purse, Nor had the Gouger
bome him any ill will for it. It was the game, and both
knew the game and played it.

Tom King had never been a talker, and he sat by
the window, morosely silent, staring at his hands. The
veins stood out on the backs of the hands, lacge and
swollen: and the kouckles, smashed and batrered and
malformed, testified to the use to which they had been
put. He had never heard that a man’s life was the life of
his arteries, but well he knew the meaning of those big,
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upstanding veins. His heart had pumped too much blood
through them at top pressure. They no longer did the
work. He had stretched the elasticity out of them, and
with their distention had passed his endurance. He tired
easily dow. Mo longer could he do a fast rwenty rounds,
hammer and tongs, fight, fight, fight, from gong to gong,
with fierce rally on top of fierce rally, beaten to the ropes
and in turn beating his opponent to the ropes, and rallying
fiercest and fastest of all in that last, rwendeth round,
with the house on its feet and yelling, himself rushing,

striking, ducking, raining showers of blows upon showers
of blows and receiving showers of blows in return, and
all the time the heart faithfully pumping the surging blood
through the adequate veins. The veins, swollen at the nme,
had always shrunk down again, though not quite—each
time, imperceptibly at first, remaining just a trifle larger
than before. He stared at them and at his battered
knuckles, and, for the moment, caught a vision of the
youthful excellence of those hands before the first knuckle
had been smashed on the head of Benny Jones, otherwise
known as the Welsh Terror.

"The impression of his hunger came back on him.

“Blimey, but couldn’t I go a piece of steak!” he
muttered aloud, clenching his huge fists and spitting out
a smothered oath.

“T tried both Burke’s an’ Sawley’s,” his wife said
half apologetically.

“An’ they wouldn't?” he demanded.

“Not a ha’penny, Burke said—" She faltered.

“G’wan! Wot'd he say?”

“As how "e was thinkin’ Sandel ‘ud do ye tonight,
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an' as how yer score was comfortable big as it was”

Tom King grunted but did not reply. He was busy
thinking of the bull rerrier he had kepr in his younger
days to which he had fed steaks without end. Burke
would have given him credit for a thousand steaks—
then. But imes had changed. Tom King was getting old;
and old men, fighting before second-rate clubs, couldn’t
expect to run bills of any size with the tradesmen.

He had got up in the morning with a longing for a
piece of steak, and the longing had not abated. He had
not had a fair training for this fight. It was 2 drought
year in Australia, times were hard, and even the most
irregular work was difficult to find. He had had no
sparring partner, and his food had not been of the best
not always sufficient. He had done a few days’ navvy
work when he could get it, and he had run around the
Domain in the early momings to get his legs in shape.
But it was hard, training without a parwer and with a
wife and rwo kiddies that must be fed. Credit with the
tradesmen had undergone very slight expansion when
he was matched with Sandel. The secretary of the Gayery
Club had advanced him three pounds—the loser’s end
of the purse—and beyond that had refused to go. Now
and again he had managed to borrow a few shillings
from old pals, who would have lent more only that it
was a drought year and they were hard put themselves.
No—and there was no use in disguising the fact—his
training had not been satisfactory. He should have had
better fond and no worrdes. Besides, when a man is forty,
it is harder to get into condition than when he is twenty.

“What time is it, Lizzie?” he asked.
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His wife went across the hall to inquire, and came
back.

“Quarter before eight.”

“They’ll be startin’ the first bout in a few minutes,”
he said. “Only a tryout. Then there’s a four-round spar
'wween Dealer Wells an’ Gridley, an’ a ten-round go ‘tween
Starlight an’ some sailor bloke. 1 don't come on for over
an hotr.”

At the end of another silent ten minutes he rose to
his feet.

“Truth is, Lizzie, T ain't had proper trainin’.”

He reached for his hat and started for the doot. He
did not offer to kiss her—he never did on going out—
but on this night she dared to kiss him, throwing her
arms around him and compelling him to bend down to
her face. She looked quite small against the massive bulk
of the man.

“Good luck, Tom,” she said. “You gotter do 'im.”

“Ay, T gorter do ’im,” he repeated. “That’s all there
is to it. I jus’ gotter do "im.”

He laughed with an attempr at heartiness, while she
pressed more closely against him. Across her shoulders
he looked around the bare room. It was all he had in the
world, with the rent overdue, and her and the kiddies.
And he was leaving it to go out into the night to get
meat for his mate and cubs—not like a modern
workingman going to his machine grind, but in the old,
primitive, royal, animal way, by fighting for it.

“] gorter do "im,” he repeated, this time a hint of
desperation in his voice. “If it's a win, it's thirty quid—
an’ 1 can pay all that's owin’, with 2 lump o’ money left
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over. If it’s a lose, I get naught—not even a penny for
me to ride home on the wam. The secretary’s give all
that’s comin’ from a loser’s end. Good-by, old woman.
I'll come straight home if it's a win.”

“An’ I'll be waitin’ up,” she called to him along the
hall.

It was full two miles to the Gayety, and as he walked
along he remembered how in his palmy days—he had
once been the heavyweight champion of New South
Wales—he would have gdden in a cab to the fight, and
how, most likely, some heavy backer would have paid
for the cab and ddden with him. There were Tommy
Burns and that Yankee, Jack Johnson—they rode about
in motorcars. And he walked! And, as any man knew, a
hard two miles was not the best preliminary to a figh.
He was an old un, and the world did not wag well with
old uns. He was good for nothing now excepr navvy
work, and his broken nose and swollen ear were against
him even in that. He found himself wishing that he had
learned a trade. It would have been better in the long
run. Bur no one had told him, and he knew, deep down
in his heare, That he would not have listened if they had.
It had been so easy. Big money—sharp, glotious fights—
periods of rest and loafing in berween—a following of
eager flarterers, the slaps on the back, the shakes of the
hand, the toffs glad to buy him 2 drink for the privilege
of five minutes’ talk —and the glory of it, the yelling
houses, the whirlwind finish, the referee’s “King wins!”
and his name in the sporting columns next day.

