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Even an 014 Rainbow Divisioner like
you would pop your eyes at the army
we're putling together this time.
Let me tell you, they’'re doing
evergethlng to make up just about
the st bunch of fighling galoots
you ever saw,

And that goea for what they do for
us of { duty, tool Take this new club-—
house we got just outside of .
It's got radios, dance floors, nice
soft chairs and everything. And,
Pop, you can get something to eat
that won't cost you a wonth's payl

Now, the army isn’t running this.
The USO is. And most of the other
camps got USO clubs too, because
you and a lot of other folks d“ﬁ
down and gave the money to the USD
last year.

But, Pog. you know what’s happened
since then. Guys’'ve been Streaming
into uniform. St year there was
less than 2 million of us. This
ﬂonr there’l]l be 4 million. And the

S0 needs a lot more dough to serve
that many wen—around 32,000,000
bucks I hear.

Now, Pop. I know fou upped vith vhat
you could last time. But it would
sure be swell if you could dig into
ihe old sook again. Maybe you oould
get some of the other folks in the
nelghborhood steamsed up, too.

It vill mean an awful lot to the
fellows in c all over the coun=
try. Sort of show ‘em the home—
folks are backing them up. And,
Pop. an old soldler 1ike you knows
that's a mighty nice feeling for a
fellov to have. See vhat you can

do, huh, Pop? N
¥4
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Send your eantribution to your local USO Ci or to Natl
USO, Empire State Building, New Yoik, N. Y.
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BEYOND THE BOREALIS

By JOHN STARR

Kadak was all killer, the murder-trained whelp of an Arctic sire, and he slew

viciously at command. Then came the day when he drove slashing fangs at an

unprotected throat—and dog instinct fought brute lust for the life of the man
he loved.

P

7
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UST south of the Arctic Circle and man has explored, reach into the fissured

two hundred miles north of the Great |hills. It is called Lake-of-the-Hills, IFrom

Slave is a large, irregular sheet of it springs the Little Beaver that unites
water whose armlets, many of which no with the far-flung Mackenzie many days’
4 © 1924, by Glen-Kel Publishing Co., Inc.
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travel westward. At the confluence of
lake and river is the little trading post of
Caribou Ford, where is established head-
quarters of the Dominion Fur Company.

On the Summit, not far above Caribou
Ford, a man lay prone on the earth, twisted,
beaten, broken. His face, horribly bloody
and black, was pressed into the late spring
snow as he groveled in abject anger and
shame. Intense as was his physical pain,
it was as nothing to the racking death-pangs
of pride.

Slowly, with excruciating agony, he

raised himself to his knees.
his broken wrists. He lifted them in blind,
insensate rage to the Arctic sky.

He held up

A man had done this! It did not help
that his antagonist had just, almost
righteous, provocation. It did not allay
the awful smart that his foe had not come
off unscathed ; nor that the fight had been
fair—that never had two men met in mortal
combat where the odds were more equal.
These reflections but increased his torment.

“For dis I keel heem—keel heem—keel
heem!” grated through lips bruised and

5
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purple. “How—I know not yet, but slow,
slow—"

Far down the slope, from the Company’s
stockade; lifted a mournful long-drawn
howl from the throat of “Devil Dog,”
Kadak.

Was it hell-born inspiration that twisted
that bloody mouth into ghastly semblance
of a grin?

“Oui—I weel keel Jules Francois!” he
made relentless oath. “Not wit’ ma fists—
no! But in a way—terriblee Ah, de
Mounted can watch an’ nevaire know I.
Pierre Croisett, hev done eet!”

11

Y AKE Kadak, now,” observed David
Lethro, the big-souled Manager of
the Dominion Fur Company, six months
later; ‘“he’s got individuality. Rightly
handled he’ll be a wonder. Spoiled, he’ll
be a demon more dangerous than any wolf
—for he’s lived with man, partook of his
superior intelligence, and lost a lot of the
fear that mystery gives. There’s not one
man in g hundred qualified to handle him.”

Only one of the group gathered about
the Yukon stove in the company store took
exception to this remark. That one was
Pierre Croisett, the big, French-Canadian
hunter who supplied the post with meat.

“Bah!” he ejaculated, an expression of
sneering superiority on his bold, handsome
face. “Dogs ees dogs. To handle dem ees
not’ing. Take me, I am de driver extraordi-
naire! My rule ees—break hees spirit.
Show heem on de spot who ees master.
Den he crawl on hees belly an’ leek your
han’—"

Transfixing them all came a prolonged
scream, the blood-curdling cry of a man
in mortal terror. On the very echo of that
cry the door burst open, admitting a ter-
rorized, blood-stained half-breed, who in-
stantly slammed 1t shut as if to close out
Death itself.

“What is it, Joe?” Lethro demanded
sharply.

“He ees devil! He ees twen’' t'ousand
devill” Joe, the company dog-tender,
panted, sagging weakly against the wall.

They saw that his clothing was torn in
shreds. Blood streamed from a dozen ter-
rible slashes on hands and arms. One
long cut on his chest was bared where

Mackinaw and shirt had been torn away.

