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J>kek JIoHaOH
3Buuai 0ij0i moaunu / The White Man’s Way

Love of Life

This out of all will remain—

They have lived and have tossed:

So much of the game will be gain,
Though the gold of the dice has been lost.

They limped painfully down the bank, and once the foremost of the two men staggered among
the rough-strewn rocks. They were tired and weak, and their faces had the drawn expression of
patience which comes of hardship long endured. They were heavily burdened with blanket packs
which were strapped to their shoulders. Headstraps, passing across the forehead, helped support these
packs. Each man carried a rifle. They walked in a stooped posture, the shoulders well forward, the
head still farther forward, the eyes bent upon the ground.

“I wish we had just about two of them cartridges that’s layin’ in that cache of ourn,” said the
second man.

His voice was utterly and drearily expressionless. He spoke without enthusiasm; and the first
man, limping into the milky stream that foamed over the rocks, vouchsafed no reply.

The other man followed at his heels. They did not remove their footgear, though the water was
icy cold—so cold that their ankles ached and their feet went numb. In peaces the water dashed against
their knees, and both men staggered for footing.

The man who followed slipped on a smooth boulder, nearly fell, but recovered himself with
a violent effort, at the same time uttering a sharp exclamation of pain. He seemed faint and dizzy
and put out his free hand while he reeled, as though seeking support against the air. When he had
steadied himself he stepped forward, but reeled again and nearly fell. Then he stood still and looked
at the other man, who had never turned his head.

The man stood still for fully a minute, as though debating with himself. Then he called out:

“I say, Bill, I've sprained my ankle.”

Bill staggered on through the milky water. He did not look around. The man watched him go,
and though his face was expressionless as ever, his eyes were like the eyes of a wounded deer.

The other man limped up the farther bank and continued straight on without looking back.
The man in the stream watched him. His lips trembled a little, so that the rough thatch of brown hair
which covered them was visibly agitated. His tongue even strayed out to moisten them.

“Bill!” he cried out.

It was the pleading cry of a strong man in distress, but Bill’s head did not turn. The man watched
him go, limping grotesquely and lurching forward with stammering gait up the slow slope toward the
soft sky line of the low-lying hill. He watched him go till he passed over the crest and disappeared.
Then he turned his gaze and slowly took in the cirole of the world that remained to him now that
Bill was gone.

Near the horizon the sun was smoldering dimly, almost obscured by formless mists and vapors,
which gave an impression of mass and density without outline or tangibility. The man pulled out his
watch, the while resting his weight on one leg. It was four o’clock, and as the season was near the
last of July or first of August—he did not know the precise date within a week or two—he knew

that the sun roughly marked the northwest. He looked to the south and knew that somewhere beyond
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those bleak hills lay the Great Bear Lake; also, he knew that in that direction the Arctic Circle cut
its forbidding way across the Canadian Barrens. This stream in which he stood was a feeder to the
Coppermine River, which in turn flowed north and emptied into Coronation Gulf and the Arctic
Ocean. He had never been there, but he had seen it, once, on a Hudson’s Bay Company chart.

Again his gaze completed the circle of the world about him. It was not a heartening spectacle.
Everywhere was soft sky line. The hills were all low-lying. There were no trees, no shrubs, no grasses
—naught but a tremendous and terrible desolation that sent fear swiftly dawning into his eyes.

“Bill!” he whispered, once and twice; “Bill!”

He cowered in the midst of the milky water, as though the vastness were pressing in upon him
with overwhelming force, brutally crushing him with its complacent awfulness. He began to shake as
with an ague fit, till the gun fell from his hand with a splash. This served to rouse him. He fought with
his fear and pulled himself together, groping in the water and recovering the weapon. He hitched his
pack farther over on his left shoulder, so as to take a portion of its weight from off the injured ankle.
Then he proceeded, slowly and carefully, wincing with pain, to the bank.

He did not stop. With a desperation that was madness, unmindful of the pain, he hurried up the
slope to the crest of the hill over which his comrade had disappeared—more grotesque and comical
by far than that limping, jerking comrade. But at the crest he saw a shallow valley, empty of life. He
fought with his fear again, overcame it, hitched the pack still farther over on his left shoulder, and
lurched on down the slope.

The bottom of the valley was soggy with water, which the thick moss held, spongelike, close
to the surface. This water squirted out from under his feet at every step, and each time he lifted a
foot the action culminated in a sucking sound as the wet moss reluctantly released its grip. He picked
his way from muskeg to muskeg, and followed the other man’s footsteps along and across the rocky
ledges which thrust like islets through the sea of moss.

Though alone, he was not lost. Farther on, he knew, he would come to where dead spruce and
fir, very small and weazened, bordered the shore of a little lake, the fitchin-nichilie,—in the tongue of
the country, the “land of little sticks.” And into that lake flowed a small stream, the water of which
was not milky. There was rush grass on that stream—this he remembered well—but no timber, and
he would follow it till its first trickle ceased at a divide. He would cross this divide to the first trickle
of another stream, flowing to the west, which he would follow until it emptied into the river Dease,
and here he would find a cache under an upturned canoe and piled over with many rocks. And in
this cache would be ammunition for his empty gun, fishhooks and lines, a small net—all the utilities
for the killing and snaring of food. Also, he would find flour—not much—a piece of bacon, and
some beans.

Bill would be waiting for him there, and they would paddle away south down the Dease to the
Great Bear Lake. And south across the lake they would go, ever south, till they gained the Mackenzie.
And south, still south, they would go, while the winter raced vainly after them, and the ice formed
in the eddies, and the days grew chill and crisp, south to some warm Hudson’s Bay Company post,
where timber grew tall and generous, and there was grub without end.

These were the thoughts of the man as he strove onward. But hard as he strove with his body,
he strove equally hard with his mind, trying to think that Bill had not deserted him, that Bill would
surely wait for him at the cache. He was compelled to think this thought, or else there would not be
any use to strive, and he would have lain down and died. And as the dim ball of the sun sank slowly
into the northwest he covered every inch—and many times—of his and Bill’s flight south before the
downcoming winter. And he conned the grub of the cache and the grub of the Hudson’s Bay Company
post over and over again. He had not eaten for two days; for a far longer time he had not had all he
wanted to eat. Often he stooped and picked pale muskeg berries, put them into his mouth, and chewed
and swallowed them. A muskeg berry is a bit of seed enclosed in a bit of water. In the mouth the
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water melts away and the seed chews sharp and bitter. The man knew there was no nourishment in the
berries, but he chewed them patiently with a hope greater than knowledge and defying experience.

At nine o’clock he stubbed his toe on a rocky ledge, and from sheer weariness and weakness
staggered and fell. He lay for some time, without movement, on his side. Then he slipped out of
the pack straps and clumsily dragged himself into a sitting posture. It was not yet dark, and in the
lingering twilight he groped about among the rocks for shreds of dry moss. When he had gathered a
heap he built a fire—a smoldering, smudgy fire—and put a tin pot of water on to boil.

He unwrapped his pack and the first thing he did was to count his matches. There were sixty-
seven. He counted them three times to make sure. He divided them into several portions, wrapping
them in oil paper, disposing of one bunch in his empty tobacco pouch, of another bunch in the inside
band of his battered hat, of a third bunch under his shirt on the chest. This accomplished, a panic
came upon him, and he unwrapped them all and counted them again. There were still sixty-seven.

He dried his wet footgear by the fire. The moccasins were in soggy shreds. The blanket socks
were worn through in places, and his feet were raw and bleeding. His ankle was throbbing, and he
gave it an examination. It had swollen to the size of his knee. He tore a long strip from one of his
two blankets and bound the ankle tightly. He tore other strips and bound them about his feet to serve
for both moccasins and socks. Then he drank the pot of water, steaming hot, wound his watch, and
crawled between his blankets. He slept like a dead man. The brief darkness around midnight came
and went. The sun arose in the northeast—at least the day dawned in that quarter, for the sun was
hidden by gray clouds.

At six o’clock he awoke, quietly lying on his back. He gazed straight up into the gray sky and
knew that he was hungry. As he rolled over on his elbow he was startled by a loud snort, and saw a
bull caribou regarding him with alert curiosity. The animal was not more than fifty feet away, and
instantly into the man’s mind leaped the vision and the savor of a caribou steak sizzling and frying
over a fire. Mechanically he reached for the empty gun, drew a bead, and pulled the trigger. The bull
snorted and leaped away, his hoofs rattling and clattering as he fled across the ledges.

The man cursed and flung the empty gun from him. He groaned aloud as he started to drag
himself to his feet. It was a slow and arduous task. His joints were like rusty hinges. They worked
harshly in their sockets, with much friction, and each bending or unbending was accomplished only
through a sheer exertion of will. When he finally gained his feet, another minute or so was consumed
in straightening up, so that he could stand erect as a man should stand.

He crawled up a small knoll and surveyed the prospect. There were no trees, no bushes, nothing
but a gray sea of moss scarcely diversified by gray rocks, gray lakelets, and gray streamlets. The sky
was gray. There was no sun nor hint of sun. He had no idea of north, and he had forgotten the way
he had come to this spot the night before. But he was not lost. He knew that. Soon he would come
to the land of the little sticks. He felt that it lay off to the left somewhere, not far—possibly just over
the next low hill.

He went back to put his pack into shape for traveling. He assured himself of the existence of his
three separate parcels of matches, though he did not stop to count them. But he did linger, debating,
over a squat moose-hide sack. It was not large. He could hide it under his two hands. He knew that it
weighed fifteen pounds—as much as all the rest of the pack—and it worried him. He finally set it to
one side and proceeded to roll the pack. He paused to gaze at the squat moose-hide sack. He picked
it up hastily with a defiant glance about him, as though the desolation were trying to rob him of it;
and when he rose to his feet to stagger on into the day, it was included in the pack on his back.

He bore away to the left, stopping now and again to eat muskeg berries. His ankle had stiffened,
his limp was more pronounced, but the pain of it was as nothing compared with the pain of his
stomach. The hunger pangs were sharp. They gnawed and gnawed until he could not keep his mind
steady on the course he must pursue to gain the land of little sticks. The muskeg berries did not allay
this gnawing, while they made his tongue and the roof of his mouth sore with their irritating bite.
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He came upon a valley where rock ptarmigan rose on whirring wings from the ledges and
muskegs. “Ker—ker—=ker” was the cry they made. He threw stones at them but could not hit them.
He placed his pack on the ground and stalked them as a cat stalks a sparrow. The sharp rocks cut
through his pants legs till his knees left a trail of blood; but the hurt was lost in the hurt of his hunger.
He squirmed over the wet moss, saturating his clothes and chilling his body; but he was not aware of
it, so great was his fever for food. And always the ptarmigan rose, whirring, before him, till their “Ker
—ker—ker” became a mock to him, and he cursed them and cried aloud at them with their own cry.

Once he crawled upon one that must have been asleep. He did not see it till it shot up in his
face from its rocky nook. He made a clutch as startled as was the rise of the ptarmigan, and there
remained in his hand three tail feathers. As he watched its flight he hated it, as though it had done
him some terrible wrong. Then he returned and shouldered his pack.

As the day wore along he came into valleys or swales where game was more plentiful. A band
of caribou passed by, twenty and odd animals, tantalizingly within rifle range. He felt a wild desire
to run after them, a certitude that he could run them down. A black fox came toward him, carrying
a ptarmigan in his mouth. The man shouted. It was a fearful cry, but the fox, leaping away in fright,
did not drop the ptarmigan.

Late in the afternoon he followed a stream, milky with lime, which ran through sparse patches
of rush grass. Grasping these rushes firmly near the root, he pulled up what resembled a young onion
sprout no larger than a shingle nail. It was tender, and his teeth sank into it with a crunch that promised
deliciously of food. But its fibers were tough. It was composed of stringy filaments saturated with
water, like the berries, and devoid of nourishment. He threw off his pack and went into the rush grass
on hands and knees, crunching and munching, like some bovine creature.

He was very weary and often wished to rest—to lie down and sleep; but he was continually
driven on, not so much by his desire to gain the land of little sticks as by his hunger. He searched little
ponds for frogs and dug up the earth with his nails for worms, though he knew in spite that neither
frogs nor worms existed so far north.

He looked into every pool of water vainly, until, as the long twilight came on, he discovered
a solitary fish, the size of a minnow, in such a pool. He plunged his arm in up to the shoulder, but
it eluded him. He reached for it with both hands and stirred up the milky mud at the bottom. In his
excitement he fell in, wetting himself to the waist. Then the water was too muddy to admit of his
seeing the fish, and he was compelled to wait until the sediment had settled.

The pursuit was renewed, till the water was again muddied. But he could not wait. He
unstrapped the tin bucket and began to bail the pool. He bailed wildly at first, splashing himself and
flinging the water so short a distance that it ran back into the pool. He worked more carefully, striving
to be cool, though his heart was pounding against his chest and his hands were trembling. At the end
of half an hour the pool was nearly dry. Not a cupful of water remained. And there was no fish. He
found a hidden crevice among the stones through which it had escaped to the adjoining and larger
pool—a pool which he could not empty in a night and a day. Had he known of the crevice, he could
have closed it with a rock at the beginning and the fish would have been his.

Thus he thought, and crumpled up and sank down upon the wet earth. At first he cried softly
to himself, then he cried loudly to the pitiless desolation that ringed him around; and for a long time
after he was shaken by great dry sobs.

He built a fire and warmed himself by drinking quarts of hot water, and made camp on a rocky
ledge in the same fashion he had the night before. The last thing he did was to see that his matches
were dry and to wind his watch. The blankets were wet and clammy. His ankle pulsed with pain. But
he knew only that he was hungry, and through his restless sleep he dreamed of feasts and banquets
and of food served and spread in all imaginable ways.

He awoke chilled and sick. There was no sun. The gray of earth and sky had become deeper,
more profound. A raw wind was blowing, and the first flurries of snow were whitening the hilltops.
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The air about him thickened and grew white while he made a fire and boiled more water. It was
wet snow, half rain, and the flakes were large and soggy. At first they melted as soon as they came
in contact with the earth, but ever more fell, covering the ground, putting out the fire, spoiling his
supply of moss-fuel.

This was a signal for him to strap on his pack and stumble onward, he knew not where. He
was not concerned with the land of little sticks, nor with Bill and the cache under the upturned canoe
by the river Dease. He was mastered by the verb “to eat.” He was hunger-mad. He took no heed of
the course he pursued, so long as that course led him through the swale bottoms. He felt his way
through the wet snow to the watery muskeg berries, and went by feel as he pulled up the rush grass
by the roots. But it was tasteless stuff and did not satisfy. He found a weed that tasted sour and he
ate all he could find of it, which was not much, for it was a creeping growth, easily hidden under
the several inches of snow.

He had no fire that night, nor hot water, and crawled under his blanket to sleep the broken
hunger sleep. The snow turned into a cold rain. He awakened many times to feel it falling on his
upturned face. Day came—a gray day and no sun. It had ceased raining. The keenness of his hunger
had departed. Sensibility, as far as concerned the yearning for food, had been exhausted. There was
a dull, heavy ache in his stomach, but it did not bother him so much. He was more rational, and once
more he was chiefly interested in the land of little sticks and the cache by the river Dease.

He ripped the remnant of one of his blankets into strips and bound his bleeding feet. Also, he
recinched the injured ankle and prepared himself for a day of travel. When he came to his pack he
paused long over the squat moose-hide sack, but in the end it went with him.

The snow had melted under the rain, and only the hilltops showed white. The sun came out, and
he succeeded in locating the points of the compass, though he knew now that he was lost. Perhaps,
in his previous days’ wanderings, he had edged away too far to the left. He now bore off to the right
to counteract the possible deviation from his true course.

Though the hunger pangs were no longer so exquisite, he realized that he was weak. He was
compelled to pause for frequent rests, when he attacked the muskeg berries and rush-grass patches.
His tongue felt dry and large, as though covered with a fine hairy growth, and it tasted bitter in his
mouth. His heart gave him a great deal of trouble. When he had traveled a few minutes it would
begin a remorseless thump, thump, thump, and then leap up and away in a painful flutter of beats
that choked him and made him go faint and dizzy.

In the middle of the day he found two minnows in a large pool. It was impossible to bail it,
but he was calmer now and managed to catch them in his tin bucket. They were no longer than his
little finger, but he was not particularly hungry. The dull ache in his stomach had been growing duller
and fainter. It seemed almost that his stomach was dozing. He ate the fish raw, masticating with
painstaking care, for the eating was an act of pure reason. While he had no desire to eat, he knew
that he must eat to live.

In the evening he caught three more minnows, eating two and saving the third for breakfast.
The sun had dried stray shreds of moss, and he was able to warm himself with hot water. He had not
covered more than ten miles that day; and the next day, traveling whenever his heart permitted him,
he covered no more than five miles. But his stomach did not give him the slightest uneasiness. It had
gone to sleep. He was in a strange country, too, and the caribou were growing more plentiful, also
the wolves. Often their yelps drifted across the desolation, and once he saw three of them slinking
away before his path.

Another night; and in the morning, being more rational, he untied the leather string that fastened
the squat moose-hide sack. From its open mouth poured a yellow stream of coarse gold dust and
nuggets. He roughly divided the gold in halves, caching one half on a prominent ledge, wrapped in
a piece of blanket, and returning the other half to the sack. He also began to use strips of the one
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remaining blanket for his feet. He still clung to his gun, for there were cartridges in that cache by
the river Dease.

This was a day of fog, and this day hunger awoke in him again. He was very weak and was
afflicted with a giddiness which at times blinded him. It was no uncommon thing now for him to
stumble and fall; and stumbling once, he fell squarely into a ptarmigan nest. There were four newly
hatched chicks, a day old—little specks of pulsating life no more than a mouthful; and he ate them
ravenously, thrusting them alive into his mouth and crunching them like eggshells between his teeth.
The mohher ptarmigan beat about him with great outcry. He used his gun as a club with which to
knock her over, but she dodged out of reach. He threw stones at her and with one chance shot broke
a wing. Then she fluttered away, running, trailing the broken wing, with him in pursuit.

The little chicks had no more than whetted his appetite. He hopped and bobbed clumsily along
on his injured ankle, throwing stones and screaming hoarsely at times; at other times hopping and
bobbing silently along, picking himself up grimly and patiently when he fell, or rubbing his eyes with
his hand when the giddiness threatened to overpower him.

The chase led him across swampy ground in the bottom of the valley, and he came upon
footprints in the soggy moss. They were not his own—he could see that. They must be Bill’s. But he
could not stop, for the mother ptarmigan was running on. He would catch her first, then he would
return and investigate.

He exhausted the mother ptarmigan; but he exhausted himself. She lay panting on her side. He
lay panting on his side, a dozen feet away, unable to crawl to her. And as he recovered she recovered,
fluttering out of reach as his hungry hand went out to her. The chase was resumed. Night settled
down and she escaped. He stumbled from weakness and pitched head foremost on his face, cutting
his cheek, his pack upon his back. He did not move for a long while; then he rolled over on his side,
wound his watch, and lay there until morning.

Another day of fog. Half of his last blanket had gone into footwrappings. He failed to pick up
Bill’s trail. It did not matter. His hunger was driving him too compellingly—only—only he wondered
if Bill, too, were lost. By midday the irk of his pack became too oppressive. Again he divided the
gold, this time merely spilling half of it on the ground. In the afternoon he threw the rest of it away,
there remaining to him only the half-blanket, the tin bucket, and the rifle.

A hallucination began to trouble him. He felt confident that one cartridge remained to him. It
was in the chamber of the rifle and he had overlooked it. On the other hand, he knew all the time
that the chamber was empty. But the hallucination persisted. He fought it off for hours, then threw
his ride open and was confronted with emptiness. The disappointment was as bitter as though he had
really expected to find the cartridge.

He plodded on for half an hour, when the hallucination arose again. Again he fought it, and still
it persisted, till for very relief he opened his rifle to unconvince himself. At times his mind wandered
farther afield, and he plodded on, a mere automaton, strange conceits and whimsicalities gnawing at
his brain like worms. But these excursions out of the real were of brief duration, for ever the pangs of
the hunger bite called him back. He was jerked back abruptly once from such an excursion by a sight
that caused him nearly to faint. He reeled and swayed, doddering like a drunken man to keep from
falling. Before him stood a horse. A horse! He could not believe his eyes. A thick mist was in them,
intershot with sparkling points of light. He rubbed his eyes savagely to clear his vision, and beheld
not a horse but a great brown bear. The animal was studying him with bellicose curiosity.

The man had brought his gun halfway to his shoulder before he realized. He lowered it and
drew his hunting knife from its beaded sheath at his hip. Before him was meat and life. He ran his
thumb along the edge of his knife. It was sharp. The point was sharp. He would fling himself upon
the bear and kill it. But his heart began its warning thump, thump, thump. Then followed the wild
upward leap and tattoo of flutters, the pressing as of an iron hand about his forehead, the creeping
of the dizziness into his brain.
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His desperate courage was evicted by a great surge of fear. In his weakness, what if the animal
attacked him? He drew himself up to his most imposing stature, gripping the knife and staring hard
at the bear. The bear advanced clumsily a couple of steps, reared up, and gave vent to a tentative
growl. If the man ran, he would run after him; but the man did not run. He was animated now with
the courage of fear. He, too, growled, savagely, terribly, voicing the fear that is to life germane and
that lies twisted about life’s deepest roots.

The bear edged away to one side, growling menacingly, himself appalled by this mysterious
creature that appeared upright and unafraid. But the man did not move. He stood like a statue till the
danger was past, when he yielded to a fit of trembling and sank down into the wet moss.

He pulled himself together and went on, afraid now in a new way. It was not the fear that he
should die passively from lack of food, but that he should be destroyed violently before starvation
had exhausted the last particle of the endeavor in him that made toward surviving. There were the
wolves. Back and forth across the desolation drifted their howls, weaving the very air into a fabric
of menace that was so tangible that he found himself, arms in the air, pressing it hack from him as
it might be the walls of a wind-blown tent.

Now and again the wolves, in packs of two and three, crossed his path. But they sheered clear
of him. They were not in sufficient numbers, and besides, they were hunting the caribou, which did
not battle, while this strange creature that walked erect might scratch and bite.