Those had been tmes! But he realized now, in his
slow;, ruminating way, that it was the old uns he had been
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putting away. He was Youth, dsing; and they were Age,
sinking. No wonder it had been easy—they with theis
swollen veins and bartered knuckles and weary in the
bones of them from the long battles they had already
fought. Hé remembered the time he put out old
Stowsher Bill, at Rush-Cutters Bay, in the eighteenth
round, and how old Bill had cried afterwatd in the
dressifig room like a baby. Perhaps old Bill’s rent had
been overdue. Perhaps he'd had at home a missus an’ a
couple of kiddies. And perhaps Bill, that very day of
the fight, had had a hungering for a piece of steak. Bill
had fought game and taken incredible punishment. He
could sce now, after he had gone through the mill himself,
that Stowsher Bill had fought for a bigger stare, that
night rwenty years ago, than had young Tom King, who
had fought for glory and easy money. No wondet
Stowsher Bill had cried afterward in the dressing room.

Well, a man had only so many fights in him, 1o
begin with. It was the iron law of the game. Onc man
might have a hundred hard fights in hirm, another man
only twenty; each, according to the make of him and
the quality of his fiber, had a definite number, and when
he had fought them he was done. Yes, he had had more
fights in him than most of them, and he had had far
more than his share of the hard, groeling fights—the
kind that worked the heart and lungs to bursting, that
took the elastic out of the arteries and made hard knots
of muscle out of youth’s sleek suppleness, thar wore
out nerve and stamina and made brain and bones weary
from excess of effort and endurance overwrought. Yes,
he had done better than all of them. There was none of
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his old fighting parters left. He was the last of the old
guard. He had scen them all finished, and he had had a
hand in finishing some of them.

They had tried him out against the old uns, and one
after another he had put them away—laughing when,
like old Stowsher Bill, they cried in the dressing room.
And now he was an old un, and they tried out the
youngsters on him. There was that bloke Sandel. He had
come over from New Zealand with a record behind
him. But nobody in Australia knew anything about him,
so they put him up against old Tom King, 1f Sandel
made a showing, he would be given better men to fight,
with bigger purses to win; so it was o be depended
upon that he would put up a fierce battle, He had
everything to win by it—money and glory and career;
and Tom King was the grizzled old chopping block that
guarded the highway to fame and forrune. And he had
nothing to win except thirty quid, to pay to the landlord
and the tradesmen. And as Tom King thus ruminated,
thete came to his stolid vision the form of youth, glodous
youth, rising exultant and invincible, supple of muscle
and silken of skin, with heart and lungs that had never
been tired and tom and that laughed at limitation of
effort. Yes, youth was the nemesis. It destroyed the old
uns and recked not that, in so doing, it destroyed itself.
Tt enlarged its arteries and smashed its kouckles, and was
in turn destroyed by youth. For youth was ever youthful.
It was only age that grew old.

At Castlereagh Street he turned to the left, and three
blocks along came to the Gayety. A crowd of young
larrikins hanging outside the door made respectful way
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for him, and he heard one say to anothes: “That’s 'im!
That'’s Tom King!”

Inside, on the way to his dressing room, he
encountered the secretary, a keen-eyed, shrewd-faced
young man, who shook his hand.

*  “How are you feelin’, Tom?” he asked.
“Fit as a fiddle,” King answered, though he knew
 that he lied, and that if he had a quid he would give it
right there for a good piece of steak.

When he emerged from the dressing room, his
seconds behind him, and came down the aisle to the
squared ring in the center of the hall, a burst of greeting
and applause went up from the waiting crowd. He
acknowledped salutations right and left, though few of
the faces did he know: Most of them were the faces of
kiddies unborn when he was winning his first laurels in
the squared ring, He leaped lightly to the raised platform
and ducked through the ropes to his corner, where he
sat down on a folding stool. Jack Ball, the referee, came
over and shook his hand. Ball was a broken-down pugilist
who for over ren years had not entered the fing as a
principal. King was glad that he had him for referee.
They were both old uns, If he should rough it with Sandel
a bit beyond the rules, he knew Ball could be depended
upon to pass it by. :

Aspiring young heavyweights, one after another, |
were climbing into the ring and being presented to the
audience by the referee. Also he issued their challenges
for them.

“Young Pronto,” Bill announced, “from North
Sydney, challenges the winner for fifty pounds side bet.”
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The audience applauded, and applauded again as
Sandel himself sprang through the ropes and sat down
in his corner. Tom King looked across the rng at him
cariously, for in a few minutes they would be locked
together in merciless combat, each trying with all the
force of him to knock the other into unconsciousness.
But little could he see, for Sandel, like himself, had trousers
and sweater on over his ring costume. His face was
strongly handsome, crowned with a curly mop of yellow
hair, while his thick, muscular neck hinred at bodily
magnificence.

Young Pronto went to one corner and then the
othet, shaking hands with the principals and dropping
down out of the ring. The challenges went on. Ever
youth climbed through the ropes—youth unknown but
insatiable, crying out to mankind that with strength and
skill it would match issues with the winner. A few years
before, in his own heyday of invincibleness, Tom King
would have been amused and bored by rhese
preliminaries. But now he sat fascinated, unable to shake
the vision of youth from his eyes. Always were these
youngsters rising up in the boxing game, springing
through the ropes and shouting their defiance; and always
were the old uns going down before them. They climbed
to success over the bodies of the old uns. And ever they
came, more and more youngsters—youth unquenchable
and irresistble—and ever they put the old uns away,
themselves becoming old uns and traveling the same
downward path, while behind them, ever pressing on
them, was youth eternal—the new babies, grown lusty
and dragging their elders down, with behind them more
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babies to the end of fime—youth that must have its will
and that will never die.