His swarthy cheek revealed a crimson fur-
row where a murderous claw had landed.
Literally the man was quaking with terror
at the thing he had escaped.

“Sacredam,” he ees devil!” he moaned
in the hysteria of abject fear,

“You jumped in here like the Old Scratch
himself was after you,” said Lethro, se-
verely, attempting to shake the half-breed
out of his trance. “Simmer down and
give us the straight of this.”

With dilated eyes Joe glanced at the
door as if to assure himself that it was
securely latched. Then, with many a shrug
and gesture, broke into an almost incoherent
flow of words.

“By Gar, I t'ink eet ees de feenishl T
tink dis tam I be angel for sure! He
jump—hees mout’ wide—almos’ I see hees
stomach! Alway’ 1 say he hev devil—he
hev wan t’ousand dev—"

“Hang onto yourseli, Joe!
attacked you?”

The halt-breed almost danced in his
agitation,

“Sacredam, hev I not explain’? Eet ees
de devil dog. Me—I go to de stockade
wit’ feesh for mak’ de feed. Firs’ I t'row
to Kadak. One gulp, he eat eet. 1 feed
de odders. All tam Kadak heem growl
lak hell. I lak not de red in hees eye. I—"

“Joe, was it Kadak?”

“Certainment! Hev I not mak’ dat
clear? 1 am leeve de stockade, I drop
wan feesh, Kadak mak’ de grab. I stoop
—to peek eet up. I hev eet mos’ recover.
Bing! he jump on me, lak dat! Wit’ ma
wheep I heet heem. He hev small fear.
All tam he mad lak hell. All tam dat growl
in hees t'roat. Pouf! He tear ma shirt.
He bite me here, an’ here, an’ here! Al-
mos’ he keel me ontire. Me? I fight lak
hell. T break hees hol’. I am arrive here.
By Gar, I hev de luck! Wot?”

Having brought his dramatic recital to

a close, Joe added confidently, “Now you
keel heem, Lethro.”

David Lethro’s pleasant features were
very grave. It was evident the half-breed
had escaped a horrible death by the thinnest
ot margins. A man-killing dog—unless
the animal has just provocation—is not
tolerated in the North, Joe was within his
rights in demanding the Malemute’s death.

What dog
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Yet the manager was singularly loath to
kill Kadak.

In the first instance, the dog was valu-
able. Unbroken, as yet, but nevertheless
the most promising dog in his possession.
The very spirit and determination he dis-
played would only enhance his value once
they were diverted into proper channels.
But what decided Lethro against taking
any stringent action at the time, was the
suspicion that the animal had some just
motive for the attack,

He was certain that could he but train
Kadak, giving him the patient, painstaking
treatment his particular disposition de-
manded, he could evolve a leader that would
eclipse any to be found around Lake-of-the-
Hills. But he was a busy man—

“Now you keel heem?” Joe iterated im-
patiently. Like all present, he was amazed
that the manager could hesitate in so clear
a case.

“No-0,” came the slow negation. “Not
yet, anyhow. Somehow I can’t believe
Kadak’s gone completely outlaw.”

Mell Young, the huge, blond freighter,
smiled.

“One squint at Joe ought to convince
anyone,”

“I know, Mell,” Lethro agreed, “but
I can’t help feeling the dog’s had a raw
deal. Think I'll give him another chance.
After all, no one’s seriously hurt.”

“Next tam he keel me!” Joe’s black
eyes flashed his resentment. “No more
weel I—"

“Want to have a look at Kadak, Mell?”
invited Lethro, cutting short the half-
breed’s monologue.

Buttoning up their heavy arctic coats,
for the first cold of winter was making
itself felt, the two men stepped out.

HE log stockade in which were con-

fined the company’s dogs was but a
few steps in the rear of the long ware-
house behind the store. Always it was a
place of turmoil, where constant bickering
prevailed. So that by day the silence was
incessantly cleft by sharp, discordant
barks, while at night howls lifted from fifty
throats in a chorus as mournful and an-
cient as the flaming aurora itself. To the
two men now came a bedlam of snarls and
yelps. Evidently a battle royal was in

progress.

BOREALIS 7

“They’re a savage lot,” commented the
manager, “most of them are utterly un-
tamed.”

“What does the company do with 'em ?”

“Keeps them for the use of its men.
But we’ve always a lot more on hand than
there’'s any call for. Climb up here on
the log beside me, Mell, and you’ll see a
mob that would make Daniel’s lions look
like tame old tabbies!”

From the topmost log of the enclosure
they looked down upon the screaming,
bristling mass of bodies flghting fang to
fang in indiscriminate rage. Young, versed
in dogs, readily picked out the enormous
Kamchatka Malemutes, Eskimo dogs, the
huskies, Chippewan hounds, and three or
four blunt-eared, domesticated dogs from
the Southland. As he expected, the great
majority were slate-grey Malemutes with
the bushy tail, the erect ear, that marks
the wolti strain.

“Where’s Kadak?” Young’s interest was
intense.