In the late afternoon he came upon scattered bones where the wolves had made a kill. The
debris had been a caribou calf an hour before, squawking and running and very much alive. He
contemplated the bones, clean-picked and polished, pink with the cell life in them which had not yet
died. Could it possibly be that he might be that ere the day was done! Such was life, eh? A vain and
fleeting thing. It was only life that pained. There was no hurt in death. To die was to sleep. It meant
cessation, rest. Then why was he not content to die?

But he did not moralize long. He was squatting in the moss, a bone in his mouth, sucking at
the shreds of life that still dyed it faintly pink. The sweet meaty taste, thin and elusive almost as a
memory, maddened him. He closed his jaws on the bones and crunched. Sometimes it was the bone
that broke, sometimes his teeth. Then he crushed the bones between rocks, pounded them to a pulp,
and swallowed them. He pounded his fingers, too, in his haste, and yet found a moment in which to
feel surprise at the fact that his fingers did not hurt much when caught under the descending rock.

Came frightful days of snow and rain. He did not know when he made camp, when he broke
camp. He traveled in the night as much as in the day. He rested wherever he fell, crawled on whenever
the dying life in him flickered up and burned less dimly. He, as a man, no longer strove. It was the
life in him, unwilling to die, that drove him on. He did not suffer. His nerves had become blunted,
numb, while his mind was filled with weird visions and delicious dreams.

But ever he sucked and chewed on the crushed bones of the caribou calf, the least remnants of
which he had gathered up and carried with him. He crossed no more hills or divides, but automatically
followed a large stream which flowed through a wide and shallow valley. He did not see this stream
nor this valley. He saw nothing save visions. Soul and body walked or crawled side by side, yet apart,
so slender was the thread that bound them.

He awoke in his right mind, lying on his back on a rocky ledge. The sun was shining bright
and warm. Afar off he heard the squawking of caribou calves. He was aware of vague memories of
rain and wind and snow, but whether he had been beaten by the storm for two days or two weeks
he did not know.

For some time he lay without movement, the genial sunshine pouring upon him and saturating
his miserable body with its warmth. A fine day, he thought. Perhaps he could manage to locate
himself. By a painful effort he rolled over on his side. Below him flowed a wide and sluggish river.
Its unfamiliarity puzzled him. Slowly he followed it with his eyes, winding in wide sweeps among
the bleak, bare hills, bleaker and barer and lower-lying than any hills he had yet encountered. Slowly,
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deliberately, without excitement or more than the most casual interest, he followed the course of
the strange stream toward the sky line and saw it emptying into a bright and shining sea. He was
still unexcited. Most unusual, he thought, a vision or a mirage—more likely a vision, a trick of his
disordered mind. He was confirmed in this by sight of a ship lying at anchor in the midst of the
shining sea. He closed his eyes for a while, then opened them. Strange how the vision persisted! Yet
not strange. He knew there were no seas or ships in the heart of the barren lands, just as he had
known there was no cartridge in the empty rifle.

He heard a snuffle behind him—a half-choking gasp or cough. Very slowly, because of his
exceeding weakness and stiffness, he rolled over on his other side. He could see nothing near at hand,
but he waited patiently. Again came the snuffle and cough, and outlined between two jagged rocks
not a score of feet away he made out the gray head of a wolf. The sharp ears were not pricked so
sharply as he had seen them on other wolves; the eyes were bleared and bloodshot, the head seemed
to droop limply and forlornly. The animal blinked continually in the sunshine. It seemed sick. As he
looked it snuffled and coughed again.

This, at least, was real, he thought, and turned on the other side so that he might see the reality of
the world which had been veiled from him before by the vision. But the sea still shone in the distance
and the ship was plainly discernible. Was it reality after all? He closed his eyes for a long while and
thought, and then it came to him. He had been making north by east, away from the Dease Divide and
into the Coppermine Valley. This wide and sluggish river was the Coppermine. That shining sea was
the Arctic Ocean. That ship was a whaler, strayed east, far east, from the mouth of the Mackenzie,
and it was lying at anchor in Coronation Gulf. He remembered the Hudson’s Bay Company chart he
had seen long ago, and it was all clear and reasonable to him.

He sat up and turned his attention to immediate affairs. He had worn through the blanket
wrappings, and his feet were shapeless lumps of raw meat. His last blanket was gone. Rifle and knife
were both missing. He had lost his hat somewhere, with the bunch of matches in the band, but the
matches against his chest were safe and dry inside the tobacco pouch and oil paper. He looked at his
watch. It marked eleven o’clock and was still running. Evidently he had kept it wound.

He was calm and collected. Though extremely weak, he had no sensation of pain. He was not
hungry. The thought of food was not even pleasant to him, and whatever he did was done by his
reason alone. He ripped off his pants legs to the knees and bound them about his feet. Somehow he
had succeeded in retaining the tin bucket. He would have some hot water before he began what he
foresaw was to be a terrible journey to the ship.

His movements were slow. He shook as with a palsy. When he started to collect dry moss he
found be could not rise to his feet. He tried again and again, then contented himself with crawling
about on hands and knees. Once he crawled near to the sick wolf. The animal dragged itself reluctantly
out of his way, licking its chops with a tongue which seemed hardly to have the strength to curl. The
man noticed that the tongue was not the customary healthy red. It was a yellowish brown and seemed
coated with a rough and half-dry mucus.

After he had drunk a quart of hot water the man found he was able to stand, and even to walk
as well as a dying man might be supposed to walk. Every minute or so he was compelled to rest.
His steps were feeble and uncertain, just as the wolf’s that trailed him were feeble and uncertain;
and that night, when the shining sea was blotted out by blackness, he knew he was nearer to it by
no more than four miles.

Throughout the night he heard the cough of the sick wolf, and now and then the squawking of
the caribou calves. There was life all around him, but it was strong life, very much alive and well,
and he knew the sick wolf clung to the sick man’s trail in the hope that the man would die first.
In the morning, on opening his eyes, he beheld it regarding him with a wistful and hungry stare. It
stood crouched, with tail between its legs, like a miserable and woebegone dog. It shivered in the
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chill morning wind and grinned dispiritedly when the man spoke to it in a voice that achieved no
more than a hoarse whisper.

The sun rose brightly, and all morning the man tottered and fell toward the ship on the shining
sea. The weather was perfect. It was the brief Indian summer of the high latitudes. It might last a
week. Tomorrow or next day it might be gone.

In the afternoon the man came upon a trail. It was of another man, who did not walk, but who
dragged himself on all fours. The man thought it might be Bill, but he thought in a dull, uninterested
way. He had no curiosity. In fact sensation and emotion had left him. He was no longer susceptible
to pain. Stomach and nerves had gone to sleep. Yet the life that was in him drove him on. He was
very weary, but it refused to die. It was because it refused to die that he still ate muskeg berries and
minnows, drank his hot water, and kept a wary eye on the sick wolf.

He followed the trail of the other man who dragged himself along, and soon came to the end of
it—a few fresh-picked bones where the soggy moss was marked by the foot pads of many wolves. He
saw a squat moose-hide sack, mate to his own, which had been torn by sharp teeth. He picked it up,
though its weight was almost too much for his feeble fingers. Bill had carried it to the last. Ha-ha! He
would have the laugh on Bill. He would survive and carry it to the ship in the shining sea. His mirth
was hoarse and ghastly, like a raven’s croak, and the sick wolf joined him, howling lugubriously. The
man ceased suddenly. How could he have the laugh on Bill if that were Bill; if those bones, so pinky-
white and clean, were Bill?

He turned away. Well, Bill had deserted him; but he would not take the gold, nor would he suck
Bill’s bones. Bill would have, though, had it been the other way around, he mused as he staggered on.

He came to a pool of water. Stooping over in quest of minnows, he jerked his head back as
though he had been stung. He had caught sight of his rellected face. So horrible was it that sensibility
awoke long enough to be shocked. There were three minnows in the pool, which was too large to
drain; and after several ineffectual attempts to catch them in the tin bucket he forbore. He was afraid,
because of his great weakness, that he might fall in and drown. It was for this reason that he did not
trust himself to the river astride one of the many drift logs which lined its sandspits.

That day he decreased the distance between him and the ship by three miles; the next day by
two—for he was crawling now as Bill had crawled; and the end of the fifth day found the ship still
seven miles away and him unable to make even a mile a day. Still the Indian summer held on, and he
continued to crawl and faint, turn and turn about; and ever the sick wolf coughed and wheezed at his
heels. His knees had become raw meat like his feet, and though he padded them with the shirt from
his back it was a red track he left behind him on the moss and stones. Once, glancing back, he saw
the wolf licking hungrily his bleeding trail, and he saw sharply what his own end might be—unless
—unless he could get the wolf. Then began as grim a tragedy of existence as was ever played—a
sick man that crawled, a sick wolf that limped, two creatures dragging their dying carcasses across
the desolation and hunting each other’s lives.

Had it been a well wolf, it would not have mattered so much to the man; but the thought of
going to feed the maw of that loathsome and all but dead thing was repugnant to him. He was finicky.
His mind had begun to wander again and to be perplexed by hallucinations, while his lucid intervals
grew rarer and shorter.

He was awakened once from a faint by a wheeze close in his ear. The wolf leaped lamely back,
losing its footing and falling in its weakness. It was ludicrous, but he was not amused. Nor was he even
afraid. He was too far gone for that. But his mind was for the moment clear, and he lay and considered.
The ship was no more than four miles away. He could see it quite distinctly when he rubbed the mists
out of his eyes, and he could see the white sail of a small boat cutting the water of the shining sea. But
he could never crawl those four miles. He knew that, and was very calm in the knowledge. He knew
that he could not crawl half a mile. And yet he wanted to live. It was unreasonable that he should die
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after all he had undergone. Fate asked too much of him. And, dying, he declined to die. It was stark
madness, perhaps, but in the very grip of death he defied death and refused to die.

He closed his eyes and composed himself with infinite precaution. He steeled himself to keep
above the suffocating languor that lapped like a rising tide through all the wells of his being. It was
very like a sea, this deadly languor that rose and rose and drowned his consciousness bit by bit.
Sometimes he was all but submerged, swimming through oblivion with a faltering stroke; and again,
by some strange alchemy of soul, he would find another shred of will and strike out more strongly.

Without movement he lay on his back, and he could hear, slowly drawing nearer and nearer, the
wheezing intake and output of the sick wolf’s breath. It drew closer, ever closer, through an infinitude
of time, and he did not move. It was at his ear. The harsh dry tongue grated like sandpaper against
his cheek. His hands shot out—or at least he willed them to shoot out. The fingers were curved like
talons, but they closed on empty air. Swiftness and certitude require strength, and the man had not
this strength.

The patience of the wolf was terrible. The man’s patience was no less terrible. For half a day
he lay motionless, fighting off unconsciousness and waiting for the thing that was to feed upon him
and upon which he wished to feed. Sometimes the languid sea rose over him and he dreamed long
dreams; but ever through it all, waking and dreaming, he waited for the wheezing breath and the
harsh caress of the tongue.

He did not hear the breath, and he slipped slowly from some dream to the feel of the tongue
along his hand. He waited. The fangs pressed softly; the pressure increased; the wolf was exerting its
last strength in an effort to sink teeth in the food for which it had waited so long. But the man had
waited long, and the lacerated hand closed on the jaw. Slowly, while the wolf struggled feebly and
the hand clutched feebly, the other hand crept across to a grip. Five minutes later the whole weight
of the man’s body was on top of the wolf. The hands had not sufficient strength to choke the wolf,
but the face of the man was pressed close to the throat of the wolf and the mouth of the man was
full of hair. At the end of half an hour the man was aware of a warm trickle in his throat. It was not
pleasant. It was like molten lead being forced into his stomach, and it was forced by his will alone.
Later the man rolled over on his back and slept.

There were some members of a scientific expedition on the whaleship Bedford. From the deck
they remarked a strange object on the shore. It was moving down the beach toward the water. They
were unable to classify it, and, being scientific men, they climbed into the whaleboat alongside and
went ashore to see. And they saw something that was alive but which could hardly be called a man. It
was blind, unconscious. It squirmed along the ground like some monstrous worm. Most of its efforts
were ineffectual, but it was persistent, and it writhed and twisted and went ahead perhaps a score
of feet an hour.

Three weeks afterward the man lay in a bunk on the whaleship Bedford, and with tears
streaming down his wasted cheeks told who he was and what he had undergone. He also babbled
incoherently of his mother, of sunny southern California, and a home among the orange groves and
flowers.

The days were not many after that when he sat at table with the scientific men and ship’s
officers. He gloated over the spectacle of so much food, watching it anxiously as it went into the
mouths of others. With the disappearance of each mouthful an expression of deep regret came into
his eyes. He was quite sane, yet he hated those men at mealtime. He was haunted by a fear that the
food would not last. He inquired of the cook, the cabin boy, the captain, concerning the food stores.
They reassured him countless times; but he could not believe them, and pried cunningly about the
lazaret to see with his own eyes.

It was noticed that the man was getting fat. He grew stouter with each day. The scientific men
shook their heads and theorized. They limited the man at his meals, but still his girth increased and
he swelled prodigiously under his shirt.
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The sailors grinned. They knew. And when the scientific men set a watch on the man they knew.
They saw him slouch for’ard after breakfast, and, like a mendicant, with outstretched palm, accost
a sailor. The sailor grinned and passed him a fragment of sea biscuit. He clutched it avariciously,
looked at it as a miser looks at gold, and thrust it into his shirt bosom. Similar were the donations
from other grinning sailors.

The scientific men were discreet. They let him alone. But they privily examined his bunk. It
was lined with hardtack; the mattress was stuffed with hardtack; every nook and cranny was filled
with hardtack. Yet he was sane. He was taking precautions against another possible famine—that was
all. He would recover from it, the scientific men said; and he did, ere the Bedford’s anchor rumbled
down in San Francisco Bay.
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JIr000B 10 KUTTA

Hiwo ne nioe 6 3abymms,

He MAPHO MU HA 8I0UAli 2panu;
MU 30 YIHOIO He CIOSAU

Y 2pi, e CmasKow — HCummsl.

Bonu cxonunu 3 6epera KyJipraiouu; TOH i3 IBOX YOJIOBIKiB, 1110 HMIIOB MEPIIUM, pa3 MOCIU3-
HYBCSI Ha KaMm sTHUCTOMY po3curi. O00€e 3HeMarajy Biji yTOMH, 1 Ha TXHIX OOMMYYsX 3acTHUT Oaiy-
KUH, OKIpJIMBUIA BUPa3, 1O 3 SBJISETbCSA MiC/Is TPUBAIMX BUIMPOOYBaHb. 32 IUIEUMMa B HUX BUCUIH
BaXKi MilIKU Ha peMeHsX. [lepenHi JIsIMKY MillIKiB OyJIM 3aKpiTUIeH] Ha TOJIOBI — I1e TPOXH MOJIETIITY-
Bauio Tsrap. KoxeH Hic pymHuIio. BoHM A 3ropOMBIIKCE, 13 OMYIIEHUMH IJIEYMMa 1 HTOXHJIEHO
I'0JIOBOIO, BTYNUBIIY MOMJISAL Y 3eMIIIO.

— $Ik6u B Hac GyJo X0u [1Ba HAOOI 3 THIX, IIO JIeKaTh y CXOBaHIIi, — CKa3aB APYTHid YOJIOBIK.

Vloro rosoc 3ByuaB MIISIBO, CIPOKBOIA. BiH TOBOPUB 30BCiM HEBUPA3HO; i HOTO TOBAPHILL, CTY-
MUBIIH Y MOJIOUHO-O1JTy BOJLY, IO MIHUJIACS HABKOJIO CKEJlb, HIYOTO HE BiJIMOBIB.

Jlpyrwii iIoB 3a HUM CJ1iJoM. BOHU He 3HSTM YepeBUKiB, X04 BoJa OyJ1a XOJIOIHA SIK JIiJI, — TaKa
XOJIO/IHA, 110 3a00JTiJIM KiICTOUKHM Ha HOrax, a maJiblii 3aHiMiiu. [lonekyau Boga csaraia im A0 KOJIiH,
i 0060€ XUTAINCS, HAMAral4Irch 30€perT piBHOBArYy.

Tou, o WIIOB NMO3a/y, NOCIU3HYBCS HA [IAJKOMY KaMeHi 1 Jie[jb He BIaB, Ta B1IYalyITHUM
3yCWJIISIM yTpUMaBcsl Ha Horax. Ti€l sk MHTI BiH TOJIOCHO CKPUKHYB of] O6ommo. 3/1aBajiocs, BiH OT-
OT 3HEMPUTOMHIE: BiH pUBKOM IPOCTSAT Mepe]] cO00I0 BiIbHY PYKY, HiOM IITyKAI0YH OTOPH B MOBITPI.
OmnanyBaBiy ce0e, BiH CTYIUB yIiepe, Ta 3aTOYMBCH i JieJBe He BIaB 3HOBY. To/Ii BiH CTaB i MOIJISTHYB
Ha CBOTO TOBAapHIIIa, 1110 HABiTh HE O3UPHYBCS Y HOro OiK.

SIKyCh MUTb YOJIOBIK CTOSIB HEPYXOMO, HiOM Baralo4uch, MOTiM KPUKHYB:

— Yyew, bisute, s nigBepHyB HOry!

Byt mkyTHiIbraB gaji 1no MojoyHo-Outifl Bomi. BiH He o3upHyBcs. Y0JIOBIK JIMBUBCH HOMY
BCJIiJL, 1, XOU MOTO OONYYS JIUIIATIOCS OaiIy KM, Odi B HHOTO OYJIH sIK Y TIOPAHEHOTO OJICHS.

Vloro cymyTHUK HacuTy BEOpaBcA Ha Geper i pyIINB Jai, KOTHOTO pa3y He O3MPHYBIIHCh.
YosoBiK Tocepel piuky CTexkMB 3a HUM. Moro ryGu jiefib TPeMTLIH, i KOPCTKi TeMHi Byca Hal HUMH
BOpyIIHCS. BiH 001M3HYB nepecoxJi ryou.

— bune! — 3akpuyaB BiH.

Lle OyB BiguaiqyIIIHMIA KPUK JIIOIUHY, 1110 oTpanwia B 6iay. [Ipote Bisut He moBepHYB roJioBy.
YosoBik ITUBUBCH, SIK BiH ilie, 3ITHYBIIUCH 1 HE3rpaOHO KYJbralouu, sIK BiH HEMEBHO MiJHIMAETHCS
TMOJIOTUM CXHJIOM JIO Jie[Jb BUMMOTo HeOOKpalo, Ha BEpLIMHY HU3bKOTO naropda. Bin quBuBCs oMy
BCJIJl I0TH, MIOKX BUI1 He mepeTHYB BepIIMHY 1 HE 3HUK 3 ouell. Tojal 4OIoBiK BiJBIB MOIVIAL 1
TMIOBIJIbHO O3UPHYB TOM CBIT, B IKOMY Tellep JIMILIABCs CaM-OfIuH.

Hap 06pieM TbMsIHO CBITHIIOCS COHLIE, Maii)ke HEBUIMME Y MapeBi TYMaHy, 110 3/1aBaBCs I'yCTOIO
6e3opMHOI0 Macoo 0e3 KiHIls Ta Kpaw. YoloBik criepcsi BCi€lo Barolo Tijia Ha OJIHY HOTY i JIiCTaB
rogvHHMKa. Byna yeTBepra roguHa, i, OCKiJIbKM HACTaB KiHellb JIMITHS UM TO IOYATOK CEPITHSA — BiH
yKe THKHIB 30 JIBa SIK BTPATUB JIIK IHAM, — COHLIE MYCHJIO CTOSITH Ha MIBHIYHOMY 3axo/i. BiH nors-
HYB Ha MiBJEeHb, 3HAI0YH, 1110 I€Ch Y TOMY HAITpsIMi, 32 IMMH TOXMYPUMH Taropoamu, JIexuTs Benmke
Beamesxe 03epo; Takok BiH 3HaB, O TaM, Ha KaHaachkiil MycCTIil, BEPIIUTh CBI1M BIUTIONHUI HUIAX
[Monsipue kono. Piuka, B sAKill BiH cTosiB, Oysia nmpuTokolo piku KonmepmaiiH, sika Teye Ha MiBHIY 1
Brajiae y 3atoky Koponauii, y [TiBHiunuii JIbomoButuii okeat. Bin Hikosu TaM He OyBaB, MPOTE SIKOCh
6auuB 1110 MicleBicTh Ha KapTi Komnanii ['ya30HCHKOT 3aTOKU.
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Bin 3HOBY 03MpHYB CBIT OBKOJa ceOe. BunoBuie Oysio HeBTilHe. YCIonu, Kyau He TJIsHb,
HepiBHa JTiHis 00pilo, 3aMKHEHa HU3bKMMU TIaropOamu; Hi JepeBIis, Hi KyIIWKa, Hi TPaBH — HIYOTO,
KPIM axJIMBOI, MOTOPOIIIHOI ITyCTKH, IO CIIOBHUJIA HOTO 04l CTPaXOM.

— bisute! — npouienoris BiH 1 NOBTOpUB 3HOBY: — bine!

Bin cxwmBcs 10 01101 BOAM — TaK, HayYe 1151 MyCTKa JIaBUJIa HOro CBOEI0 HE3/I0JIAHHO0 CUJION,
rHiTHIA OE3MOBHUM KaxoM. BiH CyTOMHO 3IpUTHYBCS, Haue Yy JJUXOMAHII], 1 HOro pyITHUIIS 3 TLTIOC-
KOTOM yrajna y Boay. Lle 3mycuiio iioro cxameHyTuch. BiH mepeGopoB cTpax, 3i0paBcs Ha CUII i,
MOTSTIIUCh YIepea, 3aHyPUB PYKY Y BOAY i BUTAT pyIIHHMITO. [ToTiM BiH IOCYHYB MIIIIOK O/MK4Ye /10
JBOTO TUIeya, o0 TATap He HaTPYKyBaB MOpPaHEHY HOTY. A 3aTUM IOBIJIbHO, 0OEPEKHO PYIIUB JI0
Oepera, KpUBJISTYUCH Of] OOIIO.