King glanced over to the press box and nodded to
Motgan, of the Sportsman, and Corbett, of the Referee.
Then he held out his hands, while Sid Sullivan and Charley
Bates, his seconds, slipped on his gloves and laced them
tight, closely watched by one of Sandel’s seconds, who

+first examined critically the tapes on King's knuckles. A
second of his own was in Sandel’s corner, performing a
like office. Sandel’s trousers were pulled off, and as he
stood up his sweater was skinned off over his head.
And Tom King, looking, saw youth incarnarte, deep-
chested, heavy-thewed, with muscles that slipped and
shid like live things under the white satin skin. The whole
body was acrawl with life, and Tom King knew that it
was a life that had never oozed its freshness out through
the aching pores during the long fights wherein youth
paid its toll and departed not quite so young as when ir
entered.

The rwo men advanced to meet each other, and as
the pong sounded and the seconds clattered out of the
ring with the folding stools, they shook hands and instantly
took their fighting attitudes. And instantly, like a
mechanism of steel and springs balanced on a hair
trigger, Sandel was in and out and in again, landing a left
to the eyes, a fight to the ribs, ducking a counter, dancing
lightly away and dancing menacingly back again. He was
swift and clever. It was a dazzling exhibition. The house
yelled its approbation, But King was not dazzled. He
had fought too many fights and too many youngstets.
He knew the blows for what they were—too quick and
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too deft to be dangerous. Evidently Sandel was going
to rush things from the start, It was to be expecred. It
was the way of youth, expending its splendor and
excellence in wild insurgence and funous anshu.ght,
overwhelming opposition with its own unlimired glory
of strength and desire,

Sandel was in and out, here, there, and everywhere,
light-footed and eager-hearted, a living wonder of white
flesh and sringing muscle thar wove itself into a dazzling
fabric of artack, slipping and leaping like a flying shuttle
from action to action through a thousand actions, all of
them centered upon the destruction of Tom King, who
stood berween him and fortune. And Tom King patiently
endured. He knew his business, and he knew youth now
that youth was no longer his. There was pothing to do
till the other lost some of his steam, was his thoughr,
and he grinned to himself as he deliberately ducked so
as to receive a heavy blow on the top of his head. It was
a wicked thing to do, yet eminenrly fair according to the
rules of the boxing game. A man was supposed to take
care of his own knuckles, and if he insisted on hitting an
opponenton the top of the head he did so ar his own
peril. King could have ducked lower and ler the blow
whiz harmlessly past, but he remembered his own eary
fights and how he smashed his first knuckle on the head
of the Welsh Terror. He was but playing the game. That
duck had accounted for one of Sandels knuckles. Not
that Sandel would mind it now. He would go on,
superbly regardless, hitting as hard as ever throughout
the fighr. Bur later on, when the long ring bartles had
begun to tell, he would regret that knuckle and look



216 A PIECE OF STEAK

back and remember how he smashed it on Tom King's
head.

The first round was all Sandel’s, and he had the
house yelling with the rapidity of his whirlwind rushes.
He overwhelmed King with avalanches of punches, and
Kihg did nothing. He never struck once, contenting
himself with covering up, blocking and ducking and
clinchifg to avoid punishment. He occasionally feinted,
shook his head when the weight of a punch landed, and
moved stolidly about, never leaping or springing or
" wasting an ounce of strength. Sandel must foam the
froth of youth away before discreet age could dare ro
reraliate. All King's movements were slow and
methodical, and his heavy-lidded, slow-moving eyes gave
him the appeatance of being half asleep or dazed. Yet
they were eyes that saw everything, that had been trained
to see everything through all his rwenty years and odd in
the ring. They were eyes that did nor blink or waver
before an impending blow, bur thar coolly saw and
measured distance.

Seated in his comer for the minute’s rest at the end
of the round, he lay back with outstrerched legs, his arms
resting on the right angle of the ropes, his chest and
abdomen heaving frankly and deeply as he gulped down
the air driven by the towels of his seconds. He listened
with closed eyes to the voices of the house, “Why don't
yeh fight, Tom?” many were crying, “Yeh ain’t afraid of
"im, are yeh?”

“NMuscle-bound,” he heard 2 man on a front seat
cotmment, “He can’t move quicker. Two to one on Sandel,
in quids.”
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The gong struck and the two men advanced from
their cornets. Sandel came forward fully three quarters
of the distance, eager to begin again; bur King was
content to advance the shorter distance. It was in line
with his policy of economy. He had notbeen well trained,
and he had not had enough to cat, and every step counted.
Besides, he had already walked rwo miles to the ringside.
It was a repetition of the first round, with Sandel
attacking like a whirl-wind and with the audience
indignantly demanding why King did not fight. Beyond
feinting and several slowly delivered and ineffecrual
blows he did nothing save block and stall and clinch.
Sandel wanted to make the pace fast, while King, our of
his wisdom, refused to accommodate him. He grinned
with a certain wistful pathos in his ring-battered
countenance, and went on cherishing his strength with
the jealousy of which only age is capable. Sandel was
youth, and he threw his strength away with the munificent
abandon of youth. To King belonged the ring
generalship, the wisdom bred of long, aching fights. He
watched with cool eyes and head, moving slowly and
waiting for Sandel’s froth to foam away. To the majotity
of the onlookers it seemed as though King was
hopelessly outclassed, and they voiced their opinion in
offers of three to one on Sandel. But there were wise
ones, a few, who knew King of old time, and who
covered what they considered casy money.