“Under that pile, I'll bet!” Lethro’s eyes
twinkled with humor. “It wouldn’t sur-
prise me none 1if he started this rumpus.
Lately he's been picking on Monte—that
big Athabascan. Monte’s been boss of this
pack for two years. It’'s my opinion
Kadak’s getting ambitious—"

“Holy smoke, Dave, look!”

The tangled dogs had unraveled them-
selves as if by magic. Very businesslike
they ringed about, a gaunt and silent circle.
In this circle stood a powerful, dark-
coated Malemute and facing him, challeng-
ing him, was Kadak.

“Good Lord!” breathed Mell Young,
thrilling to the perfection of the dog.

Of gigantic size, with deep, broad chest,
slender muzzle and barrel, Kadak was a
thing of sheer beauty—a splendid ex-
ample of the sled-dog of the North that
1s almost wholly wolf. His large, slant
eyes were wide-set and revealed surpassing
intelligence. They glowed now like live
coals. Muscles rippled and flowed beneath
his glossy coat of grey, as he circled
aggressively about the rapier-eyed Monte.
The grace and spring of a timber wolf was
In every motion. Pride was the domi-
nant note expressed by Kadak — pride
unbreakable.

He turned now, and Young saw a
peculiar mark across his great breast—
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a zigzag streak of gleaming white, Some-
how it gave him distinction, seemed to set
him apart.

“Lord!” the {reighter cried, his hand
seeking the manager’s arm. “Dave, it
'ud be a crime to kill that dog!”

“TI hate like blazes to do it, Mell, but
this mix-up today has put me up a tree.
Joe thinks he’s possessed of a devil. He’ll
spread that story among the Indians here.
You know what a superstitious lot they
are. They’ll demand his death and, as
manager of the Dominion Company, I can’t
very well hold out against them. I've got
to stand in with them. See? Not one
would stick by me if the report gets around
that we’re harboring a ‘devil dog/’
They’d take their furs down to Las le
Marte.”

“Work is what Kadak needs,” he con-
tinued earnestly. “He’s got to be broke.
He’s nearly two years old—it should have
been done long ago. He’s so chuck full of
life he has to overflow occasionally—like
jumping on Joe and tackling Monte here.”

“Dave, I'd give my eyeteeth for that
dog!” exclaimed Young wistfully. “Keep
him t1ll I get back from Fort McPherson
next month, an’ I'll take him myself.”

Lethro was pleased. “It's a go!l” he
assented gladly.

With fresh, proprietary interest, Young’s
-eyes tollowed Kadak.

Lips writhing from- bared fangs, the
-Athabascan Malemute guarded every ap-
proach. He was a wise and veteran fighter.
Coolly, calculatingly, he gave his opponent

no chance to rush. Kadak grew bolder.
Then—

OMETHING detracted Monte for the

merest flash of time, and Kadak made
a sudden lightning rush. The pair want
down, Kadak on top. The air was split
by the sounds of conflict. It was the
deadliest of all fights— the battle for
supremacy.

In a grip that would have been a death
grip but for Lethro’s interference, they
rolled over and over, an indistinguishable
mass of fur and fury. The packed snow
beneath them was 1fast splotching with
scarlet stains.

“I've got to stop this, or be out one
“veluable dog!” cried the manager, snatch-

ing up the club propped against the gate
and bounding within,

Mell Young tore his eyes from the scene,
curious as to what could have diverted
Monte at so critical a moment. Then he
saw |

Leaning over the log beside him was
Pierre Croisett, who had slipped up un-
heard and uninvited. Young noted that
he, too, was strangely absorbed by the
fight. That his cold, dark eyes held the
thirsty light of a man who tirelessly seeks.
And that this savage scene was giving him
pleasure, lustful, so out of all variance,
that 1t sickened Mell Young.

David Lethro, with the surety of one
who knows just what he is about, bent
over the duelists, bringing several well-
directed blows down on sensitive muz-
zles with absolute impartiality. And
Young, breathlessly watching the dog who
had so intrigued his fancy, noted that,
though yelps of pain were voiced by Monte,
not a sound ot distress issued from the
throat of Kadak. Likewise, when the two
were parted, it was Monte who led the
retreat—perhaps in gratitude for an inter-
ruption timely for his kingship.

Kadak held his ground, shifting so that
he could watch both his enemies. His
deep-throated growls at the man who
had struck him were so defiant, so fraught
with stnister threats, that the {reighter
shuddered involuntarily, Kadak had too
much hard-won wisdom to attack a man
armed with a club. Full well he knew
the advantage that lay therein. His atti-
tude seemed to suggest his willingness to
wait—wait till the odds were more equal.

Clearly the men read his thoughts, yet
it only increased their admiration. In
anger Kadak was superb. He compelled
respect.

To Mell Young’s ears came the sound
of a breath harshly expelled.

“A-ah,” he heard Croisett mutter in
words barely audible. “I bet he keel a
man queek as cat! Kasee—lak not’ing!”
As 1f he had slaked that thirst his eyes
had mirrored the Frenchman abruptly
walked away.

