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The Cave in the Riverbank 

For many days, the she'wolf and her mate hunted for 
food together, But after a time, the she,wolf became less 
interested in hunting. She was looking for something. She 
spent a lot of time searching under fallen trees. She looked 
under rocks and in caves in the riverbanks. But she could 
not find what she wanted. 

She was a large wolf-almost five feet long. Her coat 
was mainly gray, but sometimes it looked a little red. She 
was getting heavier every day, and she could only run 

: slowly now. Once, when she was running after a rabbit, she 
suddenly stopped. Then she lay down and rested. Her mate 
came to her and licked her neck gently. But she growled at 
him angrily, and he moved away. She was often angry now. 

, But her mate was more patient than ever, and more caring. 
Finally the she,wolf found what she was looking for. It 

was a few miles up a small frozen river. The she,wolf was 
running behind her mate when she came to the high river 

, bank. She slowed down and walked over to it. There was a 
small cave in the bank. She went inside it. The entrance to 
the cave was very small, but inside there was a large round 
space. It was dry and comfortable. The she,wolf walked 
around the cave carefully. Then she chose a place in the 
middle and lay down. She felt pleased and happy. 

The she,wolf's mate watched her from the cave's 
entrance. When she lay down, he wagged his tail from side 
to side. Then he too lay down in the cave's entrance, and 
slept. 
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Outside the cave, the April sun was shining brightly on 
the snow. Spring was coming, and everything was beginning 

" to grow. 
After a while, the she,wolf's mate woke up. He got up 

and went over to his mate. He wanted her to get up. But 
she just growled at him. So her mate went out alone into 
the bright sunshine. He went up the frozen river. The snow 
was deep and soft, and traveling was difficult. He was gone 
for eight hours, but he did not find any food. He came back 

even hungrier. 

When he arrived back, he stopped in surprise at the 
entrance to the cave. There were strange sounds coming 
from inside. They were not the sounds of his mate. As he 
moved carefully into the cave, the she'wolf growled. She 
did not want him near her, so he lay down in the cave's 
entrance. But he listened to those strange quiet noises for a 
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little while. And soon, the she,wolf's mate fell asleep. 
When morning came, the she,wolf's mate heard the 

strange noises once more. He wanted to see where they were 
coming from. In the morning light, he could just see five 
strange little animals. They were lying next to the she'wolf, 
between her legs. They made tiny crying noises, and their 
eyes were shut. The she,wolf's mate was surprised. 

The she,wolf growled at him. Like all mother wolves, she 
somehow knew that there was danger. Some father wolves ate 
their baby cubs. The she,wolfhad a strong fear ofthis. Because 
of that fear, she would not let her mate near his cubs. 

But there was no danger. The she,wolf's mate, too, had 
a strong feeling. He knew what he had to do. Turning his 
back on his new,born family, he went out to hunt for meat. 

The she,wolf's mate was gone all day. But when he came 
back, he brought meat for the she,wolf. When she saw 
this, the she,wolf licked her mate lightly on the neck. She 
growled at him again when he went near the cubs. But her 
growl was less angry now. He was doing what a wolf,father 
should do. And she no longer felt so afraid of him. 

Four of the cubs all had the slightly red coat of their mother. 
But one cub was gray, like his father. The gray cub was a 
fierce little animal-he was strong and ready to fight. His 
brothers and sisters were, too. After all, their parents and 
grandparents were meat,killers and meat,eaters. But the gray 
cub was the fiercest of all the cubs. He growled louder than 
the others. He was the first one that pushed over another 
cub with his paw. And he was the first one that pulled at 
another cub's ear with his teeth. 

For the first month of his life, the gray cub spent most of 
the time sleeping. But soon he could see quite well, and he 
stayed awake longer. He still drank his mother's milk, but he 
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was starting to eat meat, too. And he was starting to explore 
his world. The gray cub's world stopped at the walls of the 
cave. But he soon noticed that one of the walls was different 
from the others. This was the cave's entrance. Light came 
from it. The gray cub and his brothers and sisters started 
to move towards the light. But their mother always pushed 
them back. 

Like most animals of the Wild, the gray cub found out 
about hunger early in his life. One day there was no more 
meat. And then, after a time, the cubs found that their 
mother had no milk left for them. At first, they cried. But 
mostly they just slept. There were no more little fights, and 
no more growling. And there was no more moving towards 
the cave's entrance. The little cubs just slept. 

The cubs' father did not know what to do. He traveled a 
long way looking for food. The she,wolf, too, left her cubs 
and went out hunting. At last they found meat again. The 
gray cub started eating, and slowly he came back to life. But 
he found that his world was different now. He only had one 
sister left. The other cubs were dead. His little body grew as 
he ate meat. But for his sister, the food came too late. 