Bin He 3ynuHsBCs. 3 BiIYaiylITHO, HECTAMHOIO PIlIyYiCTIO, HE 3Ba)Kal0UM Ha Oislb, KyJIbra-
I04YM i CIOTUKAIOYKCh, BiH CIIIIIMB 31MTH HAa BEPIIMHY MaropOa, 3a sIKUM 3HHMK HOro TOBApHILL, 1 IPH
[IOMY BHIJISAB Il OUTBII CMIITHUM 1 He3rpaOHWMM, HiX TOW. AJie, MiJHABIINCh HAropy, BiH moda-
YMB JIMIIIE TIOPOXKHIO, Oe3KMBHY NOIMHY. BiH 3HOBY nepecuiiuB CBiil CTpax i, HOCYHYBIIH MIIIIOK IIe
OnrKYe 10 JIBOTO IUIeYa, MOTUICHTABCS] BHUS.

JIHO MOMWMHYU PO3KUCIIO BiJl BOAM, IO 11, HaUe TyOKa, BOUpaB y ceOe ryctuii Mox. Ha koxkHOMY
KpOIli BojIa XJIonasia 3-Tij Hir, i mopasy, siKk BiH BiIpUBaB CTYITHIO BiJl 3eMJIi, UyJIOCS )KBaKaHHS —
O0JIOTSIHA TBaHb HEOXOYe MOCIa0IOBaIa CBOIO YiNKYy XBaTKy. BiH TopyBaB co0i UISIX Of1 03eplisi 10
03epus, CTynawdu y ciiau biiia, — no kaMeHsx, 110 CTUpYaiu cepel, MOXY, Haue OCTPiBLI.

JIMIMBIIMCH HA CAMOTI, BiH He 3a0/TyKaB. BiH 3HaB, 1110 CKOPO BUIijIe HA Te MICIIe, e CyXi STHIII
Ta SJTMHU, HU3bKI U YaXJIi, OTOUYIOTh MaJIeHbKE 03€PO MimuiH-HiuiAi — MiCLIEBOI0 MOBOIO 11€ 3HAYUTh
«KpalHa MaJIMX MaJIMYO0K». A B IIe 03epo BIaJa€ CTPyMOK, i Bojia B HboMY He Oina. Tam, Hax cTpyM-
KOM, pOCTe ouepeT — Iie BiH maM’siTa€ JoOpe, — ajie AepeB TaM HeMae. BiH 1mijie 3a Tedi€ro 10 Tupia,
JI0 BOJIOALITY, TIepeie yepe3 BOJOALI 0 THpJia iHIIIOro CTPYyMKa, 110 Te4e Ha 3aXijl, 1 CITyCTUThCS J10
TOrO MiCIsl, /e CTPYMOK BIajia€e y piuky [i3. A tam BiH 3Haiiie CXOBaHKY I/l IEpEBEPHYTUM KaHOE,
1110 3aBajieHe KaMiHHAM. Y CXOBaHIIi JiekaTh HaOO1 IJisl PYLIHHUIL, pHOOTIOBHI TAUKW Ta BOJOCIHb,
HEBeJIMKa CiTKa — yce, o0 g00yTu codi moxuBy. | 1me Tam € GoporrHo — monpasaa, Hedarato, —
IIIMATOK OEKOHY 1 Tpoxu O0OIB.

binn nouekaerbces oro Tam, i BOHM pyliath Ha miBjieHsb 1o piutii i3, 1o Benukoro Beameskoro
03epa, MeperuviMByTh Yepe3 03epo 1 MilyTh Jajli Ha MiBJIeHb, BECh YaC HA MiBJEHb, aK MOKU JINIyTh
no Makken3i. Ha miBaeHb, Bech yac Ha miBJIeHb, 00 3UMa UTUMeE 32 HUIMU CJTIJIOM, i CTPIMKY Tediio
PIYKM CKY€ KpUra, i IHi CTaHYTh XOJIOJHUMH, — Ha TIB/IEHb, IO IKOro-HeOyIb BiaaiieHHss KommnaHil
I'ya30HCBKO1 3aTOKH, JIe TEIUIO, 1 POCTYTh BUCOKI MUILHI JepeBa, 1 1ki BIOCTAJIb.

Tak nymaB 4OJIOBIK, HACHITY TUICHTAIOUH Briepe. Ta Xod K TsKKO Homy Oysio epedopioBaTH
TiJIECHY C/AOKICTB, 1T Tskve Oyno OOpOTHCsS 3 CyMHIBaMM — JyMarH, 1o Biut oro He MOKUHYB,
110 Bis Oyb-1110 JovekaeTbest Horo OiJist CXOBaHKU. BiH MycUTh Tak AymarH, a iHaKIIIle HeMa€e CeHCY
OOpOoTHCS J1alli — MOXHA TUIBKY JISITTH HA 3eMJIIO 1 TIOMepTH. | KoM ThMsIHA KyJIsl COHIISI TTOBUJIBHO
CXOBaJacsl Ha MiBHIYHOMY 3aXOfli, BiH YK€ BCTUI IOJIIYATH — 1 HE OIUH Pa3 — KOXKEH HI0HM TOTO
LUISXY Ha MiBJEHb, 0 BOHU 3 BiJIoM MycATh MpOWTH, NIEpII HiK 1X Ha3JOKeHe 3uMa. BiH nogymku
MiJpaxoByBaB 3aracy 1kKi y CXOBaHII i 3amacu 1ki y BiagiienHi Kommnanii ['yg30HCHKOT 3aTOKH, M-
paxoByBaB 3HOBY i 3HOBY. BiH He 1B ye [Ba JiHi; Ta Ha0araTo JoBIIIe He 1B Jocxouy. [lomekonu BiH
CXWJISIBCS, 3puBaB OJijii OOJIOTSAHI ATOMM, KJIaB 1X J0 poTa, KyBaB i KOBTaB. bonoTrsHa sroga — 1ie
NpiOHA HACIHMHA Y BOISHUCTIN 0O0JIOHIII. B poTi 060/10HKa po3Tae, TUITAEThCs TIIHKY TBEp/Ia 1 ripka
HaciHuHA. BiH 3HaB, 1110 UMY SITOJaMK HE MOXHA HAICTUCh, aJle TePIUIsTUe KyBaB 1X 13 TI€I0 HAI€I0,
1110 MepeBaka€ 3HaHHs 1 He 3BaXKa€ Ha JI0CBi[.

O new’siTiii TOAMHI BiH 3a0MB HOTY 00 KaMiHb, CITITKHYBCS 1, 3HEMOKEHHIA, yTOMJICHUH, yIiaB
Ha 3emtio. [lesikuil yac BiH JiexkaB Ha Oolli He BOpyIiauuch. [10TiM CKMHYB HaruliyHi peMeHi i CsK-
Tak cripomircs cicru. Ille He cTeMH110, 1 B TBMSIHOMY IPUCMEPKY BiH I10YaB IIyKaTH MiK KaMiHHAM
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cyxuil Mox. Ha3z0upagimm 1iyiuii 06epeMoK, BiH pO3MavB BOTHUIIE — YaaHe, JUMHE BOTHUIIE — 1
TMOBICUB HaJ] HUM KePCTSIHUI Ka3aHOK 13 BOJIOIO.

Bin po3p’a3aB MilllOK i HacamIepe ] MOMiYMB CBOI CipHMKH. IX Gyno mictaecar cim. JIis mes-
HOCTI BiH no/iyuB Tpuyi. [IoTiM po3/iMB CipHUKHU Ha TPU KYIIKU 1 3aTOPHYB KOKHY B IPOOJIIEHUI
Tarip; OAWH MNaKyHOUYOK IOKJIaB Y MOPOXKHiN KUCET, APYTUH — 3a MiJKJIaJKy MOIapIaHoro Karenoxa,
TpeTiil — 3a na3zyxy. Kosu BiH 13 1uM yropascsi, HOMy palToM CTaJIo CTPAILHO, 1 BiH 3HOBY PO3TOPHYB
CipHUKY Ta nepetiuump imme pas. Ix Taku Gyno mictaecar cim.

Bin BucymmB Mokpi yepeBukH Oisi BorHuiia. Big MokacuHiB avmmiocs mkyparts. Hlkap-
TMIETKH, 3IIMTI 3 KOBJIPH, TIOPBAJIMCh, i HOTU B HBOTO OynH 30uTi 10 KpoBi. [Topanena Hora 6omina, i
BiH OIVIsIHYB 11. BoHa po3smyxiia i Bcsl cTajia Taka K TOBCTa, K KOJIiHO. BiH ofipBaB JOBTY CMYKKY
BiJl O/IHI€1 3 IBOX KOBJP 1 TyTO MepeB’si3aB HOT'Y, Bi/lipBaB illle KiJIbKa CMYKOK 1 0OMOTaB HUIMU HOTH
3aMiCTh MOKACHHIB Ta IIKapreTok. [ToTiM BUMMB raps4o1 BOAU, 3aBiB TOAMHHUKA 1 3a110B3 I11]] KOBIPY.

Bin cnaB sk yourtuii. OniBHOYI CTEMHIJIO, a MOTIM 3HOBY pO3BUIHMIOCS. Ha miBHIiYHOMY cxofi
31MIIJIO COHIIE — Y MPOCTO TaM CTAJIO TPOXH CBITJIiIIE, OO COHIIE XOBAJIOCS 32 CIpUMH XMapaMH.

O 1mocTiil BiH IPOKUHYBC, Jiexkaur Ha crivHi. [To3upHyB yropy, Ha cipe He0o, i BiIYyB TOJIOI.
Cnepich Ha JIKOTh, BiH MOBEPHYBCS, PalTOM IMOYYB roJIOCHE (DOpKaHHS i TMOOAYMB BEJIMKOTO
oJeHs-KapuOy, 10 JUBUBCS HAa HBbOTO 31 CTOPOXKKOIO IiKaBicTio. Onenb OyB He Jai Hik (yTiB 3a
IATIECST Ol HbOTO, 1 YOJIOBIK ypa3 ysBUB cOOl BUIJISI i 3aMax OJIEHSYOro M’sica, IO HIKBAPYUTh
Ha CKOBOpiLi. BiH MUMOBOII CXONMB HE3apsAKEHY PYLIHULIO, PULIUIMBCS 1 HATUCHYB Ha CITyCK.
Osnenb (DOPKHYB 1 KUHYBCSI T€Th, A3BIHKO CTYKAIOUM KOMMUTAMU 1O KaMiHHIO.

YonoBik BuiasBCs i NOXOYpUB PYIIHUIIO. BiH CTOrHaB, HAMaralO4mch MiIBECTUCS, — 11 OyIIo
Ayke TSOKKO 1 3a0pano Oarato yacy. CyrinoOu B HbOrO Have 3aipiKaBijiM i pyXaucs 3 HEHMOBIpHUM
3YCHJLJISIM, KOKEH TIOPYX MOTpeOyBaB HaJ3BUYAHOTO HApyKeHHs BoJii. Koy BiH ypernTi 3BiBCs Ha
HOTH, KOMY 3HaJOOMJIOCS 11Ie KiTbKa XBUJIMH, a0M BUMPOCTATHCH 1 CTATH MPSMO, SIK JIMUUTH JIIOAWHI.

BiH BuIti3 Ha HEBENMKMIA TAaropOOK 1 po33upHYyBCs JoBKona. Hi iepeB, Hi KyIiliB, HIYOro, KpiMm
Ciporo Mopst MOXy, Jie MasTIvJIU Cipi CKeJIi, cipi o3epid i cipi ctpymMkn. Hebo takox 6yno cipe. Hi
COHIISI, Hi COHSTYHOTO CBiTIa! BiH He ysIBIISB, Jie 3HAXOAUTHCS MiBHIY, 1 320yB, 3B1IKH PUHIIIOB y4opa
BBeuepi. Ta BiH He 3a0mykaB. Bin 3HaB 11e. Ckopo BiH Ipuiige y KpaiHy MaJIeHbKUX MaJIMYOK. 3BU-
YaifHO, BOHA JIECh JIIBOPYY, HEIAIEKO 3BiJICH — MEBHO, 32 HAUOMMKUMM MaropooMm.

Bin noBepHyBcs Ha3aj, abu CrIakyBaTH CBOIO TOPOMHY Ui ofoposki. [lepeBipyB, un Ha MicIIi
TpY MAKyHKM 3 CIpHMKaMH, ajle paXyBaTHU CIpPHUKU He cTaB. [IpoTe BiH I1ie TPOXM 3BOMIKaB y poO3-
AyMax, QUBJISTYMCh HA TOBCTUM MIIIEUOK 3 OJIEHSYOl MKipu. Miledok OyB HEBEJMKHA, BMIIIABCS
MIX JOJIOHSIMM, ajle BaXUB ITATHAIUATH (PYHTIB — CTLJIBKM K, CKLJIBKM BCl 1HIII pedyi, — 1 Le Horo
HETOKO1JI0. 3PeITolo BiH BiJJKJIaB MillleYOK YOiK i MPOIOBXKYBaB MaKyBaTy TopOuHy. Ta 3a MUTh BiH
[JIMITHYB Ha MIIIIEYOK, KBAILUTUBO CXOIUB HOTO 1 3 BUKJIMKOM O3UPHYBCS IOBKOJIA — TaK, Haue IMyCTeIs
Hamarasiacst fioro norpaGyBaru. | komm BiH 3BiBCs Ha HOTH, 10O iTH, MIIIIEUOK JIekKaB y TOPOUHI B
HBOT'0 32 CITUHOIO.

Bin 3BepHYB JiBOpYY i Yac Bij 4yacy 3yMUHSBCS, 3pUBalouM OonoTsHI siromd. Hora B HbOTO
3ajiepeB’siHiJIa, BiH MoYaB Ie OiJIble Ky/Ibraty, ajie Oib y HO31 He MOKHa OYyJIO HaBiTh MOPIBHATH 3
6osiem y nutyHKy. Myku ronoay Oyau HectepitHi. Bisib torikaB oMy Bce IyXkue, 1 BpelITi-perT BiH
yXe He Mir AyMaTH Mpo Te, B AKHMii OiK CJiJT iTH, 00 MOTPANUTH y KpaiHy Majlux Naaudok. bomorsaxi
SITO/IA He BraMOBYBAJIH 11e¥i O1J1b, TUTbKY TIEKJIA TIPKOTOIO SI3UK 1 TTiTHEOIHHS.

BiH 1iiiimoB 10 HEBEIMKOI JOJIMHY, 1 3rpasi CIIOJIOXaHUX KYPIIOK 13 IIyMOM 3pHHYJIa B MOBITPS
3 KaMeHiB Ta maropOokiB. «Kp-p, Kp-p, kKp-p!» — kpuyanu nraxu. BiH KMHYB y HUX KaMEeHeEM, Ta He
BiayuyuB. Toji, MOKJIABIIM MIIIOK HA 3eMJTI0, TIOYAB MiAKPaJaTUCS J0 HUX, SK KilllKa MiIKPaJa€TbCs
10 ropo6uiB. llItTanu B HHOro NOpBaIUCh 0O rOCTPe KaMiHHS, 1 BiJ] KOJiH TATHYBCSI KPUBABUH CITiJT; Ta
1iei O1J1b 3aThbMAPIIIM MYKH TOJIOMY. BiH MOB3 10 MOKPOMY MOXOBI, HOTO OJSIT HAMOK, TiJIO 3Mep3JI0;
Ta BiH LIbOTO HE MOMi4aB, TyMalO4YM TUIBKY PO TKY. A KYPINKH 3JIiTaJIU IPOCTO NEpesi HUM, MOKH 11ie
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«Kp-P, Kp-p, Kp-p» HE 3a3Byya’io Jyisl HbOro, MOB HacMilika. To/i BiH BUIasiB MITAaxiB 1 IOYaB Yrojaoc
NepeipaKHIOBATH 1XHIN KPHK.

Byna muth, KoM BiH HaAMOAaB Kypirky, 1o, MabyTh, criaja. BiH 11 He 6ayuB, MOKM Ta HE MypX-
HyJ1a TIPOCTO MOMY B JIMIIE 31 CBOEI CXOBAaHKU MiX KaMeHiB. CXOMuB 11 Tak caMo IIBHUJIKO, SIK BOHA
3JIeTisIa, Ta B Pyl Y HHOTO JIMIIMJIOCS TUIBKM TPH O MipTHU 3 XBOCTa. BiH AMBUBCS Ha KypilKy,
1110 TMOJIETiJIa TeTh, 13 TAKOI0 HEHABUCTIO, HIOM BOHA 3po0uiia oMy cTpariiHe 3710. [1oTiM nmoBepHyBCs
Ha3aj i 3aBAaB coOi Ha TUIeYi MilllOK.

OniBjHi BiH AicTaBcs 10 OOJOTUCTOI IOJHMHY, e 370014l Oyino Oubie. OCTOPOHb TPOUIILIO
CTaJI0 OJICHIB, JBAIATh YyIOBUX TBApHH, IO HA BiACTaHI PyIIHUYHOTO MOCTPLUTY OyJIM HEIOCSKHI
IJ1s1 Hhoro. BiH BiquyB quike OakaHHs OIrTH 32 HUMHU, NIEBHUH, 10 J0keHe cTano. [ToTiM HazycTpiv
HOMY Tpanujiacsi YopHa JIMCHILS 3 Kypinkoio B 3yOax. Yonosik 3akpuuas. e OyB cTpaliHuii KpukK,
MPOTE JIMCHIIS, 37KaHO CaXHYBIIUCH YOIK, HE BITyCTHJIA 3100MYi.

Hapngeuip BiH iI10B 3a TeUi€l0 MOJIOUHO-O1JIOTO BiJI BalTHa CTPYMKA, ITI0 TIPOTIKaB cepel PiIKoro
ouepety. CXONMUBIIM OYepeTUHY O1JIsI CAMOTO KOpeHsl, BiH BUPBAB IIOCh CXOKE HA MOJIOAY ITUOY/IHHY,
He OuTbIy Bij 1Bsixa. BoHa Oyna M’sika i Tak 3axpycTijiia Ha 3y6ax, 1o, eBHO, MyCHJIa CMaKyBaTu
noOpe. Ajie BOJIOKHA BUSIBUJIUCS )KOPCTKUMU, MPOCSIKHYTUMH BOJOIO, SIK OOJIOTSIHI SITO/IH, i 3 HUX
He OyJI0 HisIKOI MOXUBHU. BiH CKMHYB CBill MIIIIOK 1 pauyK{ IOTOB3 Y 3apOCTi OUYEPeTy, XPyMKAIOuH,
MOB KyiHa TBapH1Ha.

BiH nyxe cromuBcs, 1 IOMY YacTO XOTLIOCS IEPENOYUTH — JISTTH Ha 3€MJII0 Ta 3aCHYTH; ajle
IIOCh TATHYJIO HOTO BIiepe[] — He Tak OakaHH: AINTH J0 KpalHA MaJTMX HaJIMUOK, sIK Toj1of. BiH mykas
ka0 B 03epax, KOIAaB HIrTSIMH 3eMJTIO, CIIOIBAI0YHCh 3HAWTH XpOoOaKiB — X0 1 3HaB, 10 Hi kadu, Hi
XpoOaku He KUBYTh TYT, Ha Aanekii [TiBHOUi.

Bin MapHO 3arisiiaB y KOXKHY KaJTIOXKY 1 3peliTolo, KOJIM Bke 3BEUOpisio, TOOAYMB Y OJHIN TaKii
KaJTIOJKi CaMOTHIO pUOMHKY 3aBOUIBIIKY 3 MiYKypa. BiH 3aHypUB y BoIy MpaBy pyKy ax Io Tuieue, Ta
puba BuCIM3HYya. Bid novas JIoBUTH 11 060Ma pykamu i po30ypxaB MyJl Ha JHi. PO3XBUITIOBABIIKCH,
yIaB y BOAY 1 BUMOK J10 Tosica. Terep BiH Tak CKaJlaMyTHB BOJY, III0 prOH i 30BCiM He OyJI0 BUIHO,
1 I0BeJIOCs YeKaTu, MOKU MYJI OCs1JI€ Ha JTHO.

ITorim 3HOBY 3aX0AMBCS JIOBUTU — IIOKU BOJA 3HOBY HE CKajlaMyTujacs. Ta uekaTu BiH He MIr.
Binp’s13aB xepcrsiHe 1ebepko i moyaB Bubmpatu BoAy. Criepiiry BiH YepraB i3 MaJIeHUM 3aB3STTSIM,
oONMBCs 1 BWJIMBAB BOAY Tak OJNM3BKO Bij cede, 1110 BOHA 3HOBY CTiKasia B Kamoxy. [ToTiM movas
yepraTtu 00epexHO, HAMaralorch OyTH CIIOKIMHUM, XOU Ceplie B HbOTO KajaTajo 1 pyKH TPEMTLIH.
3a miBrogMHy Kajmoxa Oyia BUUepIiaHa Maike JI0 JHA, BOIY JIIIIAJIOCS 31 CKJISHKY, He Oubine. A
pubu He Oyio. Bin moGaurB HEMOMITHY PO3KOJIMHY MiX KaMiHHSIM, Kpi3b SIKy puda MpoCIu3HyJIa 10
CYCIIHBO1, OLTBIIIOT KaJTIOXK1 — TAKO1 BEJIMKOI, 110 11 He MOHa Oy10 O Bruepnat i 3a 100y. kOu 3HaB
PO 1110 PO3KOJIMHY, BiH OM OIpa3y 3aTy/IMB 11 KaMeHeM i criiiiMaB puoy.

[TogymaBim npo 11e, y po3nayi KUHYBCSI Ha MOKpY 3emutio. CrioyaTky BiH IUIaKaB THUXO, MOTIM
3apHJIaB YroJioC, O3UBAIYMCH 10 O€3KaTBHOI IyCTKHU JOBKOJIA; 1 ITIe JJOBTO 3IpUraBcs y Tuiadi 0e3 cIti3.