Shocked, not so much by the words
as the tone in which they were uttered,
the freighter stared after Croisett until

the manager’s voice called his mind again
to -the stockade,.
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“Bring me that muzzle, Mell, hanging
on the gate,” the company man directed
without glancing around. “I'm going to
isolate him a spell.”

Then, by many strategic maneuvers, he
slipped it over the snarling dog’s head.

But not even the glorious. Malemute
could wrench Young’s mind from the light
he had seen in the eyes of Pierre Croisett.
That light haunted him. While aiding in
the segregation of Kadak, he unburdened
himself to David Lethro.

“Sure as sin there’s hell brewin’ in
Pierre’s heart right now!’ he concluded.
“I've got a hunch—no particular grounds
for it, you understand—that it centers
around Jules Francois.” |

David Lethro started.

“Come to think of 1t,” he said quietly,
“Pierre gets his back up every time Jules
is mentioned. Know why, Mell?”

For a long moment the freighter stared
into the gathering twilight.

“As much as anyone,” he answered
stowly. “Boy an’ man, them two was
mortal enemies — though as far as I could
see it was none of Francois’ choosin’.
Seems they wus just made to be rivals.
Drivin’, wrestlin’, trappin’—always Jules
was a shade the best man of the two.
Then they both fell head over heels in
love with Nanon Melleaux—"

“That’s one time Croisett won!”

“By a crooked move!” the freighter’s
tone had taken on a cold, sharp edge. “She
was engaged to Jules when he left for the
Great Slave. I was dumifounded when
I heard she’d up an’ married Croisett.
But I ain’t amazed no more. It happens
[ was up on the Summit the time them
two Frenchmen met, after Jules returned
irom winter camp to ind Nanon married.
What I heard sure riled me a heap. I'm
keepin’ my mouth shut because it’s none
of my business. But I'll say right here,
Pierre Croisett’s a snake in the grass! They
say he’s makin’ life miserable for Nanon—"

“She never complains,” put in Lethro al-
most defensively.

“Hell, no! That gir] don’t come from
no breed of whiners! You’d think, now
Pierre’s got her, he could afford to be
decent to Jules, even after that beatin’—"

“It must have been some scrap!”

Mell Young grinned.

“It was! I wouldn’t have missed it for

9

a gold mine. Pierre raved a lot up there
afterward. I laid it to a brainstorm—
ficgered it was only natural. But now,
well, I dunno—" He drew a long breath
of pure, frosty air as if to rid his chest
of thoughts that oppressed. Then he
turned away.

“I’'m countin’ big on Kadak, Dave, when
I get back.”

“I'l keep him, Mell,” was Lethro’s
promise.

But Mell Young was never to have the
outlaw Malemute of Caribou Ford. The
fate of Kadak, so far as it affected the
Dominion Fur Company, was sealed long
before the month was out, and in a way
neither could have foretold.

I11

O be confined to a pen increased all

the natural savageness of Kadak., In-
activity was torture that the few paces
his cramped quarters permitted in nowise
lessened. Denied all companionship, lost
to all affection, it was inevitable that he
should become surly and morose. With
all his heart he hated man as the primal
cause of this torment.

He would lie for hours, nose on fore-
paws, brooding. So that curious folk
drawn by the stories of Joe turned away
from his pen chilled and awed by the
almost human look of rancour in the dog’s
great slant eyes. Kadak knew, nor cared,
nothing for their talk of a devil-possessed
Malemute. What he longed for, yearned
for, to the core of his being, was free-
dom to live as it was meant he should live,
to the pursuit of happiness as he inter-
preted it.

At night when the Northern Lights
flashed their banners of red and gold,
Kadak listened with pounding pulse to
the wolf-songs in the Kalache Range. As
he drank in their message his veins
throbbed to the quickening of 1nstincts
natural, primordial — instincts older than
the massive Kalaches themselves were old.
That was his natural heritage, free, wild
life 1n the vast, white spaces. Sometimes
he lifted his slim pointed nose and echoed
that song. At such times, the present
forgotten, the dog was happy. Till con-
sciousness of the degrading walls returned
and the hate awoke in his breast.
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Kadak’s mother was a gigantic Kam-
chatcha Malemute, used through the long
winter as a beast of burden and turned
loose at spring to run wild until the re-
curring snow caused her to return to her
master for food and shelter, as was the
custom with Indian owners. In her wild
state, she had mated with a white arctic
wolf; and Kadak was the finest of their
progeny. In body he resembled his mother.
Only that peculiar forked splash of white
on his chest was his father’s mark. But
his soul and spirit were a wolf’s soul and
spirit — like his father’s who had roamed
in blissful freedom the wilderness about
Lake-of-the-Hills., However, there was
this difference —and therein lay the
tragedy for Kadak—from his mother he
had inherited an infinite capacity for love
of man. Due to the trainer, Joe, this side
of his nature was darkening fast, and ever
more strangely the wild called. The camp-
fires of man, the silent spaces—cross-
currents that tugged a Malemute’s soul.

From his cell Kadak could see the shim-
mering 1ice-bound lake, and beyond it,
to north and west, marching hordes of
stately spruce climbing up, up, the mighty
Kalaches, being defeated only in their
climb by cold so intense no forest life
could survive. Above timber-line lifted
serrated, tooth-shaped peaks, sheathed in
their eternal snows. That forest, those
inaccessible heights, often echoed to the
wild call of the hunting pack.