Then something else happened. The gray cub no longer 
saw his father sleeping in the cave's entrance. The gray 
cub did not know why his father never came back. But the 
she,wolf did. She followed his smell up the river. It led her 
past the lynx's lair, or resting place. A little later, she found 
her mate. He was dead, and there was not much left of his 
body. But there were many signs of his terrible fight with 
the lynx. 

After that, when the she,wolf went hunting, she never 
hunted near the lynx's lair. She knew that the lynx was a 
fierce, angry animaL A pack ofwolves could easily frighten a 
lynx. But for a wolf on its own, lynxes were very dangerou:;? 
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Suddenly the gray cub felt very frightened. The hair 
stood up on his back, and he growled fiercely at the world. 
Nothing happened. The gray cub kept looking around. And 
because he was so interested, he forgot to growl. And he 
forgot to be afraid. He stepped out bravely into the air, and 
fell down the riverbank! He hit his nose on the ground and 
cried out. Then he rolled over and over, down the bank. fu 
he fell, he cried out in fear. At last he reached the bottom of 
the bank, and stopped rolling. He sat up, crying, and licked 
the earth off his coat. 

Then he looked around. Once again, he forgot about 
being frightened. There was so much to look at. He nosed 
around in the grass. He looked at a big plant. Then he 
walked around a dead pine tree. fu he was sniffing at the 
tree, a squirrel suddenly ran out in front of him. Frightened, 
the cub put his head down and growled. But the squirrel was 
even more frightened, and it ran up the tree. 

This made the cub feel a little braver. He was learning 
fast. Some things were alive, and some things were not 
alive. The things that were not alive did not move. But 
the things that were alive moved around. And you did not 
always know what they were going to do next. 

The cub decided to explore a little more. He moved slowly 
at first. He kept knocking his nose against sticks and things. 
The stones under his feet moved, and it felt very strange to 
him. But the longer he walked, the better he walked. 

He was lucky on his first day out of the cave. Without 
looking for it, he found meat just outside his cave door. He 
stepped through a bush and fell into a hidden ptarmigan 
nest. He sat up and found himself looking at seven baby 
ptarmigans. They were making a lot of noise, and he felt 
frightened at first. But then he saw that they were very 
small. He felt braver. He put his paw on one of the baby 
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birds, and it moved around. He smelled it, and picked it up 
in his mouth. And suddenly he felt very hungry. He closed 
his teeth, and warm blood ran in his mouth. It felt good. So 
he ate the ptarmigans one by one. 

fu he came out of the bush, he suddenly heard a loud 
noise. The mother ptarmigan ran towards him and started 
hitting him with her wings. At first he hid his head between 
his paws and cried. Then he got angry. He bit into one ofher 
wings, and pulled. The ptarmigan pulled back, still hitting 
the cub with her other Wing. The cub felt excited. This was 
his first fight. This live thing was meat, and he wanted to 
kill it. 
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He held onto the wing, growling between his teeth. The 
ptannigan kept screaming and hitting him with her free 
wing. Then at last she stopped moving. The cub and the 
ptannigan lay on the ground and looked at each other. Then 
the ptannigan pecked the cub's nose with her beak. He pulled 
back, still holding on to the bird's wing. She pecked him 
again and again. Suddenly the cub forgot the excitement 
of the fight. Crying, he at last let go of the ptannigan. He 
turned around quickly and ran across to some bushes. There 
he lay down to rest, his nose still hurting. 

But as he lay there, the gray cub was suddenly frightened 
once more. He could feel that something terrible was going 
to happen. He felt a rush of air on his face. Then a large 
hawk flew silently down and took hold of the ptannigan. 
The ptannigan screamed with fear as the hawk carried it up 
into the sky. 

The cub lay in the bushes for a long time. He had 
learned many things that day. Live things were meat. They 
were good to eat. But live things could also hurt. The cub 
suddenly felt very tired. And he remembered his mother. At 
that moment, he wanted her more than anything else in the 
world. So he started to look for the cave. 

But as the cub was walking along between some bushes, 
he suddenly heard an angry cry. Then a weasel appeared 
out of the bushes. The weasel's loud cry made the cub's hair 
stand up, and he growled at her. She came closer and closer. 
Then suddenly she jumped at him, biting into his throat. 

At first the cub growled and tried to fight. But his growl 
became a frightened little cry. He did not want to fight any 
more, he just wanted to get away. But the weasel held on 
hard, pressing down with her teeth. 

The gray cub was lucky that day. Suddenly the she~wolf 

came running through the bushes. The weasel let go of the 
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cub and bit into the she~wolf's throat. But the she~wolf. 
threw her head back, shaking the weasel off. The weasel 
flew up into the air, and the she,wolfcaught it in her mouth. 
She pressed her teeth down hard, and the weasel was dead. 