The third round began as usual, one-sided, wich
Sandel doing all the leading and delivering all the
punishment. A half minute had passed when Sandel,
overconfident, left an opening, King's eyes and right arm
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flashed in the same instant, [t was his first real blow—a
hook, with the twisted arch of the arm to make it rigid,
and with all the weight of the half-pivoted body behind
it. It was like a sleepy-seeming lion suddenly thrustng
out a lightning paw. Sandel, caught on the side of the
jaw, was felled like a bullock. The audience gasped and
murmured awestricken applause. The man was not
muscl@bound, afrer all, and he could drive 2 blow like a
trip hammer.

Sandel was shaken, He rolled over and attempred
to.rise, but the sharp yells from his seconds to take the
count restrained him, He knelt on one knee, ready 10
rise, and waited, while the referee stood over him,
counting the seconds loudly in his ear. At the ninth he
rose in fighting artitude, and Tom King, facing him, knew
regret that the blow had not been an inch nearer the
point of the jaw. That wounld have been a knockout, and
he could have carried the thirty quid home to the missus
and the kiddies,

The round continued to the end of its three minutes,
Sandel for the first time respectful of his opponent and
King slow of movement and sleepy-eyed as ever. As
the round neared its close, King, warned of the fact by
sight of the seconds crouching outside ready for the
spring in through the ropes, worked the fight around to
his own corner. And when the gong struck, he sat down
immediately on the wairing stool, while, Sandel had ro
walk all the way across the diagonal of the square to his
own cornet. It was a lirde thing, but it was the sum of
little things that counted. Sandel was compelled to walk
that many more steps, to give up that much energy, and
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to lose a part of the precious minute of test. At the
beginning of every round King loafed slowly out from
his comer, forcing his opponent to advance the greater
distance. The end of every round found the fight
maneuvered by King into his own corner so that he could
immediately sit down.

Two more rounds went by, in which King was
parsimonious of effort and Sandel prodigal. The latrer's
attempt to force a fast pace made King uncomfortable,
for a fair percentage of the mulutudinous blows
showered upon him went home. Yet King persisted in
his dogged slowness, despite the crying of the young
hotheads for him to go in and fight. Again, in the sixth
round, Sandel was careless, again Tom King's fearful oght
flashed out to the jaw, and again Sandel took the nine
seconds’ count.

By the seventh round Sandel’s pink of conditon
was gone, and he settled down to what he knew was to
be the hardest fight in his experience. Tom King was an
old un, but a better old va than he had ever
encountered—an old un who never lost his head, who
was remarkably able at defense, whose blows had the
impact of a knotted club, and who had a kaockout in
either hand. Nevertheless, Tom King dared not hit often.
He never forgot his battered knuckles, and knew that
every hit must count if the knuckles were to last out the
fight. As he sat in his corner, glancing across at his
opponent, the thought came to him that the sum of his
wisdom and Sandel’s youth would constitute a world's
champion heavyweight. But that was the trouble. Sandel
would never become a world champion. He lacked the
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wisdom, and the only way for him to get it was ro buy
it with youth; and when wisdom was his, youth would
have been spent in buying it.

King took every advantage he knew. He nevet
missed an opportunity to clinch, and in effecting most
of the clinches his shoulder drove stffly into the other’s
tibs. In the philosophy of the ring a shoulder was as
good as'h punch so far as damage was concemed, and a
great deal better so far as concerned cxpenditue of
effort. Also in the clinches King rested his weight on his

 oppenent, and was loath to let go. This compelled the
interference of the referee, who tore them apart, always
assisted by Sandel, who had not yet learned to rest. He
could not refrain from using those glodous flying arms
and writhing muscles of his, and when the other rushed
into a clinch, striking shoulder against tibs, and with head
resting under Sandel’s left arm, Sandel almost invariably
swung his right behind his own back and into the
projecting face. Tt was a clever sttoke, much admired by
the audience, but it was not dangerous, and was, therefore,
just that much wasted strength. But Sandel was treless
and unaware of limitations, and King grinned and
doggedly endured.

Sandel developed a fierce right to the body, which
made it appear that King was taking an enormous
amount of punishment, and it was only the old ringsters
who appreciated the deft touch of King’s left glove to
the other’s biceps just before the impact of the blow: It
was true, the blow landed each time; but each nme it
was robbed of its power by that rouch on the biceps. In
the ninth round, three times inside a minute, King's right
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hooked its twisted arch to the jaw; and three tmes Sandel’s
body, heavy as it was, was leveled to the mat. Each ame
he took the nine seconds allowed him and sose o his
feet, shaken and jarred, but still strong; He had loss saoch
of his speed, and he wasred less effor He was fghone
grimly; but he continued to draw upon’his chief sssex
which was youth. King’s chief asset was experience. As
his vitality had dimmed and his vigor abased, e e
replaced them with cunning, with wisdom bom of the
long fights and with a careful shepherding of strengsh.
Not alone had he learned never to make a supesfiooss
movement, but he had leamed how to seduce an
opponent into throwing his strength away. Again and
again, by feint of foot and hand and body, he continoed
to inveigle Sandel into leaping back, ducking, or
countering, King rested, but he never permitred Sandel
to test. It was the strategy of age.

Early in the tenth round King began stopping the
other’s rushes with straight lefts to the face, and Sandel,
grown wary, responded by drawing the left, then by
ducking it and delivering his right in a swinging hook to
the side of the head. It was too high up ro be vitally
effective; but when first it landed King knew the old,
familiar descent of the black veil of unconsciousness
across his mind. For the insant, or for the slightest fraction
of an instant, rather, he ceased. In the one moment he
saw his opponent ducking out of his field of vision and
the background of white, watching faces; in the next
moment he again saw his opponent and the background
of faces. It was as if he had slepr for a time and just
opened his eyes again, and yet the interval of
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unconsciousness was so microscopically short that there
had been no time for him to fall. The audience saw him
totter and his knees give, and then saw him recover and
tuck his chin deeperinto the shelter of his left shoulder..