IME passed and Kadak’s resentment
grew. In an abandonment of wrath
he would hurl himself against the palings
whenever man went by. He hated all
men—in his mind there was no distinction.
Joe, on his semi-daily rounds, carried a
heavy club and often for no reason
except, perhaps, innate cowardice and
thirst for revenge, Kadak was made to
feel the weight of it. The Malemute’s
pen was out of sight of the store and
David Lethro could not see.
lLife had not always been so bleak.
Kadak had a memory-image, growing
fainter day by day, of a merry, dark-
eyed man, whose touch was ecstasy, whose
voice was the music of the constellations
that it was a wondrous privilege to obey.
This dream-man had romped with him,
pulled his ears with that curious sidewise

motion that was sheerest rapture, while
that loved voice crooned over and over,
“Pup—Ileetle pup.” With this man he
had taken long jaunts, exploring together
the teeming mysteries of a limitless world,
mysteries of never-failing interest to the
blossoming curiosity ot a Malemute pup.
On these explorations his little legs often
became wobbly with fatigue, and then he
was picked up i1n strong arms and tucked
under a woolly coat, where he snuggled
in delirious content against the man’s
heart.

Often in dreams he saw this man,
whom he had loved as whole-heartedly
as he now hated these, and the awaken-
Ing was ever new torture.

Came the day when he had been trans-
ferred from all that made life the joyous,
vital thing his was. From the warmth
and cheer of a frontier cabin to the con-
fusion of the big stockade. When,
whimperingly, he had watched his man-god
turn away, to come back and caress him
once more, to whisper brokenly in his
ear, “Ma pup—ma leetle pup!” and again
leave, and this time not turn back.

Somehow, even in his limited under-
standing, the bewildered dog sensed this
leave-taking to be different. This one
meant farewell. Still, in his agony of
grief, he clung to the hope of his master’s
return. Many times before he had left
him and came back. Surely now he would
come back.

Almost before the man’s footfalls had
died away, he had been set on by the
company'’s dogs and, in all his inexperience,
been forced to fight for life. Till gradu-
ally, all friendliness—the only spirit he
had ever known—died a slow, lingering
death, and distrust took its place.

It was not Kadak’s fault that he had
incurred the dislike of the trainer, Joe,
so that life became a burden. As in
puppyhood he believed all men good as
was his master, so now did they seem
to him brutes unbelievably cruel and
hence to be fought and defied. This
feeling grew in ratio as the memory-
image dimmed with passing days.

Lying in his pen this cold November
afternoon, Kadak could not know that
his fate was trembling in the balance.
That David Lethro’s was the sole voice

-that championed his cause.
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Ever sinoe the outbreak the previous
week the manager had insisted that the
Malemute be broken to the harmess. On
one pretext after another the half-breed
had put it off. In truth, Joe had newer
overcome his fear of the last experience
and was well aware that each day’s con-
finement rendered the dog tmore wicious.
On this day Lethro was determined to
brook no more delay. He arrived at this
decision at an hour when the store was
crowded.

“Joe,” he said sternly, “if you're atraid
to put a harness on that Malemute, Il
do it myself!”

The half-breed glanced up, startled.
Lethro caught a glimpse of fear in his
eye. But the manager had chosen his hour
well. Joe could not back dowm in the
face of so many interested spectators.
Moreover he, as Lethro well knew, dearly
loved an audience.

“Afred!” he shrugged, in affected dis-
dain. “By Gar, I show you! Come.”

With keen anticipation the gathering
rose in a body and followed him outside.

Arming himself with a whip, made up
of several thongs of rawhide, knotted at
the ends, a deadly weapon, Joe stepped
into the pen. While the spectators waited,
breathless, he debated whether or not to
muzzle Kadak. It was a precaution he
longed to take, but secretly he hoped the
dog would show such viciousness—could
it be done with smal] danger to himseli
—that he would bring down upon his own
head the sentence of death. It was well for
his peace of mind he little dreamed what
was to follow.

Unmuzzled, secured only by a rope :about
his neck, the traimer dragged Kadak into
the open. To the throng the Malemute
was disappointingly docile. But that very
doality was a menace in itself. His eyes
mirrored his intense loathing for these
man-creatures applauding his degradation.

Pierre Croisett, standing a little apart,
viewed the proceedings with singular
iatent. A careful observer would have
sworn it held for him some wital, hidden
interest.