The cub was very happy to find his mother. But the she, 
wolf was even more pleased to see him. She licked the cuts 
in his neck. Together, they ate the weasel. Then they went 
back to the cave to sleep. 

3 

The Man..animals 

After his first adventures, the cub started to learn quickly. 
Every day he went a little further away from home. But 
when he was tired, he found his way back to the cave. He 
was starting to understand how strong he was. And he was 
starting to know when he should be careful. He no longer 
fell over or walked into things. Now he moved like his 
mother, quickly and silently. 

His need to kill was getting stronger every day. He realized 
now how powerful his mother was. She always brought him 
meat, and she was afraid of nothing. He felt her power in 
other ways, too. Now, when she was angry with him, she bit 
him with her teeth. He had to do what she wanted. And the 
older he grew, the fiercer she became. 

After a while, the cub started to hunt with his mother. 
He watched her kill meat. Slowly he became braver, and 
was no longer afraid of little things. He was learning the 
law of meat: EAT, OR BE EATEN. He knew that he did not 
have to worry about some animals. They were too small to 
kill him. But other animals were more dangerous. And if he 
did not kill them, they would certainly kill him. 
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The cub had many things to learn. The world was full of 
surprises for him. But he loved to feel the life inside himself. 
Running after meat made him feel excited and he enjoyed 
fighting. And after a hunt, he loved to lie in the sun, full of 
food. He was very much alive, very happy, and very proud 
of himself. 

One day, however, life suddenly changed. The cub ran 
down to the river to drink early one morning. He was still 
sleepy, so at first he did not notice anything. Then, suddenly, 
he saw and smelled something strange. Five strange animals 
were sitting in front of him. The cub had never seen men 
before, and suddenly he felt very small. 

The cub knew nothing about men. But his parents and 
grandparents knew about men. They knew men were more 
powerful than any other living thing. And somehow the 
cub could feel that, too. 

The men were Indians. One of them walked over to him. 
Then slowly the man reached down to pick him up. The 
cub's hair stood up on his back, and he showed his little 
teeth. 

"Look at his white fangs!" the man laughed. The man's 
hand came closer and closer. Then the cub suddenly bit the 
man's hand. At once, the man hit him on the head, and 
the cub fell onto his side. Suddenly the cub forgot all about 
fighting. He sat up and cried. 

The four men laughed even more loudly. And the 
cub cried even more. But in the middle of his crying, he 
suddenly heard something. He gave one last long cry. Then 
he stopped his noise and waited for his mother. His mother 
killed everything and was never afraid. She was fierce and ., / powerful. And she was coming. • 

She was growling as she ran towards him. She knew his 
cry, and she was running to save him. The cub ran towards 
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her. The men stepped back a little, and the she~wolfgrowled 
at them fiercely. 

"Kiche!" one of the men suddenly cried in surprise. 
"Kiche!" And the fearless she~wolf sank slowly to the 
ground. The cub could not understand. Once again, he felt 
the strong power of man. 

The man who spoke came over to Kiche. He put his hand 
on her head, and she just sank down lower. She did not bite 
or growl. The other men came closer, too. 

"She ran away a year ago, didn't she, Gray Beaver?" said 
one of the men. 

"Yes," Gray Beaver answered. "There was nothing to eat." 
"She has lived with the wolves," another man said. 
"It is not surprising," said Gray Beaver. "Her father was a 

wolf. And now she has a cub. His teeth are white, so I will 
call him White Fang. And he will be my dog." 

The cub watched as the man~animals talked to each 
other. Then Gray Beaver took a stick and some string and 
tied Kiche to a tree. White Fang followed. 

After a time, White Fang heard strange noises coming 
nearer. A few minutes later, about forty men, women and 
children came walking down the track. They were carrying 
things for their camp. There were many dogs, too, carrying 
bags on their backs. As soon as the dogs saw the cub and his 
mother, they ran towards them. White Fang was knocked 
down, and he felt teeth bite into his body. 

But after just a few seconds, he was up again. The man~ 

animals were fighting the dogs away with sticks and stones. 
White Fang licked his cuts. This was his first meeting 

with the man~animals' dogs. He was not happy that they 
attacked him. And he was not happy that his mother was 
tied up. He needed to be with his mother. And this meant 
that he too was not free. 
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At that moment, the man~animals got up and started 
walking. One of them untied Kiche from the tree and took 
her with him. White Fang followed behind her, feeling 
worried and frightened by this new adventure. 