BiH po3nasuB BorHuiie i 3irpiBcsi, BUMMBIIM 0arato OKpOIy, a MOTiM YMOCTHBCS Ha KaM sIHU-
CTOMY BHCTYIIi, sIK MUHYJIOI Houi. [lepes cHOM miepeBipuB, UM HE HAMOKJIA CIPHUKH, 1 3aBiB TOJUH-
Huka. KoBipu Oynm Borki i xonoani. Hory cynomuB 6i1b. Ta BiH BiI4yBaB Jiuile TONOI — i B TPH-
BOKHOMY CHI MapHB PO OEHKETH Ta CBSATKOBI CTOJIM, TIOBHI T%Ki.

Bin npokunyBcs, 3Mep3nui 1 kBonuil. Conils He Oyno. Cipi 6apBu 3eMti i1 HeOa 3poOumcs
TeMHIIIUMH Ta rOmmMuy. HastitaB piskuit Bitep, i nepiuii cHir mo6inus naropou. [ToBiTps HiOH
3aryciio i moOwIJIo, IOKU BiH pO3MaTioBaB BOTOHb 1 KHITSITUB BoAy. Lle miloB MOKpHIA CHIT, pajiie
CXOKHMI Ha JIOII, CHIKMHKY OyJIM BEJIMKi Ta MpocoveHi Bofow. Criepiiry BOHM TaHYJH, JieqBe TOPK-
HYBIIIKCH 3€MJIi, aJIE CHIT yCe UIIIOB, YKPUBAIOUX 3eMJIIO, 1 3PEILITOI0 HAMOYMB MOX Y BOTHMIII], 1 BOTOHb
rorac.

Lle 6ym0 17151 HBOTO 3HAKOM, 1110 TpeOa 3HOBY CIIAKyBATH MIIIIOK 1 TUIEHTATHCS BIIEPe]], HEBiOMO
Kyau. BiH yxe He qymMaB aHi Mpo KpalHy MajuX Majv4voK, a Hi npo buiia, Hi Mpo CXOBaHKY Mij
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niepeBepHyTUM KaHoe 61151 piuku [i3. Hum Bomozino ogxe GaskanHs — icTy. Bin 60:keBOJIiB Of1 TONIOAY .
He 3BaxaB, Kyau izie — abu TUIBKM N0 PiBHIN MiclHI. BiH HaBoMarku nrykas Iiji MOKPUM CHITOM
BOJSTHHCTI OOJIOTSHI SITOAM, HABMaHHSI BUCMUKYBaB 13 KOPiHHSAM CTeOIMHU ouepery. Ta Bce 1ie He
MaJIO CMaky 1 He JaBaJlo MOKUBU. BiH 3HaMIIOB IKyCh TpaBy, KMCIIy Ha CMakK, 1 3'1B 11 BCIO, CKIJIbKU
3HAMIIOB, Ta IILOTO OYJIO AyKe Majio, 00 TpaBa CTEJIMIACS IO 3eMJTi, 1 11 OyJ10 BaXKKO 3HAWTH TIiJ1 CHIrOM
3aBTOBLIKH Y KUJIbKa JIOMMIB.

L1iel HOoul B HBOTO He OyJIO Hi BOTHIO, Hi rapsi90l BOJM, 1 BiH 3aI0OB3 ITiJ] KOBAPY i 3aCHYB TpU-
BOKHUM 0f] Tostofy cHoM. CHir oOepHyBcsi Ha MOKpHi Joil. Bin Garato pa3iB mpokuaaBcsi, Biady-
BalOYM, IO JIOII MOYUTh oMy Jymiie. HactaB neHb — cipuii qeHs 6e3 conms. o mepecras. ['octpe
BIUYTTA royiofy BiyxJo. Terep BiH yxe He kafaB 1ki. JIMINMBCA TINBKK TyNHiA OUTb 1 BAXKKICTh Yy
IIUTYHKY, Ta Ie HOro He HaATO OEHTEekUJ0. BiH TPOXM OroBTaBCS i 3HOBY MIr lyMaTu MpoO KpaiHy
MaJIMX TAaJTMYOK Ta CXOBAHKY Ounist piuku [i3.

BiH po3ipBaB pemTky ofHi€l KOBAPH Ha KJIanTi i 00MOTaB ckpuBasieHi Horu. [lotim nepes’si-
3aB [MOpPaHEeHy HOT'Y 1 MPUTOTYBAaBCs 1O AEHHOTO Niepexony. B3sBiuck 3a TopOrHY, JOBrO pO3AyMyBaB
HAaJT MIIIIEYKOM 3 OJICHSIUOI IIKipH, Ta 3PEIIToI0 3a0paB i Horo.

CHIr po3TaHyB MiJ I0IIeM, i TUIBKY BEPIIMHY MaropOiB auiavcs oinumu. BusnupHyio coHie,
i loMy BAJIOCsl BU3HAUMTU CTOPOHM CBITY, XOua Telep BiH 3HaB, 10 30MBCs 3 Aoporu. MabyTh,
OJTyKarouy OCTaHHIMM JHSIMH, BiH 3aHIIIOB HAJTO JajieKo BiiBo. Terep BiH 3BepHYB MpaBopyd, abu
MIOBEPHYTHUCS HA BIpHUI LUISAX.

MyKH rofoy BiKe He Tak JOUIKYJIAIM, Ta BiH BiTdyBaB, o c1abmae. Homy foBoauiocs 4acto
3yNMUHATHCH 1 BIAMOYMBATH, 30Mpaloun OOJIOTSHI SITOIU Ta LMOYJIUHU ouepery. SI3uK HaOpsK i cTaB
IEPXJIMM, Haue BKPUTHUI IETHHOI, i B poTi OyIo ripko. | me #oro ayxke Hemokoino cepue. Bapro
fiomMy OyJI0 TPONTH KiJIbKa XBUJIMH, 1 BOHO TIOUMHAJIO O€3KaJIbHO KaJlaTaTH, a MOTiM Hayve MiACTprOy-
BaJIO Bropy i TpinoTisio y OOJiCHIH cyaoMi, i BiH Bi4yBaB 33/1yXy Ta MIIICTb.

OmniBaHi BiH MO6AaYMB ABOX MIUKYpIiB y BeJMKil Kamoxi. Buuepnaru Bogy 6y/lo HEMOXIUBO,
aJie Teriep BiH OyB CIOKIMHIIIAM 1 TPUMYIPUBCS 3JIOBUTH 1X KepCTSHUM 1ieOepkom. Pudu Oymu 3aB-
OUTBIIIKY 3 Mi3WHEIb, ajle HOMY He JTyXke XOTiIoch ictu. Tymnumii OuTh y IITYHKY BCe c1aliaB, CTaBaB
MPUTITYIIEHNM, Haye NUTYHOK ApimMaB. BiH 3'1B puOOK CMpHMU i PO3KOBYBAB 1X JIyXke CTApaHHO, ajie
TO ByJIO TiMBKM PO3yMoBe 3ychiuis. oMy He XOTiJIoch icTH, ajie BiH 3HaB, 110 1ie MOTPIOHO JJ1s TOTO,
100 BYKHTH.

VBeuepi BiH 3JI0BUB illle TPHOX MiUKYPIB, ABOX 3B, @ TPETHOIO JIMILIUB Ha CHigaHOK. CoHILe
BUCYIIWJIO KYILIMKHA MOXY, 1110 TPAIuIsIUCS MOAEKY/IH, 1 TeTep BiH MIr 3irpiTUCs, BUIMBIINA rapsyol
Bomy. Toro IHS BiH IPOUIIIOB He OiIbIIE IECATH MUJIb; @ HACTYITHOTO, 1yYH TiJIbKU TOJI, KOJIU 03~
BOJISLJIO CepIie, — He OuIbIIe IMATH. AJie Terep ITUTYHOK aHITPOXH He JIONIKYJISIB HOMY — Haue 3aCHYB.
Miciuna 6yna oMy HesHafioma, TyT yacTillle TParUIAiMcs Kapuoy Ta it BOBKM TaKOXK. IXHE BUTTA
YacTo JOJMHAJO 3 TIMOMHU MyCTelNi, a SIKOCh TPOE BOBKIB MPOMAWHYJIHM Mepesl HUM, mepediraloun
CTEXKKY.

Munyna 1ie ogHa Hid; 1 BpaHili, IO TBEPE30MY PO3yMi, BiH PO3B’s3aB peMiHellb, 10 3aCTi-
0aB MIKipsHUI MillIeuoK. I3 HHOTO JKOBTUM CTPyMEHEM IOJIMBCS KPYITHO3EPHUCTHUH 30JI0TUH TTICOK
i camoponku. BiH po3aivB 30710TO MPUOIM3HO HABIILJ, OIHY TMOJOBUHY 3aXOBaB HA MPUMITHOMY
BUCTYTII CKEJi, 3aTOPHYBIIHY Y IIMAaTOK KOBJpPH, a Ipyry — 3HOBY BUCHIAB y Minledok. Kosapy, mo
JIMIINAJIACS, BiH TAKOXK PO3ipBaB Ha MOB’S3KM IS HIir. Ta pyHIHUINO JOCI He KUHYB, 00 y CXOBaHII
611 piuku i3 nexan Haool.

Jlenb OyB TyMaHHHMH, i IIbOTO JHS B HHOMY 3HOBY IPOKMHYBCS rojiof. BiH mouyBaBcs myxe
cabKuM, i yacoM HerepeOOpHa MIIICTh 3acTuiiazia oMy odi. Ternep BiH pa3 y pa3 CIIOTHKaBcs i
NajaB; i IKOCh, CHITKHYBIINChH, BiH yIaB MPOCTO HA THI3A0 Kypinku. Tam Oys0 4eTBepo MTaIIeHsT,
SIKi HIOMHO BYJTYIIMJTUCSI, — MAJTi TPYIOYKH TPIMOTIMBOTO JKUTTS, SKMX BUCTAYMIIO O HA OIUH KOBTOK;
i BiH 3'IB 1X a/1i0HO, 3aNMXal04y O poTa KUBUMH, i BOHM XPYCTUIM B HHOTO Ha 3y0ax, MOB sIEYHA
Kapatyna. MaTu-Kypinka Kujajiacs Ha HbOTO 3 )KaJTiCHUM KBWIIHHAM. BiH XOTiB puOUTH 11 pyIII-
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HUIIEIO, Ta HE 3MIr JOTArHyTUCS. TOmi moyaB KUIaTH y Hel KaMiHHSAM i nepeOuB 1ii Kpwiio. BoHa
KHMHYJIAcsl Te€Th, TATHYYH KPUJIO 3a COOO0I0, a BiH PYIIUB CJiJJOM.

[MTameHsTa auIe po3apaxHUIM HOro rosiof. Bid Bakko miacTpuOyBaB, HAKYJIBI'YIOUH Ha TIOpa-
HEHY HOTY, 1 KUJIaB y KypIIIKy KaMiHH:M, 1 IOIEKOIM XPUIIKO KPUYaB; a 4aCcOM IIPOIOBXKYBAB CBOIO
He3rpaOHy TOHMTBY MOBYKH, MOXMYPO W TepIuIsiue 3MYIIyIOUd ceOe MiIBOAUTHCS MICs KOKHOIO
MaJIiHHSA, 1 KOJIM oMY MJIOLJIOCS B OYaX, IPOTUPAB 1X PYKOIO, 00 HEe 3HEMPUTOMHITH.

l'onuTBa 3a Kypinkoio mprBesia WOro Ha JIHO BOTKOI JJOJIMHU, 1 TaM BiH IOMITHUB JIIO/ICBKI CJTiJTU
Ha MOKpomy Moxy. Citizin Oy;m He Horo — BiH o6auuB 1ie ofpaszy. MabyTs, To ciiau bima. Ta 3ynu-
HUTHUCS BiH He Mir, 60 Kypinka Brikana. Crepiy BiH miiMae i, a TO[i OBEPHETbCS 1 PO3IUBUTHCS
CITI/IH.

ITrammna BUOMIacA 3 CHJI; ajle BiH 3HECIIIB TaKOX. BoHa jiexxaia Ha OOIll, BaXXKO OUXAIOUH, 1
BiH, TAKOX 3a/IMXaHUH, Jie:kaB Ha OOIi 3a 1ecAThb (PyTiB Ol Hel, He B 3MO31 IMiATOB3TH OMKYe. A KOJH
BiH BiJITIOYMB, BOHA TEeX 3i0pajacs Ha CUJIi 1 CaxHyJIacs reTh Bijl HOro kaaiOHO MPOCTATHYTOL PYKH.
I'onuTBa novanacs 3HoBy. Ta HEBIOB31 CTEMHLIO, 1 KypillKa 3HUKJA. BiH MOXUTHYBCS BiJ yTOMH 1,
BIIABIIIM 3 MIIlIKOM Ha CIHHi, BIAPUBCSI TOJIOBOIO i MOpaHUB co0i MIOKY. JIOBro JiekaB He BOPYIIAUKCh;
TMOTIM TIOBEpHYBCs Ha OiK, 3aBiB FOIMHHKKA 1 TPOOYB Tak A0 PaHKY.

[le onuu Tymanuuil AeHb. [looBUHA OCTaHHBOI KOBIPH mMinuia Ha ony4i. Criigu binna iiomy
HE BIAJIOCS 3HANTH, Ta 1€ He MaJio 3HAYeHHS, — rOJI0]l HACTUPJIMBO THaB Horo Briepen. OT TUIbKY. ..
1o sk b 3a6mykas? OmniBaHi TSrap Milllka CTaB J1s1 HbOTO 3aBaXKUM. BiH 3HOBY pO3/IiTMB 30710TO,
L[bOT'0 pa3y MPOCTO BUCHUIABIIN MOJIOBUHY Ha 3eMulo. HajiBeuip BUKMHYB 1 pEeLlTKHY, 1 TeNep y HbOTO
JIMIIAJIACS TUTBKM KJIATOTh KOBJIPH, KEPCTSIHE 11e0ePKO Ta PYIIHUIIS.

Voro noyami MyduTi MapeHHs. Bin qoMych GyB NeBeH, IO B HHOTO JTMIIAETHCA OIMH HaGii.
Pymnuiis 3apsipxeHa, mpocto BiH IIbOrO He MOMITHB, — 1 BOJHOYAC BiH 3HAB, 0 Mara3uH PyIIHMII
noposkHiin. MapeHHs He BifcTynaio. Bin g0Bri ronuan 60poBcs 3 I1i€10 HACTUPIMBOIO TyMKOIO, TTOTIM
OIVISTHYB Mara3uH i BIEBHUBCSI, 1110 HA00I0 TamM Hemae. PozyapyBaHHs 6yJI0 TAKMM TipKUM, HaYe BiH
i CIIpaBIi CMIOiBaBCs 3HAUTH HAOIM.

BiH i1110B i111e 3 MiBrogvHM, a MOTIM MapeHHs MoBepHyJIocs. BiH 3HOBY cripoOyBaB OOpOTHUCH,
i 60poThOa 3HOBY Oy/ia MapHOIO, i, 100 MO30YTHUCH I1i€1 MyKH, BiH 3HOB OIVISIHYB PyLIHHUITIO. Yacom
HiOM BTpayaB po3yM i WITIOB J1ajli HECBIIOMO, SIK aBTOMAT; JUBHI JYMKH i XMOHI ysIBJICHHSI BIrpH3a-
JIMCs B IOTO MO3OK, MOB uepBa. Ta I1i mMpoBajM y CBIAOMOCTI TPUBAJIM HEIOBro, 60 MyKHU TOJIOLY
MOBEPTAJIM HOro y AifcHiCTh. OHOTO pa3y BiH MPHUIIIOB [0 TSMH, MOOAYMBIIN BUIUBO, IO JieJb HE
3MYCHJIO OO 3HEMPUTOMHITU. BiH 3aTOUYMBCS 1, XUTAIOUMCh, MOB IT SIHUM, Jie[IBe He BraB. [lepen HuM
cross Kinb. Kinp! Bin He BipuB cBoiM ouam. Ix 3acTimaB rycTuii TyMaH i3 MepexT/IMBUMU BOTHUKAMU
cBiTIa. BiH moyas JIIOTO TePTH 0Ui, a KO 3ip MPOSICHUBCS, TOOAYUB, 110 TIEPE/l HUM He KiHb, a BeJIH-
Kuid Oypuil BeaMiJb. 3Bip po3rIsAaB HOro 3 BOWOBHUYOIO HIKaBICTIO.

YosoBik OYAB 3HIMATH 3 TUIeYa PYILIHULIO, Ta TOTIM OTIMUBCS. BiH ONCTUB PYLIHULIO 1 BUTST
MUCJIMBCHKHI HikK 13 BUIIUTUX OicepoM mixoB Ha cterHi. [lepen Hum Oyino M’sico i kuTTs. Bid npoBiB
BEJIMKMM TaJbleM 10 Jiesy Hoxka. Jle3o Oyno roctpe i BicTpsl Takoxk. BiH KMHeThCsl HA BegMmens i
BO’e ioro. Ta cepiie B 4OJIOBIKa MMOYAJIO 3arpo3JIMBO KajlaTaT, a MOTIM IIaJleHO PBOHYJIOCS Bropy i
3aTPINOTNIO; JIOO CTUCTIO 3aTi3HUM 00pydYeM, i HOMY CTaJlo MJIOCHO.

BiguadigymHy XopoOpicTh 3MHJIa MOTYTHSI XBWJIL cTpaxy. BiH Takwii cnabkuii, — mo Oyxe,
KOJIY 3Bip Hamnaje Ha Hboro? YoJIOBIK BUITPOCTABCS HA BECh 3PICT 1 3 IKOMOTa PIllyYillIMM BUTJISIOM
MIITHO CXOMMB HiX 1 BTYNMB MOMJIsA] Yy BeAMe/sl. 3Bip He3rpabHO CTYNHUB yrepes, CTaB JUOKH i TPi3HO
3apeBiB. IKOM YOJIOBIK TMOYAB TiKAaTH, BEAMi/lb TIOTHABCS O 32 HUM; ajie YOJIOBiK He TikaB. Ctpax
HaJIaB oMY CMIJIMBOCTI. BiH Takox 3apuyaB — JIIOTO, BiAYANIYIITHO, SIK TUKUN 3Bip, 1 1Ie OyB royoc
CTpaxy, IO CIIOPIAHEHUH 13 KUTTSAM 1 CIUTITAETHCS 3 HOr0 HAUTIIMONINM KOPiHHSIM.

Benminp onctynus yoik i3 Tpi3HUM PEBIHHAM, HAISIKAHUH I1i€10 IMBHOIO i1CTOTOIO, IO CTOSUIA
npsiMo 1 He Oosinacs foro. Ta 4yonoBik He pyxaBcs. BiH cTosIB 3ailineHiBIM, MOKA MUHY/Ia HeOe3meKa,
a MOTIiM 3aTPeMTIB i 6€3 CHJ1 KHHYBCSI HA MOKPHUI MOX.
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I[NoTim BiH onaHyBaB ceOe i pyIuB i, OXOIIeHH HOBUM cTpaxoMm. Lle He OyB cTpax roinogHol
CMEpTIi, — Ternep MOro kaxaja AyMKa, 1110 BiH 3arMHe parToBO, MEPII HiXk roJIOf 3arIyIIUTh Y HbOMY
OCTaHHIH MOPUB karu 10 KUTTs. Hapkomno Oynu BoBku. To TyT, TO TaMm i3 JaJIMHU ITyCTENi JOJTUHAJIO
IXHE BUTTS, TaK BIIYYTHO CIIOBHIOIOYM MOBITPS 3arpo30i0, 10 BiH Mi/JIBOAMB PYKH Y MUMOBLUIBHIM
cripodi BIAKMHYTH 1110 3arpo3y reTh o1 cede, Havye To Oy/ia XUTKa CTiHA HAMETY, HAIHYTa BiTPOM.

A BOBKM 3HOBY 11 3HOBY, TIO JIBOE 1 IO TPOE, Nepediranu oMy cTexky. Ta BOHM TpUMaucs Ha
BizicTaHi. Ix Gy/o He HaxTO Garato, i O TOTO % BOHM 3BUKIIM TIOIOBATH KApUOY, fAKi HE OMUPAIOTHCS;
a 1ie YyHe CTBOPIHHSI, 0 XOJUTh Ha JBOX HOTax, MabyTh, YMLJIO APSATIATHCH 1 KyCATHCh.

[TizHO BBeuepi BiH MoOaYMB KiCTKM, pO3KHUIAHI TaM, Jie BOBKHM po3ipBaiy 3100u4. Llei kicTsk
ie roguHy ToMy OyB OJIGHSITKOM, ITIO TPYAKO Oirajio i MyKasio, CIOBHEHe KUTTs. BiH IMBUBCS Ha
KiCTKH, JIOIIEHTY OOrpU3eHi, IMIaIeHbKi i pOKeBi, 00 JKUTTS I1Ie )KeBPLJIO B IXHIX KJIiTUHAX. Moxe, 111e
10 KiHIIS THS | BiJI HBOTO JIMIIUTHLCS Te came! AJpKe Take BOHO, JKUTTs, Xiba Hi? MapHOTHa, HeTlleBHa
piu. Titeku xuTTA 3aBaa€ 60mo. CMepTh He OorticHa. BMeptu — 3HauuTh 3acHyTH. Lle 3a0yTT4, cro-
YMHOK. YoMy X BiH HE 3roficH oMepTH?

Ta mipkyBaB BiH He10Bro. Ille MUTh — 1 BiH 31LIYJIUBIINCH CUAIB HA MOXY, TPUMAB y POTi KICTKY
1 BUCOTYBAB 13 Hel peLUTKY KUTTS, SIK1 I11e HaJaBaJIM 11 pokeBOro Koibopy. Conoakuil M’ ICHUM MpH-
CMaK, Jielb UYyTHUI, Mail:keé HEBJIOBUMMIA, sIK CIIOrajl, PO3JTI0TUB MOro. BiH yIr’siBcs B KICTKY 1 HoyaB
rpu3Ti. Yacom jamanacs KicTka, 9acoM ¥oro 3you. I1oTiM BiH cTaB po30MBATH KiCTKM KaMEHEM i,
PO3TOBKIIIA HAa MiCHBO, KOBTaB. [locmimaouu, BiH 4acoM BJIy4aB coOi MO MaJbIISIX — 1 BCE JK TaKu
3HAXO[IUB Yac AUBYBATUCS, YOMY He BiuyBa€ OO0 Bifl ynapis.