A LITTLE away from Pierre, with the

wife of Mell Young, was Nanon
Croisett, Her dark, vivid, yet delicate,
beauty, enhanced by the flaring hood of

marten, her slim, lithe fipure illy-concealed
by the robe to match. Glorious, exotic,
like an arctic poppy, was Nanon. Chang-
ing now to glance at her hwushand, she
noted that hard, unfathomable expression
and, intuitively, her heart sank,

Nanon saw Joe thrust the bharness over
Kadak’s head. Saw the dog rear back,
snarling his shame and wrath. Saw, with
a cry of pity, the trainer brutally jerk
imm back on all fours. She heard, with
compressed lips and {fainting heart, the
sickening thud of the terrible whip as
Joe struck. Then, spelibound with horror,
saw the horrid thing that followed

In Kadak all the pent-up hatred of
bitter, wretched months effervesced, ex-
ploded, in one moment of insanity. In
a grey, meteoric streak he sprang upon
his enemy and by the force of his phing-
ing weight pulled him down. Screaming
with terror, Joe tried to rise, did rise,
both hands clutching his neck teo ward off
the bleaming fangs In a frenzy the ani-
mal lunged again,

It was at this tense moment Nanon
Croisett heard her husband mutter the
words that were to ring in her conscious-
ness for many months—words that haunted
her long after their meaning had been made

clear.

“He'll do! By Gar, he’ll do?” this was
Croisett’s half-whispered ultimatum.

Then the hunter leaped into action.
Snatchung up the fallen harness, he passed
the leather under XKadak's throat in a
lightning-like motion at the same time twist-
ing it tight.

A moment more, half-strangled, still furi-
ous, Kadak’s jaws relaxed. The half-
breed lay gasping, bleeding, barely con-
scious. ‘Only the capote muffling his throat
saved him from instant death. The dog’s
fangs missed by a fraction his jugular vein.

A dozen guns were trained on the Male-
mute, but fearlessly David Lethro sprang
between.

“Hold on!” was his crisp command, and
from force of habit they obeyed him. “Joe
deserved all he got! That he didn’t get
worse he can thank Croisett, here. You
all saw this deal. I ask you, was that the
way to handle a high-spirited dog that had
never felt harness?”

“Keel heem! Keel de devil-dog1” Some-
one shouted, and the cry was taken up.
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“Kadak’s entitled to a fair trial, with-
out prejudice,” the manager’s distress was
poighant. “It would be nothing short of
criminal to shoot the dog for this attack,
what—

“Keel heem!”

At this moment Pierre Croisett, having
subdued the Malemute and returned him
to his cage, while Joe was being carried
to a nearby cabin, intervened.

“Sell heem to me, Lethro! I weel geeve
mooch gol’ for Kadak!”

Surprised by the hunter’s earnestness,
the manager studied for a moment the
handsome yet repellant face before him.
Much as he disliked killing the dog, death
would be preferable to delivering him into
the hands of the Frenchman, whose sys-
tem for training dogs was well known. It
was then in his dilemma he remembered
Mell Young.

‘“Listen, everyone!” he addressed the ex-
cited mob. “I promised this dog to Young.
I'll see he takes Kadak far from the post.
In the meantime I'll keep him shut up, and
attend to his feeding myself.”

That was how David Lethro evaded a
bad situation. As he entered the store he
heard mutterings on every side. His ver-
dict was unpopular. He thought little of
that in his mystification at the anger that
had distorted the hunter’s face. Why had
Croisett been so anxious to acquire the
dog when he had Malemutes in plenty?
Especially why, when Kadak was in the
eyes of Caribou Ford a dangerous outlaw ?
The question baffled.

HAT night to the pen where Kadak
lay in solitary confinement a dark
shadow stole, a shadow at which the dog
growled, bristling. Down from the
shadows above a noose dropped over his
head, drawing tight with a jerk. Kadak,
rolling on the ground, pawed at it iran-
tically till the blackness of suffocation
ceased all efforts. When his senses returned
a muzzle fashioned of rope was about his
jaws and his abductor was, by merciless
kicks, endeavoring to force him to his feet.
All unsuspecting, the post slept on. The
uproar of the dogs in the stockade—who
howled at the moon, at the crackle of a
swig, for the pure of joy of howling—in
nowise disturbed its slumbers.

Handicapped as he was, Kadak had the

intelligence to accept the inevitable. He
rose slowly to his great height. Then he
followed the dog-stealer through the open
gate, past the company store, and out on
the moon-flooded trail.

All that night under the white arctic
stars he followed the shadow’s lead. They
were in the forest. Moonlight was stream-
ing between the trees. The fragrance of
spruce, all the familiar scents and the hun-
dreds of wild voices, somewhat allayed
the fever in his blood. Before dawn broke
the stars were obscured. Snow began fall-
ing just as they reached a point where the
forest trail widened. Through the frozen,
driving veil Kadak saw a rude shelter of
logs and strips of hide in the clearing ahead.
Around this the man led to a high pen
into which the Malemute was unceremoni-
ously kicked.

With a barrier between them the rope
was cautiously unfastened. On Kadak’s
neck was left the collar bearing a large
brass ring, so that the act of securing him
hereafter would be made more safe. Then
for a long moment the man peered at him
from between the logs.

“So!” he muttered as the dog’s smolder-
ing eyes met his. “We see eef you be
devil-dog. Long tam I hunt for wan lak
you. Today you jump—ah, den I t'ink
you are de wan. I steal you, for to me you
are necessair, ] weel starve you, wheep
you. Keep de devil in your soul alive. Den
weel you keel de enemy of Pierre Croisett.
You weel spreeng once more, lak today.
Nex’ tam you weel not fail—so well I teach
you. Tomorrow we weel begin.”