4 

The Camp 

The men and their dogs went a long way down the little 
river, and Kiche and White Fang followed. At last they 
arrived at the big Mackenzie River. Here they stopped, and 
began putting up their tepees. White Fang watched. Soon 
around him were great tall tepees. He could not see the 
mountains or the river any more. He could only see tepees. 
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White Fang was frightened of the tepees at first. But he 
watched women and children going in and out of them. He 
saw other dogs trying to get into them, too. And his fear 

quickly disappeared. 
Kiche was tied up at the camp once more. At first White 

Fang stayed by her side, but after a while he went to look 
around. Soon a puppy came towards him. The young dog did 
not seem dangerous and White Fang wanted to be friendly. 
But the puppy, whose name was Lip,lip, was not friendly. 
He liked frightening other puppies so he showed his teeth 
when he saw White Fang. They walked around each other, 

growling. 
Then suddenly, Lip,lip jumped forward and bit White 

Fang's shoulder. White Fang cried out in pain. He tried to 
bite back at Lip,lip. But Lip,lip had fought many fights. He 
bit White Fang again and again. At last, White Fang ran 

crying back to his mother. 
Kiche licked White Fang's cuts. She wanted him to stay 

with her. But he was too interested in everything around 
him. So a few minutes later he went away again. This time 
he saw Gray Beaver doing something with sticks. Women 
and children were bringing more sticks to the Indian. White 
Fang went closer and watched. Suddenly he saw a color like 
the sun in the sticks. White Fang knew nothing about fire. 
He moved forwards towards it. He touched it with his nose 

and put his tongue into it. 
For a moment he could not move. Then he ran back, 

crying out in pain. It was the worst hurt he had ever known. 
He tried to lick his nose, but his tongue was burnt, too. He 
cried and cried. But Gray Beaver and the other animals 
laughed. And the more White Fang cried, the more they 

laughed at him. 
Suddenly White Fang did not want them to laugh at him 
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anymore. Their laughter was hurting him as much as the 
fire. He turned and ran back to Kiche. 

That night, White Fang lay awake by his mother's side. 
His nose and tongue were hurting, but he was worried about 
something else. He wanted to be in his old home. He wanted 
the quiet of the river and the little cave. Here, the dogs were 
always fighting and the man,animals were always moving 
around. It was too noisy. White Fang wanted his old home 
in the riverbank. 

In his first days at the camp, White Fang ran around 
exploring. He was learning more and more about the man, 
animals. He was learning how powerful they were. Like his 
mother, Kiche, White Fang was beginning to do what they 
wanted. When they walked towards him, he moved out of 
their way. When they called him, he came. When they told 
him to go, he ran away quickly. He knew that he had to 
please the man,animals. When he did not please them, they 
hit him. 

White Fang learned quickly about life in the camp. He 
learned that the women were kinder than the men. He 
learned that the children liked to throw stones at the dogs. 

Lip,lip made White Fang's life in the camp difficult. Every 
time White Fang left his mother's side, Lip,lip followed 
him. And as soon as there were no man,animals near, Lip, 
lip started a fight. Lip,lip won the fight every time, so he 
enjoyed it very much. 

But although White Fang hated the fights with Lip,lip, 
he was not frightened. He was already a fierce little cub, but 
he became even fiercer. White Fang could not play with 
the other puppies in the camp because of Lip,lip. As soon 
as White Fang came near the puppies, Lip,lip fought with 
him. So White Fang grew up quickly. He could not play, 
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so he became clever instead. He learned to find meat and 
fish in the camp. He watched everything and listened to 
everything. And he learned to stay away from Lip,lip. 

At last, one day, Gray Beaver untied Kiche. White Fang 
was very excited. He went happily with her around the 
camp. And because he was with his mother, Lip,lip stayed 
away from him. 

Later that day, Kiche and White Fang went close to the 
woods by the camp. Kiche stopped as they got closer, but 
White Fang went on. He wanted his mother to come with 
him. He ran back to her and licked her face. Then he ran 
on again. But she did not move. She could hear the call of 
the Wild too. But she could also hear a louder call-the call 
of man. After a while, Kiche turned and walked slowly back 
towards the camp. 

White Fang sat down by a tree and cried quietly. He 
could smell the pine trees, and he was remembering his life 
in the Wild. But he was still a puppy. The call of his mother 
was stronger than the call of the Wild. So after a moment, 
he got up and walked slowly after her. 

In the Wild, an animal never has a long time with its 
mother. But for White Fang, the men made the time even 
shorter. Gray Beaver sold Kiche to another man, who was 
going away up the River Mackenzie. When the man put 
Kiche into his canoe, White Fang tried to follow her. The 
man pushed him away, and set off up the river. But White 
Fang jumped into the water and swam after them. He could 
hear Gray Beaver shouting at him to come back. 