[Norsarnucs crpaiHi AHI Jo1ty i cHiry. BiH yke He yCB1IOMJIIOBaB, KOJIM 3YITUHAETHCS HA HIWJIT
1 KOJIU pyIlIa€ B MyTh 3HOBY. BiH iII0B 1 BAEHb, 1 BHOU1. Biinounsas TaMm, jie Briaje, i IieHTaBcs Jadi,
KOJIM 3racjie ’KUTTsI B HbOMY CIIAJIaXyBaJio i po3ropasiocsi TpOXM sickpasiie. BiH yxe He 60poBcs, SIK
monuHa. Lle XuTTd B HbOMy, He Oakalouu BMUPATH, BEJIO HOro Briepesd. BiH Oibilie HE CTpaxaaB.
Voro HepBM Haue 3aHiMiJIM, 3aCTUIIIA, A CBiJOMICTh Oy/Ia y MOJOHI JUKUX BUIHb i COMOAKMX CHIB.

AJe Bech yac BiH CMOKTaB 1 XyBaB PO3APOOJIEHi KiCTKM OJIEHSTH, PEIITKU SKHX MigiOpaB i
B34B 13 c00010. BiH OijbIlie He mepeTHHAB Maropou i BOIOIIIH, a IIPOCTO HECBIIOMO WITIOB 32 TEUi€l0
BEJIMKOTO TOTOKY, IO Oir IO MUPOKii MoJIorii nqonvHi. BiH He 6auuB Hi pikH, Hi JIOJMHU, — HIYOTO,
KpiM cBOIX BHiHb. Moro myma i Tino MM — um To GIyKaam — mopsj, TpoTe OKpeMo, 60 HAATO
TOHKUI OyB 3B’30K MiX HUMHU.

Bin otamuBcs, jiexkaun Ha Kam sSHUICTOMY BHUCTYII. SICKpaBO CBITWJIO TeIlie COHIIE. 3JasleKy
JOJMHAIO MYKaHHSI oJieHAT. BiH HaueOTo mam’siTaB [OIM, BiTEp 1 CHIr, ajie siK JOBro MOTepIiaB Bif
HEroay — ABa AHI Y Ba TUXHI, — IIbOTO HE 3HAB.

BiH [10Bro s1e:xaB He pyXxalouuch, 1 LeJpe COHIIE TPOJIMBAJIO HA HHOTO CBOI IIPOMEHI, KUBJISTYN
TETUIOM HOro xamorigHe Tino. ['apauii 1eHs, nogymMan BiH. Moske, HOMy BIacThCsl BABHAUUTH, JIE BiH
niepeOyBa€. 3poOuBIIN OOJTICHE 3yCUILISA, BiH MOBEPHYBCS HA OiK. YHU3Y HEKBAITHO TEKJIa IIMPOKA
piuka. To Oyna He3Hafloma pivKa, i 11e Horo 3A1BYBajIo. BiH MOBUIBHO MPOBOAXKAB MOIJISIIOM 11 MOTIK,
SIKUH IIUPOKMMH METISIMUA 3BUBABCSI MiK TBMSIHUX, TOJIUX MaropOiB, ire Ok HOXMYPHUX, ThMSIHHUX
1 HU3BKUX, HIX Ti, 0 BiH 6auuB Aoci. [ToBibHO, Oaiiayxe, 6e3 Oyab-sKOro MOYYTTs BiH IPOCTEKUB
IUISIX HE3HAMOMOI PiuKM JI0 caMoro oopiio i moOavmB, 0 BOHA BIIAJIA€ y CBIT/Ie, cswode Mope. Ta
HAaBITH IIe oro He 3Bopymio. [lyxe qUBHO, mogymas BiH. Lle BuaiHHsA a60 MapeBo, — MaOyTh, TaKU
BUIIHHS, 3JIMA KapT PO3JagHAHOI CBiOMOCTI. BiH ime Oijibllle BIIEBHUBCS B 1OMY, MTOOAYUBIIN
Kopalelb, 1110 CTOSIB Ha SIKOpi Mocepen] OCSIHHOro Mopsi. BiH Ha MUTBh 3aIUTIONIMB OYi, MTOTIM PO3ILTIO-
IIUB 3HOBY. [IMBHO, 1110 BU/IIHHS HE 3HUKJIO! A BTiM, He TUBHO. BiH 3HaB, 1110 B cepiii i€l Oe3rTi THOT
3eMJIi HeMa€ Hi Mopsi, Hi KOpaOJliB, Tak caMo SIK HeMa€e HaOoIB y MOTro MOPOKHINA PYITHHUITL.

BiH mouyB 3a CNMHOW0 HIYMHMH MOAMX — YU TO YpUBYACTE 3ITXaHHS, YM Kaienb. Jlyxke
TMOBLJTBHO, JJOJIAIOYM CTaOKiCTh 1 3allileHiH s, TOBepHYBCs Ha Apyruii Oik. [ToOnu3y BiH He moOaunB
HIYOrO, MPOTE YeKaB TepIUIssue. 3iTXaHH 1 KaIllesb TPO3ByYasi 3HOBY, 1 MiXk IBOMa FOCTPUMU Kame-
HsIMH, He OUTBII HiX 32 ABaAUSATH (yTiB Bij cede, BiH MOOAYMB Cipy rojioBy BoBKa. ['ocTpi Byxa He
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CTUpPYAJIM Bropy, sIK TO BiH Oa4MB Yy iHIIMX BOBKiB; O4i OyJM KaJaMyTHi i HAIUTI KPOB'I0, TOJIOBA
HEMIYHO 3BHCaJa JIOy. 3Bip BeCh Yyac MPYKUBCS Bijl COHSAYHOrO cBiTia. [IeBHO, BiH OyB XBOPHIA.
[NonuBHMBIIKCH HA JIOAUHY, BOBK 3HOBY TS)KKO 3ITXHYB 1 3aKallUISIB.

Orie, 3pemrolo, He BUIiHHS, TIOJyMaB YOJIOBIK i 3HOB TMOBEPHYBCS, 1100 MOOAYUTH CIPaBIK-
HIll CBIT, He 3aTyJIeHUH TeJICHOI MapeHb. AJie MOope Tak camo OJUINAIO BAAIMHI, i Kopabenb OyJo
BUIHO J0Ope. Moke, 1ie Bce-Taku AIMCHICTH? BiH 3almiomuyB ovi i JOBro QyMaB, a TOl 3pO3yMiB
yce. BiH i1110B Ha MiBHIYHUI cXi[l, BiAgaIsi04uch BiJ piuku /i3, 1 Builios y nonuny Kornnepmaiiny.
151 mmpoxka, moBiyibHA pika — e Konmepwmaiin. e csaioue mope — JIbogoButuii okean. Kopabdesb — e
KHUTOOilHE CYIHO, 110 3aIlJIMBJIO JaJIeKO Ha CXiJ1 BiJ rupia piuku MakkeH3i, i BOHO CTOITh Ha SIKOpi y
3aromi Koponarii. Bin npuragas kapry Komnanii ['ya30HChKO1 3aTOKH, 6aueHy KOJIUCh JaBHO, i HOMY
BCE CTaJIO SICHO 1 3pO3yMLJIO.

BiH ciB i mo4aB gymaru mpo Te, 1o CJ1iJ] BAisATH HeraiHo. 3po0JieHi 3 KOBAPYU OHYYl IPOPBAJIUCS
HACKpi3b, 1 HOro HOrM mepeTBOpuIIMCs Ha 6e3(popMHI IMIMATKKM KpUBaBOro M’sica. OCTaHHIO KOBIPY
BiH BUKOpHCTaB. PymHuIno i Hixk 3aryous. Kanemmox Takox aech MofdiBcs, ajie 3ropToK i3 CipHUKaMH,
1110 JIeKaB Y MPOOJIIEHOMY apKYIIMKY Y KUCETi B HbOTO 32 Ma3yXOl0, JIUIIMBCS HA MicCIli i OyB CyXHil.
BiH risiHyB Ha ronuHHUK. Byna onuHaqusTa, rOIMHHKK yce Ie WIoB — MaOyTh, BiH He 3a0yBaB HOTo
3aBOJIUTH.

Bin 6yB criokiiiHuM i 30cepemkennm. Xoua dyke ocnad, y HbOro Hidoro He 6omiso. Ietu He
xotiziocs. JlyMKa mpo 1Ky HaBiTh OyJia HOMy HEeTIpHEMHa, 1 BCe, 1110 BiH pOOUB, OyJI0 CYTO pO3yMOBUM
pimeHHsaM. Bin 06ipBaB xoJ10111i 10 KOJiH 1 00MOTaB HUMU HOTH. YOMYyCh 3aXOMHB i3 COO0I0 KepCTsiHE
niedepko. [leBHo x, TpebOa Oyae BUMMTH OKPOITY, MEPIT Hi BUPYIIUTH Y MyTh JO KOpalis — sIK BiH
nependayvaB, AykKe TSKKHUI.

Voro pyxu Gymu mosibHi. Bil TpycuBes, HemoB y mapaniui. Kony XoTiB Ha36upati cyxoro
MOXY, TO BUSIBUB, I1I0 HE MOXe 3BECTHCS] HA HOTH. BiH mpoOyBaB 3HOBY i 3HOBY — 1 3peIlITOIO MOIOB3
Ha YOTHPHOX. Bysia MUTh, KON BiH MiAMOB3 qyKe OJM3BKO 10 XBOPOro BOBKA. 3Bip HEOXOUE BiJICY-
HYBC$1 BOIK 1 OOTM3HYBCSI, HACHJTY BOPYIIIAUH SI3MKOM. YOJIOBIK MOMITHB, IO SI3UK HE Ma€ 3J0POBOTO
YEepBOHOTO KOJIbOPY, SIK 3a3BUYall, — BiH OyB KOBTaBO-OypHii, YKPUTHUI KOPCTKUM HAIiB3aCOXJIUM
CJIU30M.

Bunusim okporty, 4onoBiK BiJUyB, IO MOXeE BCTaTH 1 HABITh iTU — TaK, fK iJ1€ Jieb KUBa
moauHa. [TloxBuiti loMy JOBOIMIIOCS BiNMOYMBATH. Horo KpPOKU OyJIU XUTKI i HEereBHI — 1 TaKoIo
K HETIEBHOIO, XUTKOIO XOZIOI0 TIJIGHTABCS 3a HUM BOBK. | I1i€1 HOYi, KOJM Csl0Ye MOpPE MOTOHYJIO B
TeMpsIBi, YOJIOBIK 3pO3yMiB, IO HAOIU3UBCS 0 HHOTO He OiIbIlle, HiK HA YOTUPH MU,

VHoUi BiH 4yB KallleJib XBOPOrO BOBKA, a YaCOM — KPUKHU OJIeHsT. JJoBKona OyJIo JKHUTTS, ajie
CWIbHE, MIIIHE JKUTTS, IOBHE CHArW; 1 BiH 3HaB, II0 XBOPUW BOBK IJICHTAETHCS CIIJIOM 32 XBOPOIO
JIOIMHOIO B Hafil, 1110 JIOJMHA IOMpe Nepio. BpaHil, po3uIonmBIIM 04i, BiH 3yCTPiB TOCKHUI
1 TOJIOMHMIA TOTJIST 3Bipa. Jilly/IeHwid, 3 MiiOraHuM XBOCTOM, BOBK OyB CXOXHI Ha KaJIOTiHOTO
MUPIIIABOro coOaKy. BiH TpeMTiB i1 XOJIOAHIUM PaHKOBUM BiTPOM i 3J1iCHO BHUIIKiPUBCS, KOJIM YOJI0-
BiK 3arOBOPUB JI0 HHOTO TOJIOCOM, IO OlJIbINe HaraJayBaB X PUITKHUIA IISTIIT.

3ilIUIO SICKpaBe COHIIE, i BECh PAHOK YOJIOBIK iITIOB IO KOpaOJisi, CIIOTUKAIYKUCH 1 TIaJal0vH.
[Morona Oyna gymoBa. CTosyio KOpOTKe OabWHe JITO MiBHIYHKUX MUPOT. BOHO TpuBaTMe 3 THXICHD
— a MOXe, 3aBTpa YM MICJIsI3aBTPpa CKIHUUTHCSI.

OniBjHi BiH mo6auus cuigu. To Oynu cniau HIIO1 JIIOAWHY, 110 He WIIUIA, a TIOB3JIa Ha YOTH-
pbox. Bin momyma, mio 1ie, MaGyTh, ci1iau Biuta, nmpote nogymas MIIsIBo, 3 Gaiiayxkicrio. Flomy Gyio
onHaKoBO. BracHe, BiH yke He MaB HisIKMX BiguyTTiB. [lepectaB HaBiTh BiguyBaTtu Oisb. IIImyHOK i
HepBH Haue 3acHyau. [Ipote sxutTs, mio OyJ0 B HbOMY, THAJIO Horo Briepes. Bin OyB mysxke craOKuii,
aJjie XKUTTS B HbOMY He Oaxano BMuparu. | Tomy, 1110 BOHO He 0akasio BMHpATH, YOJIOBIK yce IIe 1B
OOJIOTSIHI ATOM 1 MIUKYPiB, IMB rapsdy BOAy i He 3BOJMB OUYei i3 XBOPOro BOBKA.

BiH imoB 1o ciigy iHINOI JIOAMHY, IO MOB3JIa Paykd, 1 CKOPO MOOAYMB 11 KiHelb — KiJIbKa
OOrpu3eHUX KiCTOK Ha BOTKOMY MOXY, CepeJl CJTi/IiB BOBUMX Jarl. [Io0auuB BiH i TYrUil MillIeYoK i3
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OJIEHSTYO]1 IIKipH, CXOKUIA HA HOTO BJIACHWIA, — PO3ipBaHUIA TOCTPUMU 3yOamu. BiH MiIHSB MillIeuoK,
X04a Takuid Tsrap OyB HAATO BaXXKHUM JIsI HOTO OCIaduX NasibliB. Bil Bce % Taku HE KMHYB HOTO
110 ocTa”HHbOI MuTI. Xa-xa! Bid ie nmocmiersed 3 Biyuta. Bid BuxuBe 1 BizbMe Millleyok i3 co0010, Ha
Tolt KOpaOeJTb TTocepe]] CAIUoro Mopsi. loro cMix 6yB XPHIIKHM i CTpaIIHAM, HiOH KapKaHHS KPyKa,
1 XBOpUI BOBK MOXMYPO 3aBUB Y BiaNoBigb. YosoBiK ogpa3dy 3aMoBK. Sk itomy cMmisatucs 3 binna,
SKIIO 11e Bijut, AKIIO 11i KicTKH, 61710-pokKeBi, J0UrCTa 0Orpr3eHi KiCTKU — 11ie 1 € Bi?

Bin oxBepuyBcs. Tak, Bijut iioro nokuHyB; ajie BiH He Bi3bMe IIe 30J10TO i He Oyae CMOKTATH
kictku bina. A Bisut 3po6uB 61 came Tak, OMMHUBIIMCH HAa OTO MICIIi, AyMaB YOJIOBIK, IJICHTAIOUUCh
AaJi.

Bin BuiiimoB 10 MajaeHbKoro o3epiisd. CXUIMBIIUCH HAJl BOJOIO, 00 MOIIYKATH MiYKYpiB, BiH
BiZIcaxHyBC$l, MOB yxayeHui. [lo6aunB BigOuTOK cBoro odnuyuusi. Lle Oyno Tak cTpariHo, 1o HaBiTh
HOro MPUTYIUIEHI MOYYTTs MPOOYAMINCH Y TIOPUBI Xkaxy. B o3epili miaBaam Tpu miykypi, ajne BOOH
Oysio HaaTo Oarato, mo0 i BUUEpHaTH; i Mic/s KiJTbKOX HEBAAIMX CIPoO criiiMaT puod y 11e0epKo
BiH OOJIMINUB 110 3aTi0. BosiBCs, 110 Bijl C7TaOKOCTI BIajie y BOAY i MOTOHE. 3 1€l X MPUYNHU BiH HE
3BaKMBCS TIOTUIMBTH T10 Pivlli HA OHIH i3 KOO, 110 Oy PO3KHIaHi T0 TiliaHOMYy Oepesi.

Toro qHS BiH CKOPOTUB BiJICTaHb MiX COOOI0 1 KOpadsieM Ha TPY MUJIi; & HACTYITHOTO — Ha [IBI,
60 Tenep BiH MOB3 pauky, sk biul. Hagseuip m'sitoro aHs 10 Kopadis Bee Imie JUIAnocst OIM3bKo
CeMU MUJIb, 4 BiH MIT' IPOUTH 3a JeHb Xi0a 10 ojiHy. baOuHe J1iTo BCe Iie TPUBAJIO, i BiH IMOB3, BECh
yac HENPUTOMHIIOUM, & XBOPUI BOBK, KalLISIOUM Ta BAXKKO JMXAIOYM, TUIEHTABCS 32 HUM CJIJIOM.
Kornina B "osoBika Oysu po3aepTi o M’sica, sIK 1 CTYIHI, 1 XO4 BiH 0OMOTaB HOTHM FAHYip’sIM 3 COPOYKH,
YEpBOHUM CJTiJ] TATCS 32 HUM Yepe3 MOX i KaMiHHS. SIKOch, O3UpHYBIIKCH Ha3ajl, BiH MOOAYMB, IO
BOBK aJ{IOHO JIFIKe 1Iel KpUBaBUH CJIiJI, 1 ICHO YIBUB COO1, IKUM Oyfie Oro KiHellp. .. IKIIO TUTbKU. . .
SIKIIO BiH cam He BO’e BoBKa. | Tofi mouasacs HaikaxJmBima Tparefiss OyTTs, KOTpy MOXHa coOi
ySBUTHU, — 3HECWJIEHA JIIOJJMHA TMOB3J1a, a 3HECUJIEHUI BOBK IUIEHTABCS 32 Helo ciijioM. [IBi ictotu
TSATIM CBOI HAITIBMEPTBI TiJIa Yyepe3 MyCTeNO 1 XOTUIN BiiOpaTH KUTTS OHA B OJHOL.

SIk6u BOBK OYyB 3/I0pOBHIA, YOJIOBIK, MaOyTh, He onupaBcs 0. AJjie cama JyMKa Mpo Te, IO BiH
CTa€ TIOKMBOIO TAKOTO OPHIKOTO, KBOJIOTO CTBOPiHHS, Oysa oMy orujaHa. lle BUKJIMKAIo B HHOTO
BiJpa3y. Y HbOI'O 3HOB MOYAJIUCS MPOBAJIM CBIIOMOCTI I BUIIHHS, 1 CBITJII IPOMIKKU CTaBaJld BCE
OLIBIII HEYACTUMH Ta KOPOTKUMH.

OpnHoro pasy BiH IPOKUHYBCS, TIOUYBIIIY XpUTIKE AUXaHHS B ceOe Haj ByxoM. BoBK BifckounB
Ha3aJ, CIITKHYBCA 1 BhaB Bif ciadkocTi. Lle Oyino cmiiHo, aje 900BiKOBI Tak He 3x1anocs. [Ipote
CTpAIIIHO oMy Takoxk He Oyio. Bin HanTo Garato nepesxus, abu 6osTrch. Ha MUTh HOTO IyMKH TIPO-
SICHLJTH, 1 BiH JIeaB po3MipkoByIoun. Jlo kopaliis uIanocs MoHaioiibie yotupr Muii. Bin sicHo
1oOavMB HOro, MpOTEPIIH 3aTyMaHeHi 04i, modaynB Oijie BITPUIO MaJeHbKOrO YOBHA, 110 PO3TUHAB
OJMCKy4y BOJIHY I71a/liHb. AJie BiH HE MPOMOB3e 11i YOTUPHU MUJIi. BiH 11e 3HaB, ajie CTaBUBCS A0 IIbOTO
CMOKiiHO. BiH 3HaB, 110 He MPOIOB3¢ 1 MBMIUII. AJie JKUTH HOMY Bce X Taku XoTuiocs. Byno 6 Hepo-
3yMHO ITOMEPTH TiCJIsi BChOTO, 110 HOMY J1oBetocs nepexuTr. Hanro ke 6araro BuMarasa Biji HbOTro
nois. I, BMupatoun, BiH 3HeBaxkaB cMepTh. MaOyThb, 11e OyJI0 IpocTo OOKEBULIAM, ajie HaBiTh y 00ii-
Max CMepTi BiH KMJaB 11 BUKJIMK 1 HE XOTIB KOPUTHCS.

BiH 3amumommB odi i 3 HAJ3BUYANHOI 00epeXkHICTIO 310paBcs Ha cuili. BiH npuMyiyBaB cede
nepeOopIoBaTH MIIICTh, sIKa, Haue MPUILIUB, 3aTONMWIA Bce Horo ectBo. Lisg muticth 3ailiMaiiach y
HbOMY, Haue XBWJIS, 1 IOCTYNOBO 3aTbMapioBajia CB1IOMICTb. YacoMm BiH TOHYB, BiIYalyIIHO CHJI-
KYIOUHCh BUTUIACTY 13 TIMOMHU 3a0yTTS; i He30arHeHHa CUJjIa AyIili, 30Mpaloydu JIOKYIH PEIITKU HOTo
BOJII, ioNIoMara’sa oMy TpUMaTHCh.

Bin HemopyIrHo fie’aB Ha CIHHI M 4yB, K 0 HBOTO TOBUIBHO HAONMMKAETHCS YpUBUACTE
IVXaHHS BOBKA. BOHO 4ysocs Bce Onikde, Bce OMMKYe, 1 yac HiOM 3yNMUHUBCS, a YOJIOBIK JieXKaB
HENnopyuIHo. JIuxaHHs BUyBajocs HaJ caMUM BYyXOM. KOPCTKUI CyxXuil SI3MK TOPKHYB HMOTO ILIOKY,
MOB HaXJauyHWH mnamip. Pyku B HbOrO pBOHY/IWCSI Bropy — NPUHAAMHI BiH XOTiB MPOCTAITH 1X
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mBuako. [laseli, 3irHyTi, MOB Masypi, cxonuiu nopoxuedy. IIIBUAKICTh 1 BIy4HICTh TOTPEOYIOTH
CUJIM, a CHJT Y HBOTO BKe He OyJ10.