So Kadak became the innocent instru-
ment for a man’s terrible vengeance. Ven-
geance only for fancied slights, for a beat-
ing he well deserved. For years of
wounded vanity wherein another, superior
in all things, eclipsed him fairly. The most
remorseless of all revengements, since it
was to avenge the death of Croisett’s pride.
A constant irritant to this gnawing cancer
in his heart was his wife, Nanon. He had,
by a lie, linked indissolubly to his life the
youth and beauty of the girl, but her soul,
the pure, fine spirit of her evaded him.
Because of this he hated her. From her
he would exact payment for his lacerated
vanity by a lifetime of unmerited abuse.
But the Malemute he would shape for the
murder of Jules Francois.
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Sure, at last, by the unfailing instincts
of sound and scent that his captor was
gone, Kadak examined his cage. It was a
small, narrow affair of hewn timbers placed
upright in the ground. Buried to such
depth that he could not hope to dig under
through the frozen earth. Built to such
height that it was folly to think of jump-
ing over. Yet, try both he did tirelessly,
persistently, till he was spent by the effert.
For whatever purpose 1t had been con-
structed pains had not been spared. It
would have held a grizzly, |

Over the timbers, Kadak’s only shelter
from the pitiless storms was a thin net-
work of spruce boughs through which he,
blinkingly, watched the snow sifting.

With the patience inborn in his breed,
he settled down to wait, ignorant of his
tuture, nor wondering what that tuture
held. He was hungry, for he had not been
fed the might before, But hunger was to
become part of his life now—a tangible,
sharp reality. It was to rack his body, tor-
menting, unbearable acute, when all other
sensations of pain were dulled. For Hun-
ger was to be the mighty chisel by which
Pierre Croisett shaped him for his own
villainous aim.

He listened now with quivering eager-
ness to the sounds of forest life, while a
nameless longing possessed his heart.
Perhaps he was lonely for the melee and
turmoil of the crowded stockade. For one
fleeting, ecstatic moment came back the
memory-image of the man who had been
kind. He dreamed, and dreaming heard
that vibrant, crooning voice, “Ma leetle
pup!” In his sleep Kadak’s bushy tail
thudded on the ground as he wagged it in
greeting, the motion waking him to the
cold and dark. Near, very near, a timber
wolt bayed defiance at the storm.

At that wild, exultant cry ancient
memories stirred. The dream forgotten,
Kadak sprang up, listening. He was fran-
tic to be out there, running free. He would
gladly risk life to escape this prison, the
blows, the curses, all that made life the
stunted, heart-starved existence his had
become. All—for a chance of freedom!
A decision none the less noble when it ani-
mates the soul of a four-footed brute.

The future stretched black indeed for
Kadak, but never so black, never so utterly

without light, as the heart of Pierre
Croisett.

IV

HAT night in the cabin on the hidden

arm of Lake-of-the-Hills, Nanon
Croisett suddenly awakened with the
feeling that trouble impended. She lay

for a moment rallying her sleep-numbed
faculties. “Pierre!” she called, “Pierre!”
There was no answer. She stretched out
a hand, alarmed. The pillow beside her
was empty! Where had Pierre gone? Why
had he left without waking her?

Full of anxiety, she slipped on the moc-
casins beside the bed, flung a robe about
her slim shoulders, and lit the lamp. The
room sprang into light, revealing Pierre’s
arctic coat of caribou hide missing from
its peg. What business could have called
him forth in the still hours of the night?
What errand that he could not tell her,
Nanon?

Apprehensive, she stirred the smoldering
fire and dressed. Then, with what com-
posure she could summon, sat down to wait
his return. Moments passed, anxiety-
fraught, interminable,

While she kept her lonely vigil Nanon’s
mind, heated by suspense, flashed back to
the autumn preceding her marriage seven
months before. Into her memory leaped
two faces—one handsome in a cold, domi-
neering way, the face of her husband,
Pierre ; the other dark, acquiline, eager, full
of the joy of life. Ah, how vivid was her
memory of Jules! His smile, his voice,
the very way his hands moved in quick,
eloquent gestures full of grace.

She had loved Jules. Had become en-
gaged to him on the eve of his departure in
company with Croisett for the Great Slave
Country, where they were to spend the
winter trapping. That winter was an age
in passing. Then, each day, when the ice
was breaking up, she invented excuses for
visiting the store, that she might learn if
any of the incomers brought news of Jules!

Came a day—how the memory of it still
pained—when a trapper paddled up to
Caribou Ford from the vicinity of the
Great Slave, with the tale of one Jules
Francois having taken a wife from among
the Chippewans. Something youthful and
Joyous died in her heart that day. Yet



14 NORTHWEST ROMANCES

she kept the faith. Surely the name was
common in that land—-certainly 1t was not

her Jules.