Several-times Sandel repeated the blow, keeping
King partally dazed, and then the latter worked out his
defense, which was also a counter. Feintng with his lefr,
he took a half step backward, at the same time
uppercutting with the whole stength of his nght. So
accurately was it timed that it landed squarely on Sandel’s
* face in the full, downward sweep of the duck, and
Sandel lifred in the air and curled backward, striking the
mat on his head and shoulders. Twice King achieved
this, then mrned loose and hammered his opponent
the ropes. He gave Sandel no chance to rest or to set
himself, but smashed blow in upon blow till the house
rose to its feer and the air was filled with an unbroken
roar of applause. But Sandel’s strength and endurance
were superb, and he continued to stay on his feet. A
knockout seemed certain, and a captain of police,
appalled at the dreadful punishment, arose by the ringside
to stop the fight. The gong struck for the end of the
round and Sandel staggered to his corner, protestng to
the captain that he was sound and strong. To prove it,
he threw rwo back air-springs, and the police captain
gAve .

‘Tom King, leaning back in his corner and breathing
hard, was disappointed. If the fight had been stopped,
the referee, perforce, would have rendered him the
decision and the purse would have been his. Unlike Sandel,
he was not fighting for glory or career, bur for thirty

e
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quid. And now Sandel would recuperate in the minute
of rest.

Youth will be served—rhis saying flashed into King's
mind, and he remembered the first dme he had heard it,
the night when he had put away Stowsher Bill. The toff
who had bought him a drink after the fight and patted
him on the shoulder had used those words, Youth will
be served! The toff was right. And on that night in the
long ago he had been youth. Tonight youth sat in the
opposite cotner. As for himself, he had been fightng
for half an hour now, and he was an old man. Had he
foughr like Sandel, he would not have lasted fifteen
minutes. Bur the point was that he did not recuperate.
Those upstanding arteries and that sorely tried heart
would not enable him to gather strength in the intervals
between the rounds. And he had not had sufficient
strength in him to begin with, His legs were heavy under
him and beginning to cramp. He should not have walked
those rwo miles to the fight. And there was the steak
which he had got up longing for that morning. A great
and terrible hatred rose up in him for the butchers who
had refused him credir. It was hard for an old man to
go into a fight without enough to eat. And a piece of
steak was such a lirtle thing, a few pennics at best; yet it
meant thirty quid to him.

With the gong that opened the eleventh round Sandel
rushed, making a show of freshness which he did not
really possess. King knew it for what it was—a bluff as
old as the game itself. He clinched to save himself, then,
going free, allowed Sandel to get set. This was what
King desired. He feinted with his left, drew the answering
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duck and swinging upward hook, then made the half
step backward, delivered the uppercur full ro the face
and crumpled Sandel over to the mat. After that he never
let him rest, receiving punishment himself, but inflicting
far more, smashing Sandel to the ropes, hooking and
dsiving all manner of blows into him, tearing away from
his clinches or punching him out of atternpted clinches,
and ewer when Sandel would have fallen, catching him
with one uplifting hand and with the other immediarely
smashing him into the ropes where he could nor fall.

. The house by this time had gone mad, and it was
his house, nearly every voice yelling: “Go it, Tom!” “Get
im! Get ‘im!” “You've got 'im, Tom! You've got im!"”
It was to be 2 whitlwind finish, and thar was what a
ringside audience paid to see.

And Tom King, who for half an hour had
conserved his serength, now expended it prodigally in
the one great effort he knew he had in him. It was his
one chance— now or not ar all. His strength was waning
fast, and his hope was that before the last of it ebbed
out of him he would have beaten his opponent down
for the count. And as he continued to strike and force,
coolly estimating the weight of his blows and the quality
of the damage wrought, he realized how hard a man
Sandel was to knock out. Stamina and endurance were
his to an extreme degree, and they were the virgin stamina
and endurance of youth, Sandel was certainly a coming
man. He had it in him. Only out of such rugged fiber
were successful fighters fashioned.

Sandel was reeling and staggering, but Tom King’s
legs were cramping and his knuckles going back on him.
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Yet he steeled himself to strike the fierce blows, every
one of which brought anguish to his tormred hands.
Though now he was receiving practically no punishmeant,
he was weakening as rapidly as the other. His blows went
home, but there was no longer the weight behind them,
and each blow was the result of a severe efforr of will.
His legs were like lead, and they dragged visibly under
him: while San-del’s backers, checred by this symptom,
began calling encouragement to theic man.

King was spurred to a burst of efforr. He delivered
two blows in succession—a left, a trifle roo high, to the
solar plexus, and a right cross to the jaw. They were not
heavy blows, yer so weak and dazed was Sandel that he
went down and lay quivering, The referee stood over
him, shouting the count of the fatal seconds in his ear. If
befote the tenth second was called he did not nise, the
fight was lost. The house stood in hushed silence. King
rested on trembling legs. A mortal dizziness was upon
himn, and before his eyes the sea of faces sagged and
swayed, while to his ears, as from a remote distance,
came the count of the referce. Yet he looked upon the
fight as his. It was impossible that a man so punished
could rise.

Only youth could rise, and Sandel rose. At the fourth
second he rolled over on his face and groped blindly
for the ropes. By the seventh second he had dragged
himself to his knee, where he tested, his head rolling
groggily on his shoulders. As the referee coed “Nine!”
Sandel stood upright, in proper stalling position, his lefr
arm wrapped about his face, his rght wrapped about
his stomach, Thus were his vital points guarded, while
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he lurched forward toward King in the hope of effecting
a clinch and gaining more time.