Bogk 0yB cTpaienHo TepristauM. YosnoBik OyB TepruisiuuM Takox. [TiBaHs BiH JiekaB Hepy-
XOMO, JIOJIA04M 3a0yTTs 1 CTEKauH 3a ICTOTOI0, sIKa XOTLIa MOro 3'ICTH 1 SIKY BiH XOTiB OM 3'ICTH CaM.
IHOA1 XBUJISI MJTOCTI HaKpUBaJsia HOro, i BiH OPUHAB Yy JIOBI'UI COH; Ta BECh Yac, 1 IpU TsAMi, i YBi CHI,
BiH Y€KaB Ti€l MUTI, KOJIM MTOYYE XPUIIKE TUXAHHS 1 BIIUY€E JOTUK KOPCTKOIO S3UKA.

JlvxaHHS BiH HE MOYYB, ajie POKUHYBCS BiJ] TOTO, 110 BOBYMM SI3UK JIM3HYB oMY pyKy. Bin
yekaB. IKJ1a MOB1IbHO CTUCKAJIU MOTO PYKY, MOTIM THCK IOCHJIMBCS; BOBK 13 OCTAHHIX CHJI HAMaraBcsl
BITSICTUCS 3y0aMu y 370014, SIKOI TaK JaBHO YeKaB. AJie i YOJIOBIK YeKaB JIOBrO, i HOro CKpUBaB-
JIeHa pyKa CTHUCHYJIa BOBUY Iiiesieny. | moku BOBK CIIPOKBOJIa 60pcaBcs, Taka K KBOJIA PyKa MOBLIBHO
CTHUCKaJIa MOTO IIeserny, a Jpyra pyka MmpocTsriacs A0 BoBKa i cxonuia Horo. Ille m’sate xBunuH, i
YOJIOBiK HABAJIMBCS HA BOBKA BCiM Tijiom. VI0ro pykam He BECTauaJIo CHIIH, 00 3a/LyIINATH 3Bipa, aje
YOJIOBIK MIITHO MIPUTYJIUBCS OOIMYYSAM A0 BOBYOI M1, 1 HOro poT OyB MOBHUIA 1iepcTi. 3a MiBroAuHI
BiH Bi/IUYB, IO IO POTa HOMY JIJIEThCS rapsuuii cTpyMilb. e Oyno HerpuemHo. Le Oyio Tak, Have y
IIUTYHOK BJIMBAJIA PO3ILIABJICHUI CBUHEIIb, 1 YOJIOBIK JIWIIIE 3YCHUJUIAM BOJIi 3MYIITyBaB ceOe TepITiTH.
[ToTim BiH epeBepHYBCs Ha CIIHUHY 1 3aCHYB.

Ha xurob6iitHomy cynHi «bendopn» Oyio Kijgbka yYaCHHKIB HayKOBOI €KCreAuIlil. 3 maxyou
BOHHM TIOMITWJIM SIKWICh TUBHUI 00’€KT Ha Oepesi. BiH mepecyBaBcs 1o TicKy g0 Mops. Jlonu He
MOTIJIM 3pO3yMITH, IO 1€ TaKe, i, IK JIMYUTh YYEHUM, CUIM Y YOBEH i pymiu 1o Oepera. Tam BoHU
noOavMIM KMBE CTBOPIHHSA, KOTPe HaBpsi UM MOXHa OyJ0 Ha3BaTH JogvHOW0. BoHo Oyno crine,
HETIPUTOMHE i 3BUBAJIOCA Ha TTiCKY, MOB BeJIeTEHChKHIT XpoGaK. FloMy Maiike He BIABajIoCs 3pyIIHTH
3 MicIsl, ajie BOHO OyJio yIepTHM i, 3BMBAlOYMCh Ta OOpPCAIOUMCh, MPOCyBajiocs Brepen (yTiB Ha
IBaIUATH 3a TOAMHY.

Uepes Tpu THXKHI YOJOBIK, JIeKauH y MOCTENI Ha KUTOOiitHOMY Kopabii «bendopn», He crpu-
MYIOUH CJTi3, IO KOTUJIMCS TI0 MOTO 3MapHLJIOMY OOJIMYYI0, PO3IOBIB, XTO BiH TAKHIA 1 1110 IOMY JIOBE-
Jocst iepexuTy. Bin 6e371aaH0 roBOpHB IIOCH PO CBOIO Martip, po corsuny [iBaenny Kamigopairo,
po OyAMHOYOK cepel KBITiB 1 anesIbcCHHOBHX JEPEB.

Munyno BCbOro KijibKa JIHIB, 1 BiH CHIIB 32 CTOJIOM Pa3oM i3 yueHUMH U odililepaMu CyIHa.
Bin TimmBes, 6auaun JOBKOJA ceOe Tak 6arato 1Xki, i CTPUBOKEHO JIMBUBCH, SIK 1Ka 3HUKAE y POTI
IHIIUX Jioziei. BapTo Oy/no KOMyCh y3ITH IIMATOK, i B IOro 04ax 3’sIBJISIBCSI BUPa3 IIIMOOKOTO XKaJIo.
Bin 6yB 1pu 370poBOMY ITy3i, aJle 3a 06i10M HEHAaBHJIB YCiX J0BKOIA. Moro mepecrimyBas cTpax,
1110 1Ki He BUCTAuuTh. BiH pO3MUTYBAaB MpO 3amacu TKi i KOKa, 1 I0HTY, i KartiTaHa. Bonn Ge3HacTaHHO
3aCMOKOIOBAIM HOT0; ajle BiH IM He BipuB 1 KpaJbKOMa 3a3UpaB O KOMOPH, 100 MEePEeKOHATUCS Ha
BJIACHI OUYi.

[NoTim 3aBBaXWIIH, 1110 BiH I1aamniae. BiH mo He 1eHb HaOMpaB Bary. Y4eHi XUTaJIU TOJIOBaMHU i
BUCJIOBJIIOBAJIY Pi3Hi 3/10raau. BoHn nmoyani oOMexyBaTu HOro B 1Xki, ajie BiH CTaBaB yce TOBCTIIINM
1 IIKpILIAB Y MOMNEPEKY.

Marpocu noraii yemixanucs. Bonn 3Hanu, mo i o 4oro. I Koau BYeHI NOYaiu CTeXKUTH 3a
HUM, TO Ji3HAJIUCS TPO 1ie TakoxX. [Ticlisg CHigaHKy BiH THXIIEM iIIOB Ha manyOy i, Hade keOpak, i3
MIPOCTATHYTOIO PYKOIO IMiIXO/MB JI0 KOTOCh i3 MaTpociB. Toll ycMixaBcs 1 JaBaB IOMY KYCEHb CyXaps.
YosoBik kaiOHO XaraB IMoJauKy, IMBUBCS HA HEl, MOB CKHapa Ha 30JI0TO, i 3amMxaB 3a ma3yxy. Tak
caMo MiJrofIoByBaJIv HOro 1 Yci iHII MaTpOCH.

VYueHi He ckazaau KoMy Hi4oro. BoHM JIMIIMIIM OTo Y CIIOKO1, ajie oTa OIJISIHY/IX HOTO JIIKKO.
BoHo Oyno HamnxaHe cyxapsiMu; y MaTpatli OyJ0 IMOBHO CyXapiB; Y BCiX 3aKyTKax Jieskanau cyxapi. |
BCe K TaKU YOJIOBIiK OyB IpH 3A0poBOoMY Tiny3i. Lle Oyia jmiie nepecropora Ha TON BUIAIOK, SKIIO
3HOB JIOBE/IEThCS TOJIOAyBaTU. BUeHi ckaszaiiu, 10 116 MUHEThCS; 1 TaK BOHO U CTaJIOCs, MepIl Hixk
«bengopn» cras Ha sKip y Can-PpaHuucko.
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The White Silence

“Carmen won'’t last more than a couple of days.” Mason spat out a chunk of ice and surveyed
the poor animal ruefully, then put her foot in his mouth and proceeded to bite out the ice which
clustered cruelly between the toes.

“I never saw a dog with a highfalutin’ name that ever was worth a rap,” he said, as he concluded
his task and shoved her aside. “They just fade away and die under the responsibility. Did ye ever see
one go wrong with a sensible name like Cassiar, Siwash, or Husky? No, sir! Take a look at Shookum
here; he’s—"

Snap! The lean brute flashed up, the white teeth just missing Mason’s throat.

“Ye will, will ye?” A shrewd clout behind the ear with the butt of the dog whip stretched the
animal in the snow, quivering softly, a yellow slaver dripping from its fangs.

“As I was saying, just look at Shookum here—he’s got the spirit. Bet ye he eats Carmen before
the week’s out.”

“T'll bank another proposition against that,” replied Malemute Kid, reversing the frozen bread
placed before the fire to thaw. “We’ll eat Shookum before the trip is over. What d’ye say, Ruth?”

The Indian woman settled the coffee with a piece of ice, glanced from Malemute Kid to her
husband, then at the dogs, but vouchsafed no reply. It was such a palpable truism that none was
necessary. Two hundred miles of unbroken trail in prospect, with a scant six days’ grub for themselves
and none for the dogs, could admit no other alternative. The two men and the woman grouped about
the fire and began their meager meal. The dogs lay in their harnesses, for it was a midday halt, and
watched each mouthful enviously. “No more lunches after today,” said Malemute Kid. “And we’ve
got to keep a close eye on the dogs, they’re getting vicious. They’d just as soon pull a fellow down
as not, if they get a chance.”

“And I was president of an Epworth once, and taught in the Sunday school.” Having irrelevantly
delivered himself of this, Mason fell into a dreamy contemplation of his steaming moccasins, but was
aroused by Ruth filling his cup. “Thank God, we’ve got slathers of tea! I've seen it growing, down in
Tennessee. What wouldn’t I give for a hot corn pone just now! Never mind, Ruth; you won’t starve
much longer, nor wear moccasins either.”

The woman threw off her gloom at this, and in her eyes welled up a great love for her white
lord—the first white man she had ever seen—the first man whom she had known to treat a woman
as something better than a mere animal or beast of burden.

“Yes, Ruth,” continued her husband, having recourse to the macaronic jargon in which it was
alone possible for them to understand each other; “wait till we clean up and pull for the Outside. We'll
take the White Man’s canoe and go to the Salt Water. Yes, bad water, rough water—great mountains
dance up and down all the time. And so big, so far, so far away—you travel ten sleep, twenty sleep,
forty sleep”—he graphically enumerated the days on his fingers—*all the time water, bad water.
Then you come to great village, plenty people, just the same mosquitoes next summer. Wigwams oh,
so high—ten, twenty pines. Hi-yu skookum!”

He paused impotently, cast an appealing glance at Ma-lemute Kid, then laboriously placed
the twenty pines, end on end, by sign language. Malemute Kid smiled with cheery cynicism; but
Ruth’s eyes were wide with wonder, and with pleasure; for she half believed he was joking, and such
condescension pleased her poor woman’s heart.

“And then you step into a—a box, and pouf! up you go.” He tossed his empty cup in the
air by way of illustration and, as be deftly caught it, cried: “And biff! down you come. Oh, great
medicine men! You go Fort Yukon, I go Arctic City—twenty-five sleep—big string, all the time—
I catch him string—I say, 'Hello, Ruth! How are ye?”—and you say, ’Is that my good husband?—
and I say, "Yes—and you say, 'No can bake good bread, no more soda’—then I say, 'Look in cache,
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under flour; good-by.” You look and catch plenty soda. All the time you Fort Yukon, me Arctic City.
Hi-yu medicineman!”

Ruth smiled so ingenuously at the fairy story that both men burst into laughter. A row among
the dogs cut short the wonders of the Outside, and by the time the snarling combatants were separated,
she had lashed the sleds and all was ready for the trail.

“Mush! Baldy! Hi! Mush on!” Mason worked his whip smartly and, as the dogs whined low
in the traces, broke out the sled with the gee pole. Ruth followed with the second team, leaving
Malemute Kid, who had helped her start, to bring up the rear. Strong man, brute that he was, capable
of felling an ox at a blow, he could not bear to beat the poor animals, but humored them as a dog
driver rarely does—nay, almost wept with them in their misery.

“Come, mush on there, you poor sore-footed brutes!” he murmured, after several ineffectual
attempts to start the load. But his patience was at last rewarded, and though whimpering with pain,
they hastened to join their fellows.

No more conversation; the toil of the trail will not permit such extravagance. And of all
deadening labors, that of the Northland trail is the worst. Happy is the man who can weather a day’s
travel at the price of silence, and that on a beaten track.

And of all heartbreaking labors, that of breaking trail is the worst. At every step the great
webbed shoe sinks till the snow is level with the knee. Then up, straight up, the deviation of a fraction
of an inch being a certain precursor of disaster, the snowshoe must be lifted till the surface is cleared;
then forward, down, and the other foot is raised perpendicularly for the matter of half a yard. He
who tries this for the first time, if haply he avoids bringing his shoes in dangerous propinquity and
measures not his length on the treacherous footing, will give up exhausted at the end of a hundred
yards; he who can keep out of the way of the dogs for a whole day may well crawl into his sleeping
bag with a clear conscience and a pride which passeth all understanding; and he who travels twenty
sleeps on the Long Trail is a man whom the gods may envy.

The afternoon wore on, and, with the awe born of the White Silence, the voiceless travelers
bent to their work. Nature has many tricks wherewith she convinces man of his finity—the ceaseless
flow of the tides, the fury of the storm, the shock of the earthquake, the long roll of heaven’s artillery
—but the most tremendous, the most stupefying of all, is the passive phase of the White Silence. All
movement ceases, the sky clears, the heavens are as brass; the slightest whisper seems sacrilege, and
man becomes timid, affrighted at the sound of his own voice. Sole speck of life journeying across the
ghostly wastes of a dead world, he trembles at his audacity, realizes that his is a maggot’s life, nothing
more. Strange thoughts arise unsummoned, and the mystery of all things strives for utterance. And
the fear of death, of God, of the universe, comes over him—the hope of the Resurrection and the
Life, the yearning for immortality, the vain striving of the imprisoned essence—it is then, if ever,
man walks alone with God.

So wore the day away. The river took a great bend, and Mason headed his team for the cutoff
across the narrow neck of land. But the dogs balked at the high bank. Again and again, though Ruth
and Malemute Kid were shoving on the sled, they slipped back. Then came the concerted effort. The
miserable creatures, weak from hunger, exerted their last strength. Up—up—the sled poised on the
top of the bank; but the leader swung the string of dogs behind him to the right, fouling Mason’s
snowshoes. The result was grievous. Mason was whipped off his feet; one of the dogs fell in the traces;
and the sled toppled back, dragging everything to the bottom again.

Slash! the whip fell among the dogs savagely, especially upon the one which had fallen.

“Don’t, Mason,” entreated Malemute Kid; “the poor devil’s on its last legs. Wait and we’ll put
my team on.”

Mason deliberately withheld the whip till the last word had fallen, then out flashed the long
lash, completely curling about the offending creature’s body. Carmen—for it was Carmen—cowered
in the snow, cried piteously, then rolled over on her side.
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It was a tragic moment, a pitiful incident of the trail— a dying dog, two comrades in anger.
Ruth glanced solicitously from man to man. But Malemute Kid restrained himself, though there was
a world of reproach in his eyes, and, bending over the dog, cut the traces. No word was spoken. The
teams were double-spanned, and the difficulty overcome; the sleds were under way again, the dying
dog dragging herself along in the rear. As long as an animal can travel, it is not shot, and this last
chance is accorded it—the crawling into camp, if it can, in the hope of a moose being killed.

Already penitent for his angry action, but too stubborn to make amends, Mason toiled on at
the head of the cavalcade, little dreaming that danger hovered in the air. The timber clustered thick
in the sheltered bottom, and through this they threaded their way. Fifty feet or more from the trail
towered a lofty pine. For generations it had stood there, and for generations destiny had had this one
end in view—operhaps the same had been decreed of Mason.

He stooped to fasten the loosened thong of his moccasin. The sleds came to a halt, and the
dogs lay down in the snow without a whimper. The stillness was weird; not a breath rustled the frost-
encrusted forest; the cold and silence of outer space had chilled the heart and smote the trembling lips
of nature. A sigh pulsed through the air—they did not seem to actually hear it, but rather felt it, like
the premonition of movement in a motionless void. Then the great tree, burdened with its weight of
years and snow, played its last part in the tragedy of life. He heard the warning crash and attempted
to spring up but, almost erect, caught the blow squarely on the shoulder.

The sudden danger, the quick death—how often had Malemute Kid faced it! The pine needles
were still quivering as he gave his commands and sprang into action. Nor did the Indian girl faint or
raise her voice in idle wailing, as might many of her white sisters. At his order, she threw her weight
on the end of a quickly extemporized handspike, easing the pressure and listening to her husband’s
groans, while Malemute Kid attacked the tree with his axe. The steel rang merrily as it bit into the
frozen trunk, each stroke being accompanied by a forced, audible respiration, the “Huh!” “Huh!” of
the woodsman.

At last the Kid laid the pitiable thing that was once a man in the snow. But worse than his
comrade’s pain was the dumb anguish in the woman’s face, the blended look of hopeful, hopeless
query. Little was said; those of the Northland are early taught the futility of words and the inestimable
value of deeds. With the temperature at sixty-five below zero, a man cannot lie many minutes in the
snow and live. So the sled lashings were cut, and the sufferer, rolled in furs, laid on a couch of boughs.
Before him roared a fire, built of the very wood which wrought the mishap. Behind and partially over
him was stretched the primitive fly—a piece of canvas, which caught the radiating heat and threw it
back and down upon him—a trick which men may know who study physics at the fount.

And men who have shared their bed with death know when the call is sounded. Mason was
terribly crushed. The most cursory examination revealed it. His right arm, leg, and back were broken;
his limbs were paralyzed from the hips; and the likelihood of internal injuries was large. An occasional
moan was his only sign of life.

No hope; nothing to be done. The pitiless night crept slowly by—Ruth’s portion, the despairing
stoicism of her race, and Malemute Kid adding new lines to his face of bronze. In fact, Mason suffered
least of all, for he spent his time in eastern Tennessee, in the Great Smoky Mountains, living over the
scenes of his childhood. And most pathetic was the melody of his long-forgotten Southern vernacular,
as he raved of swimming holes and coon hunts and watermelon raids. It was as Greek to Ruth, but
the Kid understood and felt—felt as only one can feel who has been shut out for years from all that
civilization means.

Morning brought consciousness to the stricken man, and Malemute Kid bent closer to catch
his whispers.

“You remember when we foregathered on the Tanana, four years come next ice run? I didn’t
care so much for her then. It was more like she was pretty, and there was a smack of excitement about
it, I think. But d’ye know, I've come to think a heap of her. She’s been a good wife to me, always at
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my shoulder in the pinch. And when it comes to trading, you know there isn’t her equal. D’ye recollect
the time she shot the Moosehorn Rapids to pull you and me off that rock, the bullets whipping the
water like hailstones?—and the time of the famine at Nuklukyeto?—or when she raced the ice run
to bring the news? Yes, she’s been a good wife to me, better’n that other one. Didn’t know I'd been
there? Never told you, eh? Well, I tried it once, down in the States. That’s why I'm here. Been raised
together, too. I came away to give her a chance for divorce. She got it.

“But that’s got nothing to do with Ruth. I had thought of cleaning up and pulling for the Outside
next year—her and [—but it’s too late. Don’t send her back to her people, Kid. It’s beastly hard for a
woman to go back. Think of it!—nearly four years on our bacon and beans and flour and dried fruit,
and then to go back to her fish and caribou. It’s not good for her to have tried our ways, to come to
know they’re better'n her people’s, and then return to them. Take care of her, Kid—why don’t you?
—but no, you always fought shy of them—and you never told me why you came to this country. Be
kind to her, and send her back to the States as soon as you can. But fix it so as she can come back
—Iliable to get homesick, you know.

“And the youngster—it’s drawn us closer, Kid. I only hope it is a boy. Think of it!—flesh of
my flesh, Kid. He mustn’t stop in this country. And if it’s a girl, why, she can’t. Sell my furs; they’ll
fetch at least five thousand, and I've got as much more with the company. And handle my interests
with yours. I think that bench claim will show up. See that he gets a good schooling; and, Kid, above
all, don’t let him come back. This country was not made for white men.

“I'm a gone man, Kid. Three or four sleeps at the best. You’ve got to go on. You must go on!
Remember, it’s my wife, it’s my boy—O God! I hope it’s a boy! You can’t stay by me—and I charge
you, a dying man, to pull on.”

“Give me three days,” pleaded Malemute Kid. “You may change for the better; something may
turn up.”

“No.”

“Just three days.”

“You must pull on.”

“Two days.”

“It’'s my wife and my boy, Kid. You would not ask it.”

“One day.”

“No, no! I charge—"

“Only one day. We can shave it through on the grub, and I might knock over a moose.”

“No—all right; one day, but not a minute more. And, Kid, don’t—don’t leave me to face it
alone. Just a shot, one pull on the trigger. You understand. Think of it! Think of it! Flesh of my flesh,
and I'll never live to see him!

“Send Ruth here. I want to say good-by and tell her that she must think of the boy and not wait
till 'm dead. She might refuse to go with you if I didn’t. Good-by, old man; good-by.

“Kid! I say—a—sink a hole above the pup, next to the slide. I panned out forty cents on my
shovel there.”

“And, Kid!” he stooped lower to catch the last faint words, the dying man’s surrender of his
pride. “I'm sorry—for—you know—Carmen.”