Then Pierre had returned, alone. He
was very tender toward the girl. Yes, it
was true. Jules had married a young
squaw. But why should she grieve for
that dog of a Siwash? He, Pierre, loved
her, had always loved her. With him she
would be happy. Many tongues whispered
and laughed that she, Nanon Melleaux,
the belle of the post, should be jilted for
an Indian girl. Many had told Pierre they
pitied her. So he went on day by day
subtlely, insidiously instilling his poison,
till, heartbroken by Jules’ desertion, com-
ing to feel she was the laughing-stock of
the post, Nanon fled to the only refuge that
offered—the arms of Pierre. The next
day Father Beaupre, of the Indian mission
there, made them man and wife.

With all her loyal soul Nanon tried to
make up to Pierre for the love she could
not bring him. Always she kept a happy
face turned toward the world. She sub-
merged her every wish, almost her indi-
viduality, in his dominant nature. Untir-
ingly she slaved for his comfort, Their
cabin was ever immaculate, full of cozy
cheer, that was a marvel when one con-
sidered her limited means. And as his de-
votion turned to indifference, then an-
tipathy, she excused him to herself.

Upon his marriage he had been made
hunter for the post, bringing her to this
cabin, the first of a chain of outposts he
had established as supply bases when he
must go far for game. Nanon accepted the
nerve-breaking isolation uncomplainingly.

HEY had been married 2 month when

Pierre was carried home beaten almost
beyond recognition. That was the day he
et Jules Francois on the Summit, and
fought the battle outstanding even in that
land of fistic combats. What it was over
Pierre, himself, soon enlightened her.

In lacerated pride and body he was suf-
fering the tortures of the damned. Curs-
ing, he raised his broken wrists, so terribly
swollen and discolored.

“Dog dat he ees! Spawn of devils! For
dis I keel heem!” he gritted through bat-
tered lips, and his eyes flashed like lances in
his livid face.

“Pierre, who done dis?” she had asked

gently, sensing his utter humiliation.

“Dat devil, Francois!” The admission
was the very essence of abasement.

Desperately, Nanon tried to make her
voice natural, “Jules? But why?”

In his misery Pierre was seized by the
desire to tell the truth, to make her agony
even greater than his own,

“He beat me,” he began in malicious de-
liberation, “because wan tam I mak de lie.”

Nanon had been bathing his face. She
recalled now how she had dropped the
bowl and sank down suddenly weak. Even
then she must have divined the terrible
thing he had to tell. She remembered the
leering way Pierre watched her, playing
with her as a cat plays with a mouse.

“How did you lie?” she whispered. It
seemed ages until Pierre’s voice came again,
taunting, gloating, determined to wring
the last drop of joy that her suspense gave
him.,

“W’en I say he hev forgot.”

Here the truth dawned on her, over-
whelmed her, the whole awful, ghastly
truth.

“Den he, Jules, hev not—marry?”

Croisett grinned evilly, “No.,”

He was giving her the story piecemeal.

“Den why he—not come back?” She
knew her questions gave him pleasure, but
she must have the truth, or, rather, his cor-
roboration that what she divined was true.

“W'en I leeve de Great Slave Jules was
laid up wit’ broken leg. Almos’ he die. He
tell me hurry back to hees Nanon an’ ex-
plain why he hev delay. Ah-hah! I do
de job up good! Talk of de Jules who
marry Chippewan squaw help mooch. Cer-
tainement, eet was not hard! Wot?”

Nanon did not hear his mocking laugh.
In fact, she had no clear conception of
what passed next. When once more she
could think rationally she realized that a
wound 1n her heart had healed. Jules had
not forgotten—he had been ill, loving her,
when her own mad act made the unbridg-
able gulf between. For to one of Nanon’s
faith there was no way back. Her vows
were irrevocable and for all time.

Her respect for Pierre died in that hour
when her world dropped from beneath her
feet. In her extremity she had gone to
the mission and came back uplifted. She
was not compassless on raging, uncharted



seas! Duty, instead of love, was to be
her guiding star.

Pierre’s aversion to her became more
marked. Dimly he was aware of the
depths he had fallen in her estimation. He
could not know—because his soul was gross
—that the heroic girl was making a desper-
ate fight to heal the breach between them.
Curses, even blows, became her daily lot.
Had she been of coarser fiber Pierre would
have respected her more. Altogether the
future of Nanon loomed as black as that
‘of Kadak.

Now she went to the door and looked
out. Dawn was breaking over the white
expanse. A few flakes of snow touched
her hot cheeks with soft, transient coodness.

The downfall had just begun.

AY was half spent when Pierre re-

turned, haggard and hollow-eyed. He
stood his rifle 1n a corner, and shook the
snow from his coat 1n silence, then:

“I hear de snow an’ t'ink I go hunt.
Mebbe I fin’ fresh caribou sign,” he fabri-
cated, avoiding her eyes. “De pos’ ees
short of meat.”

Nanon knew he lied but said rniothing.
The snow had not commenced falling until
morn. Pierre had been gone hours then.
Moreover, only the previous day he had
hauled a great sledload of freshly killed
moose into Caribou Ford—there was no
shortage of meat there. Then where had
he been? Why should he lie about it?
Nanon’s forebodings grew.

That day the post buzzed with the mys-
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