At the instant Sandel arose, King was at him, but
the two blows he delivered were muffled on the stalled
atms. The next moment Sandel was in the clinch and
holding on desperately while the referee strove to drag
the two men apart. King helped 1o force himself free.
He knew the rapidity with which youth recovered, and
hé knew that Sandel was his if he could prevent that
recovery. One stiff punch would do it. Sandel was his,
indubirably his. He had outgeneraled him, outfought him,
outpointed him. Sandel reeled our of the clinch, balanced
on the hair line berween defear or survival. One good
blow would topple him over and down and out. And
Tom King, in a flash of bitterness, remembered the piece
of steak and wished that he had it then behind that
necessary punch he must deliver. He nerved himself for
the blow, but it was not heavy enough nor swift enough.
Sandel swayed but did not fall, staggering back to the
ropes and holding on. King staggered after him, and,
with a pang like that of dissoluton, delivered another
blow. But his body had deserred him. All that was left
of him was a fighting intelligence that was dimmed and
clouded from exhaustion. The blow that was aimed for
the jaw struck no higher than the shoulder. He had willed
the blow higher, but the tired muscles had not been able
to obey. And, from the impact of the blow, Tom King
himself reeled back and nearly fell. Once again he strove.
This time his punich missed altogether, and from absolute
weakness he fell against Sandel and clinched, holding on
to him to save himself from sinking to the floor.
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King did not attempt to free himself. He had shot
his bolt. He was gone. And youth had been served. Even
in the clinch he could feel Sandel growing stronger against
him. When the referee thrust them apart, there, before
his eyes, he saw youth recuperate. From instant to instant
Sandel grew suonger. His punches, weak and futile at
first, became stiff and accurate. Tom King’s bleared eyes
saw the gloved fist driving at his jaw, and he willed to
guard it by interposing his arm. He saw the danger, willed
the act; but the arm was too heavy. It seemed burdened
with a hundred weight of lead. It would not lift itsclf,
and he strove to lift it with his soul. Then the gloved fist
landed home. He experienced a sharp snap thar was like
an electric spark, and simultaneously the veil of blackness
enveloped him.

When he opened his eyes again he was in his comer,
and he heard the yelling of the audience like the roar of
the surf at Bondi Beach. A wet sponge was being pressed
against the base of his brain, and Sid Sullivan was blowing
cold water in a refreshing spray over his face and chest.
His gloves had already been removed, and Sandel,
bending over him, was shaking his hand. He bore no ill
will toward the man who had put him out, and he
returned the grip with a heartiness that made his bartered
knuckles protest. Then Sandel stepped to the center of
the dng and the audience hushed irs pandemonium to
hear him accept young Pronto's challenge and offer to
increase the side bet to one hundred pounds. King looked
on apathetcally while his seconds mopped the sweaming
water from him, dried his face, and prepared him to
leave the ring, He felt hungry. It was not the ordinary,
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gnawing kind, but a great faintness, 2 palpitarion at the
pit of the stomach that communicated itself to all his
body. He remembered back into the fight to the moment
when he had Sandel mwlgmdtﬂmnngon&uhmrbm
balance of defear, Ah, that piece of steak would have
done itl He had lacked just that for the decisive blow,
and he had lost. It was all because of the piece of steak.

* His seconds were half supporting him as they
helped him through the ropes. He tore free from them,
ducked through the ropes unaided, and leaped heavily
* to the floor, following on their heels as they forced a
passage for him down the crowded center aisle. Leaving
the dressing room for the street, in the entrance to the
hall, some young fellow spoke to him.

“Wy didn’t yuh go in an’ get “im when yuh "ad
’im#” the young fellow asked.

“Aw, go to helll” said Tom King, and passed down
the steps to the sidewalk.

The doors of the public house at the comer were
swinging wide, and he saw the lights and the smiling
barmaids, heard the many voices discussing the fight and
the prosperous chink of money on the bar. Somebody
called to him to have a drink. He hesitated perceptbly,
then refused and went on his way.

He had not a copper in his pocket, and the two-
mile walk home seemed very long He was certainly
gerting old. Crossing the Domain he sat down suddenly
on a bench, unnerved by the thought of the missus sitting
up for him, waiting to learn the outcome of the fight.
Thar was harder than any knockout, and it seemed almost

impossible to face,
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He felt weak and sore, and the pain of his smashed
knuckles warned him that, even if he could find a job at
navvy work, it would be a week before he could grip a
pick handle or a shovel. The hunger palpitation at the pit
of the stomach was sickening, His wretchedness
over-whelmed him, and into his eyes came an unwonted
moisture. He covered his face with his hands, and, as he
ctied, he remembered Stowsher Bill and how he had
served him that night in the long ago. Poor old Stowsher
Bill! He could understand now why Bill had cried in the
dressing room.
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QLD koskoosH LIsTENED greedily. Thouph his sight had
long since faded, his hearing was still acute, and the
slightest sound penetrated to the glimmering intelligence
which yet abode behind the withered forehead, but which
no longer gazed forth upon the things of the world. Ah!
That was Sit-cum-to-ha, shrilly anathematizing the dogs
as she cuffed and beat them into the harnesses, Sit-cum-
to-ha was his daughtet’s daughter, bur she was too busy
to waste a thought upon her broken grandfather, sitting
alone there in the snow, forlorn and helpless. Camp must
be broken. The long trail waited while the short day
refused to linger. Life called her, and the duties of life,
not death. And he was very close to death now.

The thought made the old man panicky for the
moment, and he stretched forth a palsied hand which
wandered wemblingly over the small heap of dry wood
beside him. Reassured that it was indeed there, his hand
rerurned to the shelter of his mangy turs, and he again
fell to listening, The sulky crackling of half-frozen hides
told him thar the chief’s moose-skin lodge had been
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struck, and even then was being rammed and jammed
into portable compass. The chief was his son, stalwart
and strong, headman of the tribesmen, and 2 mighry
hunter. As the women toiled with the camp luggage, his
voice rose, chiding them for their slowness. Old
Koskoosh strained his ears, It was the last ume he would
hear that voice. There went Geehow's lodge! And
Tusken’s! Seven, eight, nine; only the shaman’s could be
still standing, There! They were at work upon it now. He
could hear the shaman grunt as he piled it on the sled. A
child whimpered, and 2 woman soothed it with soft,
crooning gutturals. Little Koo-tee, the old man thought,
a fretful child, and not over-strong, It would die soon,
perhaps, and they would burn a hole through the frozen
tundra and pile rocks above to keep the wolverines away.
Well, what did it mawer? A few years at best, and as
many an empty belly as a full one. And in the end, Death
waited, ever-hungry and hungriest of them all.