Leaving the girl crying softly over her man, Malemute Kid slipped into his parka and snowshoes,
tucked his rifle under his arm, and crept away into the forest. He was no tyro in the stern sorrows
of the Northland, but never had he faced so stiff a problem as this. In the abstract, it was a plain,
mathematical proposition—three possible lives as against one doomed one. But now he hesitated. For
five years, shoulder to shoulder, on the rivers and trails, in the camps and mines, facing death by field
and flood and famine, had they knitted the bonds of their comradeship. So close was the tie that he
had often been conscious of a vague jealousy of Ruth, from the first time she had come between.
And now it must be severed by his own hand.
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Though he prayed for a moose, just one moose, all game seemed to have deserted the land,
and nightfall found the exhausted man crawling into camp, light-handed, heavy-hearted. An uproar
from the dogs and shrill cries from Ruth hastened him.

Bursting into the camp, he saw the girl in the midst of the snarling pack, laying about her with
an axe. The dogs had broken the iron rule of their masters and were rushing the grub. He joined
the issue with his rifle reversed, and the hoary game of natural selection was played out with all
the ruthlessness of its primeval environment. Rifle and axe went up and down, hit or missed with
monotonous regularity; lithe bodies flashed, with wild eyes and dripping fangs; and man and beast
fought for supremacy to the bitterest conclusion. Then the beaten brutes crept to the edge of the
firelight, licking their wounds, voicing their misery to the stars.

The whole stock of dried salmon had been devoured, and perhaps five pounds of flour remained
to tide them over two hundred miles of wilderness. Ruth returned to her husband, while Malemute
Kid cut up the warm body of one of the dogs, the skull of which had been crushed by the axe. Every
portion was carefully put away, save the hide and offal, which were cast to his fellows of the moment
before.

Morning brought fresh trouble. The animals were turning on each other. Carmen, who still
clung to her slender thread of life, was downed by the pack. The lash fell among them unheeded. They
cringed and cried under the blows, but refused to scatter till the last wretched bit had disappeared
—bones, hide, hair, everything.

Malemute Kid went about his work, listening to Mason, who was back in Tennessee, delivering
tangled discourses and wild exhortations to his brethren of other days.

Taking advantage of neighboring pines, he worked rapidly, and Ruth watched him make a cache
similar to those sometimes used by hunters to preserve their meat from the wolverines and dogs. One
after the other, he bent the tops of two small pines toward each other and nearly to the ground, making
them fast with thongs of moosehide. Then he beat the dogs into submission and harnessed them to
two of the sleds, loading the same with everything but the furs which enveloped Mason. These he
wrapped and lashed tightly about him, fastening either end of the ropes to the bent pines. A single
stroke of his hunting knife would release them and send the body high in the air.

Ruth had received her husband’s last wishes and made no struggle. Poor girl, she had learned
the lesson of obedience well. From a child, she had bowed, and seen all women bow, to the lords
of creation, and it did not seem in the nature of things for woman to resist. The Kid permitted her
one outburst of grief, as she kissed her husband—her own people had no such custom—then led
her to the foremost sled and helped her into her snowshoes. Blindly, instinctively, she took the gee
pole and whip, and “mushed” the dogs out on the trail. Then he returned to Mason, who had fallen
into a coma, and long after she was out of sight crouched by the fire, waiting, hoping, praying for
his comrade to die.

It is not pleasant to be alone with painful thoughts in the White Silence. The silence of gloom
is merciful, shrouding one as with protection and breathing a thousand intangible sympathies; but the
bright White Silence, clear and cold, under steely skies, is pitiless.

An hour passed—two hours—but the man would not die. At high noon the sun, without raising
its rim above the southern horizon, threw a suggestion of fire athwart the heavens, then quickly drew
it back. Malemute Kid roused and dragged himself to his comrade’s side. He cast one glance about
him. The White Silence seemed to sneer, and a great fear came upon him. There was a sharp report;
Mason swung into his aerial sepulchre, and Malemute Kid lashed the dogs into a wild gallop as he
fled across the snow.
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bijga Tuma

— Kapmen 6isibilie 1BOX IHIB HE BUTPUMAE.

MeiicoH BUILTIOHYB IIIMATOK JIbOIY 1 MOXMYPO [JISIHYB Ha Oi40JallIHy TBAPUHY; OTIM MiJHIC 11
Jlary 10 poTa i MOYaB BIArpU3aTH Jifl, 10 HAMEP3 MIX KITSIMHU.

— Hikomu He 6auuB, abu co0aka 3 XUMEPHUM iMeHeM OyB YOroch BapTHii, — MOBUB BiH, CKiH-
YMBIIM CBOE 3aHATTS, 1 BIJIITOBXHYB COOaKy reTb. — BOHM TUIBKM MEpeBOASATHCS HIHAIIO, a TIOTIM
30MXaloTh. Ty Konuck 6auuB, 100 i3 cobakolo, sAkoro 3Batu npocro Kacksap, Cusain abo Xacki, cra-
nocs mock guxe? Erex, n3yceku! Ot nornisHe Ha lykyma; BiH. ..

Xon! Oxnsunii 3Bip cTpuOHYB yropy, i Oi1i 3you kianHyau 611 ropaa MeiicoHa.

— Tu o ue pobwur, ra?

Kopcrokuil ynap pykiB’siM Harasi 3a ByXOM MOBaJIMB coOaky B cHir. BiH TpycuBcs, 3 marii
KaraJjia OoBTa CJIMHA.

— 4 x xazaB, norsaHb Ha [llykyma. Ouelt He cxuOuTh! 3akiianaiocs, 11e 10 KiHIS THXKHS BiH
3kepe KapmeH.

— A g nmponoHy poOUTH CTaBKy Ha iHIne, — o3BaBcst Meimior Kiz, nepeBepraouu X0, o
BiZTaBaB OiJis1 BOTHIO. — 3aKJIAJIAl0Cs, MH IIIe JI0 KiHIs Hamoi nogopoxi 3'imo [lykyma. Ilo ckaxer,
Pyt?

Inpianka nokJana y KaBy rpyJouKy JibO1y, iepesesna norisag i3 Meitnmiora Kiga Ha cBoro voso-
BiKa, MOTIM Ha co0ak, aje BiJNOBICTH He 3Baxmiaacs. Llsg oueBnaHa icTMHA He BUMarasa MigTBep-
JKeHb. IX ueKaau ABICTi MIJIb IOPOTH 1O HEMPOI3HOMY IUTAXY, TKi /1 HAX caMMX JUIIUIOCA Ha
IIiCTh JIHIB, a 7151 cO0aK 1 30BCIM HIUOro, — OTe, BUOOpy He Oyio. [IBo€ JONOBIKIB i KiHKa MiJCy-
HYJIMCS IO BOTHUINA i IPUCTYIHJIM /IO CBOTO 3JIMAEHHOTO CHiIaHKy. COOaKM Jiekal y 3arpsokii, 00
HACTaB 4ac JEHHOIo NEePEroYMHKY, 1 3a3/IpiCHO MPOBOAKAIM NOMISIOM KOXHHUIA IIIMATOK.

— Bin 3aBTpa — HisIKMX CHiaHKIB, — cka3aB Meimiot Kin. — I Tpeba HarnsigaTu 3a cobakamu,
a TO BOHU reTh 3HaxaOH1M. TiIbKY Jaii TM BOJTIO, TOPJISIHKY TOO1 Meperpu3yTh.

— A s x kommch OyB crapoctoro EnBoptcebkol napadii i BUKJIAIaB y HeIUTbHIN ITKOJT !

I, MOBMBIIM 1Ie HE 3HATH AJIs Yoro, MelcoH NOPUHYB y IpIMOTHE CHOIISJaHHS CBOIX MOKa-
CHHIB, OJ1 IKMX MiJHIManacd napa. Ta Pyt nepepBasia Horo po3aymMu, HaJIMBILIY HOMY YalIKy KaBH.

— JIsixyBatu Borogi, 4ato B Hac jocuts! $1 6aumBs, sk BiH pocte — Tam, y TenHecci. Yoro 6 st 3apa3
He /1aB 3a raps4y KykypyassaHy nepeniuky! He xypucs, PyT; ckopo T06i He 10BeAeTbCs TONOAyBaTH,
Ta 1 MOKaCMHM HOCUTH He OyJie MOTpeOH.

7KiHka, MOYyBIIH I1i CJIOBa, TPOXHU MOBECEiIaa, i 11 04i 3aCBITHIIUCS JIIOOOB’IO JI0 11 O1JIoro
BOJIOZIApsI — MEPILIOro OiI0ro YOJIOBiKa, SIKOTO BOHA 3yCTpijia, MEepIoro Y0I0BiKa Ha 11 Mam’sTi, IKUi
HE BBaKaB JKIHKY 32 HEPO3yMHY TBapHHY 4 B'IOUHY Xy100y.

— Tak, PyT, — NOBIB J1aJ1i YOJIOBIK TI€I0 XMMEPHOI MOBOIO, SIKOI0 BOHM JIMIIIEHb 1 MOIJIM MIOPO-
3yMITHUCS, — 3aU€Kail TPOXHU, CKOPO MU BHUIIEMO 3BiAICH JO aleKoro Kpaw. BizbMemo kaHoe 61101
monuHY 1 norumeemo 1o Cononol Boau. Tak, norana Boga, 371a Boja — Haye BEJIMKI TOPUA BECh Yac
CTpUOAIOTh Yropy Ta BHU3. A 11 Tak Oarato, TUIMBTH 110 Hill TaK JIaJIeKo! Inem necsarrb cHiB, ABaIIATH
CHIB, COPOK, — BiH MOJIIYMB JHI Ha MaJIbISIX, — 1 BECh Yac BOAa, NoraHa Boja. IlotiM nmpuinemo o
BEJIMKOTO CEJIMILA, JIIOIEH TaM CUJIa, IK OTO KOMapiB YIITKY. BirBamu — oro-ro, siki BUCOKI, SIK JIECSTb,
JOBAALATH COCOH! Xai-10 CKyKyM!. ..

Bin 3aTHyBCS, KUHYBIIH OaraibHUi norsisa Ha Meriviora Kiza, motiM novas crapaHHO MOKa-
3yBaTH 3HaKaMH, SIK MOXKHA IOCTAaBUTH OJIHA HA OAHY ABaalATh cocoH. Meimior Kia riy3nuBo
BCMIXHYBCS; Ta 04l PyT po3mmpuiucs Bij noausy 1 BTixu. BoHa Maiike He BipuJia y CJIoBa YOJIOBIKa,
rajana, 1o BiH JKapTye, 1 Taka Jacka Tiimia OiiHe KiHoYe ceplie.

— A MOTIM CSAAEMO y... Yy CKpUHIO 1 — nip! — moixanu. — BiH MiIKMHYB MOPOXHIO YalIKy B
TOBITPS 1, CIPUTHO BIIMMABIIH 11, 3aKpU4aB: — A noTiM — nd-¢p! — 1 mpuixamm. O, Benuki mamaHu!
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Tu inem y ®oprt-lOKoH, a g 10 ApKTIK-CiTi — ABaAUATh II'ATh CHIB — BEJIMKA MOTY3Ka TATHEThCS, 5
Xaraio MOTY3KY 1 Kaxy: «Aio, Pyt! fk ca maem?» — a ti kaxent: «Lle TH, yonoBiueHbKy 7» S kaxy:
«Tak». A i kaxenr: «He MoXHa CrieKTH rapHuid XJ1i0: conu Hemae». S kaxy: «[loguBucs B KOMopi,
i 6opomHoM. Bysaii!» Tu igem 1o komopwu i 3Haxonui coay. I Bech yac u 'y ®@opr-IOkoHi, s —
B ApKTiK-ciTi. OTaki BOHM, IIaMaHu !

Pyt Tak HaiBHO BCMixXHYyacs 1iil 4apiBHi# iCTOpII, 110 000€ YOIOBIKiB pO3PEroTaIMCs BroJoC.
Ta cobaya rpu3Hs HAIBOPI MOKJIajIa Kpai OIoBi/Ii PO AMBa JAJIEKOTo Kpalo, a Ha TON Jac, KO co0ak
yramyBaJv, )iHKa BiKe BCTUIJIA TIPUB’3aTH HAPTH, i BCce OyJI0 TOTOBO TSI MTOJAOPOXKI.

— Any, Jlucuit! Any, pym!

Me¥icoH JISICHYB Haraem i, KOJIM COOAKM 3pYUIMIM 3 MiCIlsl, BiJIITOBXHYB HapTU MOBOPOT-
HOIO epauHol. PyT 1Xxana 3a HUM CJIiIOM Ha JIpyrii 3anpsokii, a Meinmior Kin, qornomaraiouu it
PYLIUTH, JUIIABCs No3aay. lykuil i CyBOpHi YOJIOBIK, 30aTHUNA yIapoM 3BAIUTH OMKa, BIH HE Mir
OWTH HEIACHUX TBAPUH 1 KaJIiB 1X, 110 MOTOHWYi cOOaK poOssATh He yacto. ByBasio, BiH Jienp He ma-
KaB 13 JaJlio, AUBJISTYNCh HA HUX.

— AHy, Briepes, KyJIbraBlli B 6iomnariHi! — mpoOypyaB BiH MiCIs KiJIbKOX MapHUX CIIPoO 3py-
IIATH HAPTH. AJie 3pelTolo Horo TepriHHs OyJI0 BUHATOPOKEHE, i cOOaKH, X0u i 3 OOICHIM BHC-
KOM, MOCHIIINJIN BCJIif] 32 CBOIMU TOBApUIIIAMHU.

Po3moBu npunuHmncs. 3Heroau UIsXy He JO3BOJAIOTh TAKO1 PO3KOIII. A MOJOPOXK Y MiBHIY-
HIM Kpalo — Lie HalTsk4a npaus 3 ycix, 1o € B cBiti. HlacaiBuii Toi, XTO 111HOI MOBYaHHS BATPUMAE
JeHb TaKO1 JOPOTH — X0oua O 1Mo OUTOMY IILISAXY.

AJne HalTsK4a Mpaus — TopyBaTH HUIsAX. [Ipy KOXKHOMY Kpolli IIMPOKI IJIETEH] JIMKI poBa-
JIOIOThCS, 1 CHIT csArae KouiH. [ToTiM TpebGa BUTATTH HOTY, TPUMAIOUH 11 IPSMO — 60 BiAXMJICHHs YOiK
XO0Y Ha JIOMM MOKe MTPU3BECTH 10 011, — MIOKU JIMKa He OYUCTUThCS Bij cHiry. Toai TpeGa ctynutu
BIlepe]] i MiJHIMaTh Jpyry HOTY, TaKOX HIOHAalMeHIle Ha MiB’spaa. Toi, XTo poOUTh 1ie Breplie —
HAaBITh SKIIO HE TIEPEUYETTUTLCS OIHIEI0 JIMKEIO 32 1HIIY 1 HE BUTATHETHCS Ha BECh 3PICT Y MiJICTYITHOMY
CHIry, — 4yepe3 CTO SIpIiB IreTb 3HECUJIIE€; TOM, XTO 32 BECh JIEHb KOJHOTO pa3y He TPanuTh IMijl HOTU
coOakaM, MOXe 3 YUCTUM CyMJTIIHHSAM 1 I[IJIKOM 3pO3YyMLJIOI0 TOPIICTIO 3aJTi3aTh y CHAIBHUIA MIITIOK;
a TOMY, XTO MIPOiie ABAALSTH CHIB 10 J{OBriii CTEKMHI, MOXKYTb 3a3pUTH OOTH.

Beuopino, i MaHAPIBHUKU, CKYTi IMMAHOOIMBUM OCTpaxoM Iepeia bBinoio Twuirelo, TopyBaiu
co0i nuisgx. Y npupoau € 6arato croco0iB MepeKoHaTH HAC y TOMY, III0 MU CMEPTHi: Oe3HaCcTaHHI
MIPUTUIUBH 1 BiATUIMBH, JIOTi IITOPMH, KaXHW 3eMJIETPYCY, TYPKIT HebecHol aptuiepii. Ta cepen mux
SIBUII HAMOUTbITIE THITUTH 1 Kaxa€ He3BOPYIIHUIA CIIOKiN Bijiol TUIIm, KoMK TOBKOJIA BCE 3aBMUPAE,
sicCKpaBe He0O TOpPUTh MiJISTHAM OJIMCKOM, HaBiTh TMUXUH IIETIT 3BYYUTh SIK OMIO3HIPCTBO, i CTOPO-
TiJ1a JTIOJIMHA JISIKAETHCS BIACHOTO roiocy. CaMOTHSI KpUXTa KUTTs, 1110 TIOB3€ M0 TPUMAapHii mycTei
MEPTBOI'O CBITy, BOHA 3 OCTPAaXxOM JIyMa€ MpO CBOIO 3yXBaJiCTh, YCBIJOMJIIOIOUH, IO 11 )KUTTS — 1€
KUTTS XpoOaka, He OijibIiie. Y Hel MUMOBOJTI 3’ SIBJISTIOThCS TUBHI JIyMKH, TalHA BChOT'O CYIIIOTO IITYKA€
BTLJIEHH:. | JIIOQMHOIO OBOJIOZIBAE CTpax mepejl cMepTio, repel borom, nepesa BcecBiToMm, 1 Hajlisl Ha
BOCKPECIHHS Ta XUTT, 1 ’kara Oe3cMepTst — Oe3cuiie MparHeHHs YB I3HEHOTO €CTBA; 1 TOMI JTIOIUHA
JINIIAETHCS HAOOUHIN 3 Borom.

Jlenb MuHYyB. BoHM BUAIILIH 10 MicClisl, JIe TUPJIO PiuKH 3BepTasio BOIK, i MeiCOH MOrHaB CBOIO
3anpspKKY Yepe3 HU3bKUIA MHUC, a0 3pi3aTh KyT. Ajie cOOaKM He MOTIJIM MOAOJATH KPYTHH MiJiHOM.
Pyt 1 Meiinmior Kiz 3HOB 1 3HOB IITOBXa/I HAPTH Briepes, Ta mapHo. Ille onHe Biguaiayiise 3ycuuis;
HEeIacHI TBapuHH, OcIali BiJl TOJOLY, HAPYKWJIM OCTaHHI CHUIM. Buine. .. BuIle. .. i HAPTU BUPH-
HyJM Ha Oeper. AJjie BaTaOK IMOTATHYB 3allpsDKKY BIPABO, 1 HAPTU HAIXayld Ha JIMKi MeiicoHa.
Hacnigku Oynm BenbMu cyMHi: MelicoHa 30110 3 Hir', OIMH 13 cO0aK yIaB, 3aIUTyTaBIIKCh B YIPSTKi,
1 HApPTH 3ICKOB3HY/IM BHU3, TATHYYH 32 COO0I0 COOaK.

JIsicw! Jlsicw!.. Harait 6e3xanbHO CBUCTIB HaJ| cOOaKaMH, i HalOIbINe IOCTPaXJaB BUHYBaTeIlb
MOl
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— Tl'oxi, Meiicone, — BrpytuBcs Metinmior Kin. — Bin, 6inonaxa, i Tak jeipb XUBHMA. 3aueKai,
Kpallle IpUIpsKeMo MOIX.

MeiicoH CMOKiiHO YeKaB, MOKH TOU JJOrOBOPUTH; & TIOTIM JIOBI'HIA Harai 3HOBY OOBHBCSI HABKOJIO
Tila codaku. KapmeH — a To Oys1a caMe BOHA — 3 JKaJTIOHMM CKaBYAHHSM 3illlyJIHJIacs B CHITY, MOTIM
nepeBepHy’acs Ha OiK.

Lle Oyna TsKKa MHUTB, TPUKpA MOiA B I0OPO3i: 3IUXa€ coOaKa, IBOE TOBAPUIIIB CBAPATHCS. PyT
OrarajbHO TUBHWJIACS TO HAa OJHOTO, TO HA iHIIOro 3 YosoBiKiB. Ajie Meimior Kin omanysas cebe,
Xo4a B Horo norsisii 6yB IMOOKUI JOKip, 1, CXMJIMBIIMCH O cOOAKH, repepizaB MBOpKU. HixTo He
MOBWB Hi CJTOBA. 3anpsiKKU 3B’I13JTM Pa30oM, IMiioM OyB MMOJOJIAaHWIA, HAPTHU 3HOB PYIIMJIM BIepe, a
nenp :xxuBa Kapmen rienTanacs noszany. Iloku BoHa Moxe WTH, 11 HE IPUCTPEJIAATS, 1 B HET JIMIIAETHCS
OCTaHHIM IIaHC Ha XUTTS — JIATH 10 IPUBAITY, [Ie OO MOXYTh YOUTH JIOCS.

[IIkomyroun mpo CBili BUNHOK, ajie 3 TOPIOIIIB He 313HAIYKCH Y IIboMY, MelCOH mpoOupaBcs
BIlepe]] TIEPIIMM 1 He MiJJO3pIoBaB, sKa 3arpo3a HaBUCIA HaJ HUM. BoHn TopyBau coli nutsix yepes
I'YCTUI YarapHUK y JONWHI. 3a IATAecAT (PyTiB Ol HUX BUCOYiJIa MOTYTHS COCHAa. BoHa crosiia TyT
6araTo IeCATHIITh, 1 IOBI1 POKY JIOJIS CyAMJIa 11 TaKWA KiHeIb — a MOXe, i MeHCOHY TaKOX.

Bin 3ynuHuBcsi, o0 3aTSArHy Ty ocnadiuii peMiHb Ha MoKacuHi. Haptu craimy, i cob6aku MOBUKH
JATM Ha cHir. [laHyBajla MOTOpOIITHA THIIA; y MOPO3HOMY JTici He OyJI0 UyTH Hi 3BYKY, X0JOJ 1 6e3-
MOBHICTb BIIKPUTOTO IIPOCTOPY 3aMOPO3WIIU CEPLIe TPUPOIM 1 CKYBaJIM 11 TpEMTIUBI BycTa. Partom
y HOBITp1 MPOTYHAJIO 3iTXaHHS — BOHU HaBiTh HE MOYYJIH, a PaJlIe BiAUy/IU UOTO, SIK IIPOBICHUK PyXY
cepell HeMOPYUIHOI MYCTKU. A MOTIM BeIWYE3HE JepeBO, CXUJIEHE il TArapeM pPOKiB 1 CHITY, BUKO-
HAJIO CBOIO OCTAHHIO POJIb Y Tpare/il KkUTTs. MelcOoH MovyB 3arpo3/IMBHIA TPICK 1 pBOHYBCS YOIK, Ta
IIOIHO BiH BUITPOCTABCS, I€PEBO BIAPUIIO MOTO MO IUIeYy.