Then Gray Beaver got into his canoe, and went after 
White Fang. He pulled the cub out of the water, and hit him 
hard, again and again. White Fang cried out in pain. Even 
when Gray Beaver stopped hitting him, White Fang went 
on crying. The man threw him down into the bottom of the 
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canoe, and kicked him. Suddenly White Fang bit hard into 
Gray Beaver's foot. 

This time Gray Beaver hit White Fang even harder than 
before. White Fang thought it was bad the first time. But this 
time, it was terrible. When Gray Beaver threw him down in 
the boat again, his little body hurt all over. And when Gray 
Beaver kicked him again, White Fang did not bite. He knew 
now that he must never bite a man-animal. 

When the boat arrived back at the riverbank, Gray 
Beaver threw White Fang onto the grass. The cub pulled 
himself up, shaking and crying. Lip-lip was standing on the 
river bank, watching. He jumped onto White Fang, biting 
into him with his teeth. But Gray Beaver kicked Lip-lip 
away. When their animals did something wrong, the man­
animals hurt them. But they did not let other animals hurt 
them too. 

That night, when everything was quiet, White Fang 
remembered his mother. He cried so loudly that he woke up 
Gray Beaver. And Gray Beaver hit him again. After that, 
he only cried quietly when the man-animals were near. But 
sometimes, he went off to the edge of the woods by himself. 
And then he cried out loud. 

He wanted to run away back into the Wild. But he hoped 
his mother would come back to the camp. So he had to 
wait for her. And he was not unhappy. He was l~arning how 
to get along with Gray Beaver. He learned to do exactly 
what Gray Beaver told him. And then he did not get hurt. 
Sometimes Gray Beaver even threw White Fang a piece of 
meat. That made him feel happy. Gray Beaver never spoke 
kindly to White Fang. He never stroked his back. But White 
Fang was starting to like the man-animal. Although he did 
not know it, he was also starting to like camp life. 
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The Enemy of the Pack 

Because Lip-lip made his life so difficult, White Fang became 
fiercer than ever. Whenever there was trouble in the camp, 
it was usually because of White Fang. All the young dogs 
followed Lip-lip and turned against White Fang. White 
Fang fought with them all. As soon as a fight started, all 
the young dogs joined in. Together, they all attacked White 
Fang. 

Because he always had to fight with the whole pack of 
dogs, White Fang learned two important things. First, he 
learned how to take care of himself when the pack attacked 
him. He learned that he must always stay on his feet. The 
older dogs pushed him backwards or sideways with their 
heavy bodies. But he always kept his feet on the ground. 

The other thing White Fang learned was to fight quickly. 
As soon as White Fang started fighting with one dog, all the 
other young dogs came to fight him. So White Fang learned 
to attack as fast and hard as possible. Most dogs growled 
before they started fighting. But White Fang learned 
to attack without any warning. He attacked before the 
other dog knew what was happening. He rushed in, biting 
shoulders and ears. Then he easily knocked the dog down. 

When a dog was knocked off its feet, it showed its throat 
for a moment. And you could kill an animal by biting at 
its throat. White Fang knew this. He knew it from all the 
hunting wolves before him. He was still young. His mouth 
was not big enough or strong enough to kill with one bite 
yet. But many of the dogs in the camp had cuts on their 
throat from White Fang. One day, he caught a dog on 
its own. White Fang knocked the dog over and bit at its 
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throat, killing it. That night, there were many angry people 
in the camp. They knew White Fang was the killer. But 
Gray Beaver kept White Fang in his tepee, and did not let 
anybody inside. 

In December, Gray Beaver went traveling up the Mackenzie 
river. His son, Mit~sah, went with him, and he drove a sled 
pulled by seven puppies. White Fang was a good sled dog. 
He worked hard. And he always did what the man~animals 

told him. 

But the other puppies all knew that they had to be careful 
of White Fang. If they ate their meat too slowly, he stole it. 
If he walked among them, they had to get out of his way. 
And if they growled at him, he attacked them. Then they 
had no chance. They were hurt before they even started 
fighting. 
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White Fang traveled with Gray Beaver for many months. 
Pulling the sled made him grow stronger and stronger. He 
was growing up fast. And he thought he knew the world well 
now. His world was a fierce world. There was no warmth in 
his world, no friendship or gladness. 

But White Fang was also learning that there was an 
agreement between dog and man. Gray Beaver gave him 
food and fire, and took care of him. And White Fang 
worked for Gray Beaver, pulling the sled. He also guarded 
Gray Beaver's things. If anyone came near Gray Beaver's 
tepee, White Fang bit them. He knew that he had to do 
this. But he did not do it for love. He did not understand 
what love was. 