What was that? Oh, the men lashing the sleds and
drawing tight the thongs. He listened, who would listen
no more. The whiplashes snarled and bit among the dogs.
Hear them whine! How they hated the work and the
traill They were off! Sled after sled churned slowly away
into the silence. They were gone. They had passed out
of his life, and he faced the last biter hour alone. Na
The snow crunched beneath a moccasing a man stood
beside him; upon his head a hand rested gently. His son
was good to do this thing He remembered other old
men whose sons had not waited after the tribe. But his
son had. He wandered away into the past, tll the young
man’s voice brought him back.
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“It is well with you?” he asked.

And the old man answered, “Tt is well.”

“There be wood beside you,” the younger man
continued, “and the fire bumns bright. The morning is
gray, and the cold has broken. It will snow presently.
Even now it is snowing,”

“Ave, even now is it snowing.”

"I{,c tribesmen hurry. Their bales are heavy and
tlwr bellies flat with lack of feasting The trail is long
* and they travel fast. T go now: It is well?”

+ ¢ is well. T am as a last year's leaf, clinging lighdy
to the stem. The first breath that blows, and T fall. My
voice is become like an old woman's. My eyes no longer
show me the way of my feet, and my feer are heavy,
and 1 am rred. It is well.”

He bowed his head in content till the last noise of
the complaining snow had died away, and he knew his
son was beyond recall. Then his hand crepr out in haste
to the wood. Tralone stood berween him and the eternity
that yawned in upon him. At last the measure of his life
was a handful of faggots. One by one they would go o
feed the fire, and just so, step by step, death would creep
upon him. When the last stick had surrendered up its
heat, the frost would begin to gather serength. Fisst his
feer would yield, then his hands; and the numbness would
eravel, slowly, from the extremities to the body. His head
would fall forward upon his knees, and he would rest.
It was easy. All men must die.

He did not complain. It was the way of life, and it
was just. He had been born close to the earth, close to ¥
the earth had he lived, and the law there of was not new
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to him. It was the law of all flesh. Nature was not kindly
to the flesh. She had no concern for that concrete thing
called the individual. Her interest lay in the species, the
race. This was the deepest abstracton old Koskoosh's
barbaric mind was capable of, but he grasped it firmly.
He saw it exemplified in all life. The rise of the sap, the
bursting greenness of the willow bud, the fall of the
yvellow leaf—in this alone was told the whole history.
But one rask did Narure set the individual. Did he not
perform it, he died. Did he petform it, it was all the
same, he died. Nature did nor care; there were plenty
who were obedient, and it was only the obedience in
this matter, not the obedient, which lived and lived
always. The tribe of Koskoosh was very old. The old
men he had known when a boy had known old men
before them, Therefore it was true that the tobe lived,
that it stood for the obedience of all its members, way
down into the forgotten past, whose very resting places
were unremembered. They did not count; they were
episodes. They had passed away like clouds from a
summer sky. He also was an episode and would pass
away. Marure did not care. To life she set one wask, pave
one law. To perperuare was the rask of life, its law was
death. A maiden was a pood crearure to look upon,
full-breasted and strong, with spring to her step and light
in her eyes. Bur her task was yet before her. The lighrin
her eyes hrghrened, her step quickened, she was now
bold with the young men, now timid, and she gave them
of her own unrest. And ever she grew fairer and yet
fairer to look upon, oll some hunter, able no longer to
withhold himself, took her to his lodge to cook and roil
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for him and to become the mother of his children. And
with the coming of her offspring her looksgeft her. Her
limbs dragged and shuffled, her eyes dimmed and
bleared, and only the lirtle children found joy against the
withered cheek of the old squaw by the fire. Her task
was done. Bur a lirde while, on the first pinch of famine
or the firstlong trail, and she would be left, even as he
had been left, in the snow, with a lirdle pile of wood.
Such was the law.

He placed a stick carefully upon the fire and
resumed his meditations. It was the same everywhere,
with all things. The mosquitoes vanished with the first
frost. The little tree squirrel crawled away to die. When
age settled upon the rabbit it became slow and heavy
and could no longer outfoot its enemies, Even the big
bald-face grew clumsy and blind and quarrelsome, in
the end to be dragged down by a handful of yelping
huskies. He remembered how he had abandoned his
own father on an upper reach of the Klondike one winter,
the winter before the missionary came with his ralk
books and his box of medicines. Many a time had
Koskoosh smacked his lips over the recollection of that
box, though now his mouth refused to moisten. The
“painkiller” had been especially good. But the missionary
was a bother after all, for he brought no meat into the
camp, and he ate hearnly, and the hunters grumbled. But
he chilled his lungs on the divide by the Mayo, and the
dogs afterward nosed the stones away and foughr over
his bones.

Koskoosh placed another stick on the fire and
harked back deeper into the past. There was the ame of
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the great famine, when the old men crouched empry-
bellied to the fire, and ler fall from their lips dim eraditions
of the ancient day when the Yukon ran wide open for
three winters, and then lay frozen for three summers. He
had lost his mother in that famine. In the summer the
salmon run had failed, and the tibe looked forward to
the winter and the coming of the catibou. Then the winter
came, but with it there were no cardbou, Never had the
like been known, not even in the lives of the old men.
But the carbou did not come, and it was the seventh
year, and the rabbits had not replenished, and the dogs
were naught but bundles of bones. And through the
long darkness the children wailed and died, and the
women, and the old men; and not one in ten of the
tribe lived to meet the sun when it came back in the
spring. That was a famine!