PanroBa Hebesrneka, Harsla cMepTh — sIK yacto Meinmior Kin nuBuBces M y muue! Tonku Ha
BiTax illle TPEMTiIM, KOJIM BiH OJ/IaB HaKa3 KiHIII ¥ caM KUHYBCS Ha romid. [H/1iaHka Maso 3Hernpu-
TOMHIJIa 1 HE cTaJla MApHO TOJIOCHUTH, SIK 3poOuiIa O UM He KOXHa 3 11 OiMX cecTep. 3a HaKa3oM
Meiinmiora Kiga BoHa BCiM TUIOM HajifAria Ha KEpAMHY, 1O CIyryBajla 3aMiCTh Baxess, MOJIEeTIIy-
I0YM TATap 1 MPUCITYXAIOUUCh JI0 CTOTOHIB Y0JIOBiKa, a Menmior Kin py6as aepeBo cokuporo. Kpuiis
BeCeJIO JI3BEH1JIa, BIPU3al0uNCh y 3aMep3/iid CTOBOYP, 1 KOKHHIA yaap CYNpPOBOIKYBABCS 3HEMOXe-
HUM ronocHuM BuauxoM Kina.

Hapemri BiH MOKJIaB Ha CHIr JKaJIOTiIHI PEIITKU TOTO, IO KOJKCh OyJIO JIOAUHOW0. AJie 1e
CTpAIIIHIIIO, Hi’k MyKa HOro ToBapuiiia, Oy;1a HiMa ckopOoTa Ha OOIMYYi KiHKH Ta 11 OIS, CTIOB-
HEeHUH 1 Hafil, 1 6e3HamiiHol Tyru. ['oBopru BoHM HeOarato: Ha [TiBHOYI CKOpO Mi3HAIOTH OE3IliHb
CJIIB 1 JOPOroLiHHICTh BUMHKIB. [Ipy Temnepatypi MmiCTAECAT I'ATh IPAAyCiB HUKYE HYJIS JIIOAMHA
HE MOXe TPOoJIe’kaTH Ha CHITYy Oibllle KUTbKOX XBWJIMH 1 JIMIIATHCS KUBOK. TOMY BOHM 3pi3aiii 3
HapT peMEHi, 3arOpPHY/IM HEIIACHOT'O Y XyTPO 1 MOKJIAJIM Ha MiACTWIKY 3 r'ulok. [lepen HUM posnaivim
BOTHHIIIE, CKJIaJIeHEe 3 T1JUISL TOTO K CaMOro JiepeBa, o OyJI0 MPUYMHOIO HEIacTsl. 3ropy HATATHYJIH
MPUMITUBHY 3aBiCy — IIIMAaTOK IOJIOTHA, 1110 3aTPUMYBAaB TEIUIO 1 BIAKMIAB MOTO BHU3, — XUTPICTb,
BiJIOMa BCIM, XTO BUBYAE (PI3UKY B MPUPOI.

Jlionu, SIKUM IOBOIMIIOCS AUTUTH JIOKE 31 CMEPTIO, BITI3HAIOTH 11 MOKJIMK. MelcoH OyB CTpaIHo
ckatiuenuit. Ile BUABHMIOCA Bke MY 10O kHOMY orsi. Voro npapa pyka, Hora i xpeGeT Oy 37a-
MaHi, TiJIO Bijl TIOMEpeKy Mapajii3oBaHe; BHYTPIIIHI OPraHu, MaOyTh, T€X 3a3HAIN TSKKUX YIIKOM-
keHb. JIuIe MooAMHOKI CTOTOHM CBITYMIIM TIPO Te, 10 BiH KUBUM.

7KonHoi Hapail; TyT yxe Hidoro He Baienl. besxkanbHa Hiv Tamiacs nosoii — Pyt nepexuna 1i
31 CTOIYHMM BiJJYa€M, BIACTUBUM 11 IJIeMeHi, a Ha OpoH30BOMY oOmmuyi MeiMiora Kima mposnsrio
KiJIbKa HOBUX 3MOPINOK. BiiacHe, MelicoH cTpaskiaB MeHIIIe Bijl ycix, 00 BiH OyB qayeko, y CxiqHoMy
Tennecci, y Benmukux Tymanaux ['opax, i 3HOBY nepekuBaB CBOE AUTHHCTBO. | TMOOKMiA po3nay
OpWHIB y MeJoflil 1JaBHO 3a0yTOro MiBAEHHOTO MICTa, KOJIM BiH MapyB PO KYIAHHS y CTaBKY, MPO
TIOJIIOBaHHS HAa €HOTA 1 BWJIa3Ky 3a KaByHamu. [l PyT nie Oyna uyxa moBa, ane Kin yce posymis
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1 BII4yBaB — Tak TOCTPO, SIK TUIbKM MOXeE BiJUyBaTH JIIOIMHA, HA JOBI1 POKM BijipBaHa BiJl yCbOIO,
1110 3BEThCS LUBLII3ALIIE€I0.

Bpanmi Mevicon npuiiioB o Tsamu, 1 Meiinmior Kifg mocyHyBcst 6imkye 1O HOrO, Hamaraio-
YKCh YJIOBUTH JIEb UyTHUI LIETIIT:

— INam’sitaent, sik Mu 3yctpismcs Ha Tanani? Y HacTynHuUi Kpuroxig Oyae 4otupu poku. Tomi
s He yxe moouB 1. [Ipocto BoHa Oys1a rapHEeHbKa, i 51 TOyMaB: a YOM O 1 He PO3BAXKUTHCS TPOXU?
AJle X T 3HaEI, TOTIM S TUTBKU | JiyMaB, 10 1po Hel. BoHa Oyna 1oOpoio APYXUHOI0, — 3aBKAU
nopyd. | B HammoMy pemeci, cam 3Haen, i Hema piBHUX. [Tam’siTaen, sk BOHa MeperiMBiia OUCTPUHY
Jlocunwii Pir, abu 3HSTH Hac i3 TOOOIO 31 CKeJb, Ta IIIe 1 MiJ] MOCTPiaMH, — KyJIi TaK i HEepilliIa 1o
BOMi... A Toi ronon y Hyknykaito? A sik BoHa Oiria 1o Jibofy, mo0 npuHecTd Ham 3BicTKy? Tak,
BOHA OyJia T0OPOI0 JPYKUHOI0, — KPaIolo, Hixk Ta, iHIma... Ty He 3HaB, 1o 51 OyB ofpyxeHuit? 5 x
He Ka3aB 100i? Tak, cripobyBaB Oyso onpyxutucs — tam, y llItartax. Ock oMy s TyT. A MM K pazom
pocu... [Toixas, abu atu 1if IpuBijA 10 po3aydeHHs. Tenep BoHa HOro Matume.

Axe 3 Pyt yce Oyno no-iHmomy. 51 tymaB, CKIHUMMO TYT YCi CIIPaBH i HACTYITHOTO POKY ITO1/IEMO
3BiJICH, — 51 1 BOHA... a Terep yxke mi3Ho. Tu 11 He Bianmpasisai 1o ii remeni, Kine. Lle Oyze 3 Oica
TSDKKO JIJIS1 JKIHKH, — TIOBEPHYTUCH TYAH. TiJIbKM MOgyMail — YOTHPH POKH ICTU 3 HAMHU IITUHKY, 000,
OOpoIIHO i cylieHi (PPyKTH, a MOTIM — 3HOB puOy Ta onieHs4e M'sico! He MoxkHa 1 oBepraTucs —
BOHA BiKe 3BUKJIA )KUTH TIO-HAIIOMY, CITi3HaJIa Kpamoro kutTs. [londait mpo Hel, Kige. A Mmoxe, Tu. ..
Ta Hi, TH 3aBXk/IM OCTEpiraBcs *KiHOK. .. TH K MEHi Tak 1 He CKa3aB, Y0ro Npuixas clogu. byab n1oopum
1o Hel, ckopime Bianpas 11 y lltatu. Ta skino 3axoue, Hexail MOBEPHETHCS. .. MOXE, KOJIMCh BOHA
CKYYMTb 32 PIJHUM JOMOM.

A Manwid... BiH ime TicHime nmo’s3aB Hac, Kinge. 4 tak xouy mymary, 1o 1ie Oyjie XJIOMJHK.
Tinbku nomymaii! ITnots Bia moti moei, Kize. MoMy He MOXHA TyT IMIIATHCH. A AKIIO JiBYMHKA. ..
Ta Hi, IIbOro He Moxe OyTu. [Iponaii Mol Ky pH; 32 HUX 11y Th TUCSY IT SITh, 1 I1Ie CTIBKY X HA MOEMY
paxyHky B Komnanii. BnagHaii Moi cipaBu pa3om 3i cBoimH. Jlymato, Hallia 3asiBKa ceOe BUTIPaBJIAE.
JloroMoxu oMy OTpUMATH rapHy OCBiTy... 1 e, Kige, — 1ie HaliroyoBHille, — He JO3BOJSI oMY
Beprarucs cionu. Ls kpaina ve ist Oiux Jozei.

MeHi rariuk, Ipysxe. ¥ Kpaiomy pasi — Tpu AHi, Moxke, YoTupH. Bu mycure iitu nasi. Mycure!
[Mam’saTait, 1ie Mos1 ApyKuHa, Miid chH. .. ['ocogu! SIk6u k To OyB XJ10murk ! Bam He MOKHA JIUITIATHCS
31 MHOI0. Ile MosI ocTaHHS BOJIA — UIITh!

— Jait MeHi Tpu jaHi, — OnaransHO MoBuB Meimior Kin. — Moxe, T00i cTaHe Kpailie; XTO3Ha,
1110 BOHO Oyjie.

- Hi.

— Tinbku Tpu OHi.

— Inite!

— JlBa aHi.

— Ile mos npysxuHa i miit cuH, Kige. He nmpocu meHe.

— OpuH neHb.

— Hi, ni! 4 Hakazympo...

— Tinbku ouH eHb. I3 Txe MU I0Ch MPUAYMAEMO; MOXE, 51 MiACTPEITIO JIOCS.

—Hi!.. Hy, rapa3n. Onus aeHs — i Hi xButuHE Oitbine. I me, Kize. . . He 3anvinail MeHe BMUpaTu
camoro. OuH MOCTpPisI, — MPOCTO HATUCHYTU Ha Kypok. 3po3ymiB? [logymaii nipo ue... [logymaii!
[T1n0Th BiJ MJIOTI MOET, a 51 HIKOJIM HOTO He modauy. ..

Ckaxu PyT, Hexaii npuiige. 51 xody nomporaTucs 3 Helo, CKa3aT, o0 BoHa 10ajia mpo CUHa i
He YeKaJia, OKU s IOMpY. A TO BOHA IIe BiIMOBUTHCS UTH 3 TOOOI0. [Ipoiasaid, Apyxe. .. MpOIaBaii.
Kige! Cnyxaii... TpeOa komnaTu Buille, Ha cXuii. § Tam mopa3y qoOyBaB IIEHTIB Ha COpOK... I mie,
Kige...

Toil cxunmBest HUKYe, abu po3iOpaTh OCTaHHI CJIOBA — CIIOBiJb MIOMUPAIOYOTO, 10 TO30yBCS
CBO€I TOpIUHI.
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— IIpoGau MeHi... TH 3Ha€II, 3a 0. .. 32 KapmeH.

3aMIIMBIIY KIHKY TUXO TUIaKaTy Oist yosoBika, Meinmior Kig ogsrHyB mapky i JMxi, B3sB
PYLIHHMITIO 1 Tof1aBcst 10 Jiicy. Bin He OyB HOBaykoM y OopHi mpotu joTol [TiBHOUI, Ta 111e HiKOIH
riepe/] HUM He CTOSUIO Take BaKKe 3aBAaHHsI. SIKIIo AMBUTHUCS TBEpe30, 1ie OyB MPOCTUI PO3PAXyHOK:
TPU JKUTTS MIPOTH OJHOTO — MpUpedeHoro. Ase BiH Barascs. [T pokiB MJIi4-o-IUIiY, Ha piuKax 1
CTEKMHAX, HA CTOSIHKAX, y KOMaJIbHSAX, IEPEe] JIULIEM CMEPTI Ha TOJII0OBAHHI, Y MOBiHb, Y TOJIOJ, — OCb
1110 MOB’sI3yBaJIO 1X i3 MeficoHoMm. Lst apysx6a Oyia Takowo MIIHOKO, IO BiH iHOJII HECBIIOMO PEBHYBaB
1o Pyt, — i3 mepiioro 1Hs, KOJIM BOHA CTajla Mi’k HUMU. A Terep BiH MYCUTb BJIACHOPYY pO3ipBaTu
LIeH 3B’A30K.

Bin momB Bora, m00 Ha3zycTpiu TpanuBcs JIOCh, X04a O OAMH JIOCh, — ajie, 3/1aBaJIoCs, BCS
3BipMHA MOKMHYJIA 110 3€MJIIO, 1 MTI3HO BBEYEP1 BiH, 3HECWJIEHUI, TPUILJIEHTABCS J10 CTOSIHKU 3 TIOPOXK-
HIMM pyKamu Ta BaXKUM ceprieM. CoOaunii TaBKiT i BiquaiaymHi Kpuku Pyt 3mycunu iioro mocri-
IIATH.

[Tig6irmm 10 Micrs, BiH M0Oa4YMB, MO KiHKa OOPOHUTHCSA COKMPOIO Bijl OCKaKEHIIOl 3rpai.
CoGaky MOPYIIMIN 3aJTI3HUI 3aKOH Xa3511B 1 HAKMHYJIUCS Ha TKy. [lepexonuBIIyg pyLIHHUITIO 32 CTBOI,
Kin kuHyBCs Ha TIOMiY, i JaBHs Ipa MPUPOAHOTO BiIOOPY MOCTana y BCiil CBOIN MEpBIiCHIN KOPCTO-
KocCTi. PyrmHuiis i1 cokupa 3aiiiManucs i ormycKaJlucs, TO BIy4alouu B I1ijIb, TO MUMO, PO3MIPEHO Ta
Oe3HaCTaHHO; BOJIOXATI Tijla KUAATUCS TYIU U CIOOH, 04i B coOaK Majajd, 3 MalieK Karajia CJIMHA.
JlomuHa 1 3Bip CTSAIUCH Y JIIOTIN CyTHYIIi 32 MepiricTh. [1oTiM moOuTi codaku BiIMOB3IU Bil BOTHUIIIA,
3QJTU3YI0UH PaHH 1 KaTiOHO CKIMIISTYHM /IO TAJIEKUX 3ipOK.

Bech 3amnac cymieHux JiocociB OyB 3HUINEHWH, 1 HAa IBICTI MIJIb NUISXY JIMIIAJIOCSA He OiTbIIe
sty GyHTiB OopormHa. Pyt noBepHynacs 1o vonoBika, a Meiamior Kig obigpaB i po3pydaB Ha
IIIMATKH 11e TeTUIe TiJI0 OHOTOo 3 co0aK, yepern sIKoro OyB MposiiaMaHuid COKMpo. KoxkHuil mmartok
BiH Ha/IITHO CXOBAB, a MIKYpY 1 HyTPOILli KHHYB HEJaBHIM TOBAapHIIIaM YOUTOro COOaKH.

Panok npunic HoBi knonotu. Cobaku rpusnucs. 2Keptsoto 3rpai crana Kapmen, 1o goci yir-
JsiIacst 3a cBO€ BOore kuTTsA. He mornomorsa i mokapa — co0aky BUIIAMM ¥ 3BUBATUCS i1 yAapaMu
Harasi, Ta po30iryICs JIUIIIe TOIi, KOJIU Bijl 30014 He JIMIIUIOCS HIYOro — Hi KiCTOK, Hi IIKYPH.

Meiinmior Kin npaiioBaB, mpucityxaiouuch 1O MapeHHs: MelicoHa, sIKUi 3HOB ITOBEPHYBCS Y
TeHHecci T BUTOJIONTYBaB JIOBTi Oe3/1a{HI POMOBH, 3BePTAI0UKCh IO CBOIX KOJHUIIHIX mapadisH.

[To6mu3y pociu cocHH, 1 Tie TIOJIETIIIIO cripaBy. Pyt muBumacs, sk Meiimior Kij nagHae cxo-
BaHKY, MOIOHY /IO TOI, IO BJIAIITOBYIOTh MUC/IMBIII, 20K BOEpErTH M’SICO BiJl pocomMax Ta codak. Bin
MPUXUJIMB BEPXIBKM TBOX MOJIOAMX COCOH OJHA JI0 OJIHOI i, HArHYBIIM 1X Mail’Ke 10 caMol 3eMJi,
3B’s13aB peMEHSIMU 3 OJieHs1901 mKipH. [loTiM mpubopkaB codak ymapamu Haras, 3ampir iIX y HapTH
i TIOKJIaB Tyau Bce, OKPIM HIKYp, Y sKi OyB 3akyTaHuii MeiicoH. BiH 00B’s3aB TiJIO MOMHUPAIOUOro
PEMEHSIMHM 1 MPUKPIMUB 1XHI KiHII JO BepXiBOK cocoH. OAuH yaap HOXa po3pybae peMeHi, i TiJo
3JIETUTh Y MOBITPS.

Pyt mokipHO BuCIyXaja OCTaHHIO BOJIO 4osoBika. bBimonammHa xiHka Oyna NpuBYEHa 10
nokopu. Ille niBUMHKOIO BOHA, fIK 1 BCi 11 OJHOIUIEMIHHUIII, 3BUKJIa CXUJISITUCS Tepe]l YOIOBIKaMU
— BOJIOIAPSIMHU YChOTO XKMBOTO — 1 3HaJa, IO XKiHIi JUYUTh OyTH ciyxHsHOW. Kin no3BonuB i1 Ha
MUTb BUSIBUTH CBOE rOpe 1 BOCTAaHHE MOLIUTYBAaTH YOJIOBIKA — 11 HAPOJ HE 3HAE TAKOro 3BMYAI0, — a
MOTIM BiJIBIB 11 JJO MEpeAHiX HAPT i AonoMir Haasartu juvxki. Hadye ciina, BoHa MalllMHAIBHO B3sj1a
JKepAMHY ¥ Harai i, mora"siooun codak, pynmria B myTb. A Kin noBepHyBcst 1o MelicoHa, 1o Bxe OyB
6e3 mam’sTi. I micis Toro, sk Pyt 3HWKIIA 3 BUIY, BiH illle IOBrO CHJIiB Oiisl BOTHIO, BUMOJIOIOYH B
Heba CKOpOl CMepTi AJIsI CBOTO TOBAPHIIIA.

TSKKO JIMIIATHCS HAOAMHIN 3 OONCHUMU AyMKamu cepen] binol tummi. MoBYaHHS TeMpsiBU
MUJIOCEpIIHE, BOHO HiOM Oroprae JIOAUHY HEBUIMMUM TOKPUBOM CITIBUYTTS; ajie csiiovya bina tuma,
MpO30pa KpWKaHa IyCTKa il CTaJIeBUM HEOOM, He 3HA€E KaJIo.

Munyna roguHa, 1Bi — Melicod He BMupaB. OIMiBIHI COHIIE, HE BU3MPAIOUH 3-32 00PIl0, OCs-
s10 HeOO THMSHUM BIIOIMCKOM CBOTO BOTHIO; Ta CKOpO BiH 3rac. Meinmior Kix BcTa, MOBiTBHO
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MiIIAIIOB IO TOBAPUINA i O3UPHYBCS JOBKOJA. bija Thilia HeMOBOM TITyMUJIacs 3 HbOTO, 1 HOMY CTaio
crpamrHo. Pi3Ko mpo3BydYaB OJMHOKHIA MOCTPil. MeHCOH 3JIeTiB y CBOKO MijiHeOeCcHy TPOOHUITIO, a
Meiinmiot Kiz, moransiioun co06ak, IoM4YaB y CHIKHY JaJlediHb.
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To Build a Fire

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-traveled trail led eastward
through the fat spruce timberland. 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 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 top of this ice were as many feet of snow. It was all pure white, rolling
in gentle 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 hairline that curved and twisted from around
the spruce-covered island to the south, and that curved and twisted away into the north, where it
disappeared behind another spruce-covered island. This dark hairline was the trail—the main trail—
that 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 to Nulato, and finally to St. Michael, on
Bering Sea, a thousand miles and half a thousand more.

But all this—the mysterious, far-reaching hairline trail, the absence of sun from the sky, the
tremendous 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 chechaquo, and this was
his first winter. The trouble with him 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
that was all. It did not lead him to meditate upon his frailty as a creature of temperature, and upon
man’s frailty in general, able only to live within certain narrow limits of heat and cold; and from there
on it did not lead him to the conjectural field of immortality 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 below zero was to him just
precisely fifty 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 that 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, but this spittle had crackled in the air. Undoubtedly
it was colder than fifty below—how much colder he did not know. But the temperature 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 possibilities 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, but 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 against 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 a 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, traveling light. In fact, he carried
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nothing but the lunch wrapped in the handkerchief. He was surprised, however, at the cold. It certainly
was cold, he concluded, as he rubbed his numb nose and cheekbones with his mittened hand. He was
a warm-whiskered man, but the hair on his face did not protect the high cheekbones and the eager
nose that thrust itself aggressively into the frosty air.

At the man’s heels trotted a dog, a big native husky, the proper wolf dog, gray-coated and
without any visible or temperamental difference from its brother, the wild wolf. The animal was
depressed by the tremendous cold. It knew that it was no time for traveling. 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-two 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 its
instinct. It experienced a vague but menacing apprehension that subdued it and made it slink along
at the man’s heels, and that made it question eagerly every unwonted movement of the man as if
expecting him to go into camp or to seek shelter somewhere and build a fire. The dog had learned
fire, and it wanted fire, or else to burrow 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 crystaled breath. The man’s red beard
and mustache were likewise frosted, but more 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 shatter itself, like glass, into brittle fragments. But he did not 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 at fifty-five.
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JlutPec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
COOOM.
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