In April, Gray Beaver and White Fang returned to the 
home camp. White Fang was now a year old. Next to Lip~ 

lip, he was the largest puppy in the camp. He was tall and 
strong, and his coat was wolf~gray. White Fang walked 
around the camp, feeling stronger and older than before. 
Many of the older dogs were not as big as he remembered. 
He felt less frightened of them now. 

One day, White Fang was walking around the camp 
when he saw Kiche. He stopped and looked at her. Then 
she growled at him, and suddenly he remembered. All his 
old feelings came rushing back. He ran towards her happily, 
but she growled again and bit him. He could not understand 
it. 

But Kiche did not remember White Fang. She had new 
cubs now, and she was taking care of them. One of the 
cubs came up to White Fang. He sniffed at it. And Kiche 
immediately jumped at him and bit him again. White Fang 
moved away. He did not fight female dogs. That was a law 
among dogs and wolves. It was something that they knew 
without understanding why. White Fang watched Kiche 
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licking her puppy. And suddenly all his feelings for her died. 
There was no place for her in his life now. And there was no 

place for him in hers. 
When White Fang was two, there was a terrible famine. 

First, in the summer, there was little fish. And in the winter, 
there were no large animals for hunting. There were no 
rabbits either, and the hunting animals died. Weak with 
hunger, they ate each other. In the camp, the old and weak 
died. The camp was full of crying. Women and children 
went hungry so that the men-the hunters--could have a 
little food. The men went through the forest looking for 

meat every day, but came home with nothing. 
The man,animals were so hungry that they ate their 

shoes and their gloves. They ate the dogs too, and the dogs 
ate each other. The strongest and bravest dogs left the camp 
and ran away to the woods. There they were eaten by wolves, 

or they died of hunger. 
In these terrible times, White Fang, too, ran away 

into the woods. He knew about living in the Wild, so he 
survived better than most of the dogs. He became very good 
at catching small animals. He watched squirrels for hours, 
and then attacked them at just the right moment. He dug 
wood,mice out of the ground, and fought with weasels. And 
he went quietly back to the camp and stole rabbits from the 

man,animals. 
White Fang was lucky in the Wild. He always found 

something to kill when he was getting really hungry. And 
when he was weak, nothing found him. One day he met 
a pack of hungry wolves. But he was strong from eating a 
lynx. The wolves ran after him for a long way. But White 
Fang was faster than them, and he was able to escape. 

After that, White Fang traveled back to the area where 
he was born. He rested for a while in the empty lair of the 
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old lynx. In the last days of the famine, White Fang met Lip, 
lip, who was also living in the woods. They stopped when 
they saw each other. The hair on White Fang's back went 
up, and he growled fiercely. He was having a good week, and 
he was full of food. He jumped straight at Lip,lip, knocking 
him down. Then he bit into the dog's throat until he died. 

One day soon after, White Fang found a new man,animal 
camp at the edge of a forest. He watched carefully from the 
woods for a while. Soon he understood that it was the old 
camp, but in a new place. But it was different now. There 
was no crying. He could hear happy noises, and he could 
smell fish. There was food. The famine was gone. White 
Fang quickly found Gray Beaver's tepee and ran straight 
into it. Gray Beaver was not there, but his wife was pleased 
to see White Fang. She gave him some fish, and he lay down 
to wait for Gray Beaver. 

6 

At Fort Yukon 

When White Fang was nearly five years old, Gray Beaver 
took him on another long journey. They traveled down the 
Mackenzie River, and across the mountains to the Yukon 
River. They stayed in many camps along the way. At each 
place White Fang brought terrible trouble. He was such a 
fierce animal. As soon as a dog growled at him, White Fang 
jumped at its throat. 

After several months, Gray Beaver and White Fang 
arrived at Fort Yukon. And there they stopped. There were 
many Indians there, and a lot of excitement. It was the 
summer of 1898. Thousands of gold,hunters were going up 
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the Yukon River to Dawson and the Klondike. The hunters 
were looking for gold and many of them stopped at Fort 
Yukon on their way. They rested there, and bought things 
for their journey. 

Gray Beaver knew about the gold rush, and he had 
with him a lot of shoes, gloves and furs-animal coats. 
Everyone wanted to buy them and Gray Beaver made a lot 
of money. 

At Fort Yukon, White Fang saw white men for the first 
time. Every few days, a big boat arrived and stopped there 
for a while. There were many white men on the boats. And 
many of them came from a long way away. They stopped at 
Fort Yukon for a while. Then they sailed up the river on the 
boats again. 