Bur he had seen times of plenty, too, when the meat
spoiled on their hands, and the dogs were fat and
worthless with overeating—tmes when they ler the game
go unkilled, and the women were fertile, and the lodges
were cluttered with sprawling men-children and women-
children. Then it was the men became high-stomached,
and revived ancient quarrels, and crossed the divides to
the south to kill the Pellys, and to the west that they might
sit by the dead fires of the Tananas. He remembered,
when a boy, during a time of plenty, when he saw a
moose pulled down by the wolves., Zing-ha lay with
him in the snow and watched—Zing-ha, who later
became the crafdest of hunters, and who, in the end, fell
through an air hole on the Yukon. They found him, a
month afterward, just as he had crawled halfway out
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and frozen stff o the ice. b

But the moose. Zing-ha and he had gone out that
day to play at hunting after the manner of their fathers.
On the bed of the creek they struck the fresh track of a
moose, and with it the tracks of many wolves. “An old
one,* Zing-ha, who was quicker at reading the sign, said,
“an old one who cannot keep up with the herd. The
wolves Have cut him out from his brothers, and they
will never leave him.” And it was 0. It was their way. By
‘day and by night, never resting, snarliag on his heels,
snapping at his nose, they would stay by him to the end.
How Zing-ha and he felt the blood lust quicken! The
finish would be a sight to seel

Eager-foorted, they took the trail, and even he,
Koskoosh, slow of sight and an unversed tracker, could
have followed it blind, it was so wide. Hot were they on
the heels of the chase, reading the grim tragedy, fresh-
written, at every step. Now they came to where the
moose had made a stand. Thrice the length of a grown
man's body, in every ditection, had the snow been
stamped about and uptossed. In the midst were the deep
impressions of the splay-hoofed game, and all abour,
everywhere, were the lighter footmarks of the wolves.
Some, while their brothers harried the kill, had lain to
one side and rested. The full-strerched impress of their
bodies in the snow was as perfect as though made the
moment before. One wolf had been caughr in a wild
lunge of the maddened victim and trampled to death.
A few bones, well picked, bore witness.

Again, they ceased the uplift of their snowshoes at
a second stand. Here the great animal had fought
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desperately. Twice had he been dragged down, as the
snow artested, and rwice had he shaken his assailants clear
and gained footing once more. He had done his rtask
long since, but none the less was life dear to him. Zing-
ha said it was a strange thing, a moose once down to get
free again; but this one certainly had. The shaman would
see signs and wonders in this when they told hifmn.

And yet again, they come to where the moose had
made to mount the bank and gain the tmber. But his
foes had laid on from behind, tll he reared and fell back
upon them, crushing two deep into the snow. It was
plain the kill was at hand, for their brothers had left them
untouched. Two more stands were hurried past, boef
in time length and very close together. The rrail was red
now, and the clean stride of the great beast had grown
short and slovenly. Then they heard the first sounds of
the batte—not the full-throated chorus of the chase,
but the short, snappy bark, which spoke of close quarters
and teeth to flesh. Crawling up the wind, Zing-ha bellied
it through the snow, and with him crept he, Koskoosh,
who was to be chief of the tdbesmen in the years to
come. Together they shoved aside the underbranches
of a young spruce and peered forth. It was the end they
SAW.

The picture, like all of youth's impressions, was still
strong with him, and his dim cyes watched the end played
out as vividly as in that far-off time. Koskoosh marveled
at this, for in the days which followed, when he was a2
leader of men and a head of councilors, he had done
great deeds and made his name a curse in the mouths of
the Pellys, to say naught of the strange white man he
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had killed, knife to knife, in open fight.

For long he pondered on the days of his youth, nll
the fire died down and the frost bit deeper. He
replenished it with two sdcks this ume, and gauged his
grip on life by what remained. If Sit-cum-to-ha had only
remembered her grand-father, and gathered a larger
armful, his hours would have been longer. It would have
been easy’ Bur she was ever a careless child, and honored
not her ancestors from the dme the Beaver, son of the
son of Zing-ha, first cast eyes upon her. Well, what
mattered it? Had he not done likewise in his own quick
youth? For a while he listened to the silence. Perhaps the
heart of his son might soften, and he would come back
with the dogs to take his old father on with the tribe to
where the caribou- ran thick and the fat hung heavy upon
them.

He srrained his ears, his restless brain for the moment
stilled. Not a stir, nothing, He alone took breath in the
midst of the great silence. It was very lonely. Hark! What
was that? A chill passed over his body. The familiar, long-
drawn howl broke the void, and it was close ar hand.
Then on his darkened cyes was projecred the vision of
the moose—the old bull moose—the torn flanks and
bloody sides, the riddled mane, and the great branching
horns, down low and tossing to the last. He saw the
flashing forms of gray, the gleaming eyes, the lolling
tongues, the slavered fangs. And he saw the inexorable
circle close in 4l it became a dark point in the midst of
the stamped snow.

A cold muzzle thrust against his cheek, and ar its
touch his soul leaped back to the present. His hand shot
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into the fire and dragged out a burning faggot.
Overcome for the nonce by his hereditary fear of man,
the brute retreated, raising a prolonged call to his brothers;
and greedily they answered, till a ring of crouching, jaw-
slobbered gray was stretched round about. The old man
listened to the drawing in of this circle. He waved his
brand wildly, and smiffs turned to snarls; but the panting
brutes refused to scatter. Now one wormed his chest
forward, dragging his haunches after, now a second,
now a third; but never a one drew back. Why should he
cling to life? he asked, and dropped the blazing suck
into the snow, It sizzled and went out. The circle grunted
uneasily but held its own. Again he saw the last stand of
the old bull moose, and Koskoosh dropped his head
wearily upon his knees. Whart did it matter afrer all? Was
it not the law of life?

Q
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