White Fang quickly found that the white men's dogs were 
weak. None of them knew how to fight. And because White 
Fang now hated all dogs, he attacked them all. When the 
dogs came off the boats, they ran at him. To them, he was a 
wolf. He was the Wild. And because they had a great fear of 
the Wild, they wanted to attack him. But he always jumped 
to the side. Then he knocked them down, and bit their 
throats. After that, the Indian dogs jumped on the white 
men's dogs and tore them to pieces. White Fang was clever. 
He knew that the man~animals got angry when their dogs 
were killed. He always started an attack, but he let the pack 
of Indian dogs kill the white men's dogs. Then the white 
men rushed in, hitting the dogs. And White Fang just stood 
nearby, watching. 

One white man took out his gun when his dog was 
killed. He killed six Indian dogs from the pack. White Fang 
enjoyed it alL Gray Beaver was busy selling things, and 
there was no work for White Fang. So he stayed waiting for 
boats all day. 
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There were a few white men living in Fort Yukon. They 
did not like the new white men who came off the boats 
every day. So they liked seeing White Fang and the Indian 
dogs attack the travelers' dogs. When a boat arrived, they 
often came down to the river. They enjoyed watching the 
dog fights. 

But one man enjoyed the fights more than anyone else. 
He came running as soon as he heard a boat arrive. He 
watched all the fights. And sometimes, when a dog was 
killed, he jumped into the air in excitement. Best of all, this 
man liked watching White Fang. He saw how clever Gray 
Beaver's dog was. 

This man was called "Beauty" by the other men. He 
worked as a cook at the fort. The men called him Beauty 
as a joke, because he was certainly not beautifuL He was a 
small man, with a large, heavy mouth. He had big yellow 
teeth and dirty yellow eyes. On some parts of his head he 
had lots of hair, and on others he had none. 

Beauty Smith was a horrible~looking man. He was also 
often very angry. As soon as Beauty Smith saw White Fang, 
he wanted him. He tried to make friends with the wolf, but 
White Fang just growled. White Fang did not like Beauty 
Smith. He could feel that this man was bad. 

One day, Beauty Smith came to Gray Beaver's camp. As 
soon as White Fang heard the man coming, he growled. 
Then he walked away to the other side of the camp. He did 
not want to be near Beauty Smith. 

Beauty Smith wanted to buy White Fang. But Gray 
Beaver would not sell him. The Indian had a lot of money 
now, and he did not need any more. White Fang was a very 
strong sled~dog. He was leader of the sled pack. He was a 
great leader and a great fighter. Gray Beaver did not want 
to sell him. 
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But Beauty Smith kept coming to the camp. He started 
bringing whiskey-a strong alcoholic drink-when he came 
to see Gray Beaver. The more whiskey Gray Beaver drank, 
the more he wanted. He spent more and more of his money 
on whiskey. At last his money was all gone. Once more, 
Beauty Smith asked about buying White Fang. This time, 
he said he would pay Gray Beaver with bottles of whiskey. 
And this time Gray Beaver said yes. 

White Fang did not want to go with Beauty Smith. When 
the man came to take him away, he jumped at him. He tried 
to bite him. Beauty Smith put a leather strap around his 
neck. Then he hit White Fang with a stick until he followed 
him back to his home. But as soon as Beauty Smith went 
to bed, White Fang bit quickly through the strap. Then he 
walked back to Gray Beaver's camp. He did not have an 
agreement with Beauty Smith. He was Gray Beaver's dog, 
not Beauty Smith's. 

In the morning, Beauty Smith came to take White Fang 
away again. First, he gave White Fang a beating-he hit 
him again and again. He hit him much harder than Gray 
Beaver. Beauty Smith enjoyed hitting White Fang. His eyes 
lit up as he heard the dog's cries of pain. Beauty Smith had 
no power among other men. So he enjoyed having power 
over animals that were weaker than himself. 

Once again, Beauty Smith took White Fang home. This 
time he tied him up with a stick. But once again, White 
Fang bit through the stick that he was tied up with. And 
once again he went back to Gray Beaver. When Beauty 
Smith came back to get White Fang, he hit him even harder 
than before. When Beauty Smith stopped hitting him, 
White Fang was sick. He could not walk at first, and Beauty 
Smith had to wait. But at last, weak and shaking, White 
Fang followed the white man back to his home. 
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This time, Beauty Smith tied White Fang with a metal 
chain. Again and again, White Fang tried to pull the chain 
from the wall. But even he could not free himself this time. 

After a few days, Gray Beaver set off back to the 
Mackenzie, with no money and no dog. White Fang stayed 
at Fort Yukon. He had a new master now-he was another 
man's dog. And this master was more like an animal than 
a man. 

7 

The Fighting Wolf 

As Beauty Smith's dog, White Fang became fierce and 
terrible. He was kept on a chain, fenced inside a small pen. 

Beauty Smith enjoyed making White Fang angry. White 
Fang hated it when people laughed at him. Beauty Smith 
quickly learned that laughing at White Fang made him go 
crazy. When Beauty Smith laughed at him, White Fang 
became wild with anger. 

White Fang already hated all other dogs. Now he started 
to hate everything. He hated the chain he was kept on. He 
hated the men who looked in at him through the fence. He 
hated the fence. And most of all, he hated this terrible man~ 
animal, Beauty Smith. 

But Beauty Smith knew what he was doing. One day, 
a group of men came to stand outside White Fang's pen. 
Beauty Smith came into the pen and took the chain off 
White Fang's neck. At once, White Fang started to run 
around the pen. He looked fierce and terrible. He was a big 
dog now, and heavier than a wolf. He was stronger than 
ever. 
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Suddenly the door of the pen opened again. Then a big 
dog was pushed into the pen, and the door was shut. White 
Fang did not wait for a moment. He was full of hate, and 
ready to fight with anything. He jumped straight at the dog, 
and bit his neck. The dog jumped back at White Fang. But 
White Fang was too fast for him. Every time the other dog 
jumped at him, White Fang moved quickly away. But White 
Fang bit the other dog again and again. 

At last a man came and took the other dog out of the pen. 
White Fang was the winner of the fight. And Beauty Smith 
won a lot of money from the men watching the fight. 

After that, there were many more fights. White Fang 
started to look forward to them. He won every fight. One 
day he fought against a wolf from the Wild. Another day he 
fought against two dogs at the same time. It was his hardest 
fight. He killed the other two dogs, but he was half~killed 

himself. 
In the winter, Beauty Smith took White Fang on a boat 

up the Yukon River to Dawson. White Fang was kept in a 
metal cage. Lots of people knew about White Fang now and 
many men came to look at him. They tried to make him 
growl. They laughed at him. These men made White Fang 
fiercer than ever. 

When he was with Gray Beaver, White Fang was always 
careful of a man with a stick. He did what the man wanted. 
But Beauty Smith made White Fang go crazy. Whenever 
White Fang saw Beauty Smith, he became full of anger 
and hate. He growled and jumped up at his cage. Even 
after Beauty Smith hit White Fang, he still growled at him. 
White Fang never stopped growling at Beauty Smith. 

In Dawson, White Fang was kept in his cage. Men paid 
money to look at him. He also had fights in Dawson. The 
fights went on until one of the dogs died. And White Fang 
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always won. He never let any animal knock him offhis feet. 
He was fast, and he jumped in without any warning. 

Then, one day, a man came to the Klondike with a bull, 
dog. Bull,dogs are small but very strong. This dog was also a 
very famous fighter. Beauty Smith and his friends all wanted 
the bull,dog to fight with White Fang. The week before the 
fight, they were very excited. They talked about nothing 
else. 

At last the day of the big fight came. The bull,dog was 
pushed into White Fang's pen, and White Fang looked at it 
for a moment. It was different from other dogs. It was short 
and fat and it moved in a strange way. 

"Go on, Cherokee!" the men watching shouted. "Eat 
him up!" 

But Cherokee, the bull,dog, just looked around happily, 
wagging his short tail. Then White Fang jumped in and bit 
his neck. The bull,dog did not seem hurt. It did not even 
growl. It just turned and followed after White Fang. Again 
and again White Fang jumped in and bit the bull,dog. But 
the strange dog just kept following him. White Fang was 
confused. The dog did not have any hair, and he could bite 
it easily. But it never growled or cried out. 

Cherokee was confused, too. He usually fought close with 
other dogs. But White Fang never came close. He jumped in 
and out. He kept biting, but he never held on. 

After a while, Cherokee's ears were tom to pieces by 
White Fang. The bull'dog's neck and shoulders were covered 
in cuts. He was even bleeding from his mouth. But White 
Fang could not reach Cherokee's throat. The bull,dog was 
too short, and his mouth was too big. White Fang could not 
knock the bull,dog off his feet, either. 

Then a chance came. Cherokee turned his head away for 
a moment, and White Fang jumped at his shoulder. But the 
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bull,dog was very short and White Fang fell across him. For 
the first time ever in a fight, White Fang fell on his side. At 
that moment, the bull,dog took hold of his throat. 

White Fang jumped around wildly. He was trying to 
shake off the bull,dog. He hated feeling its hold on him. It 
made him go crazy. But Cherokee would not let go. The bull­
dog's feet hardly touched the ground. His body flew around. 
But he held on hard to White Fang's neck. White Fang ran 
around and around. He turned and moved backwards. But 
he could not shake the bull,dog off. 
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At last, tired, White Fang stopped. He could not 

understand. Other dogs did not fight like this. While White 
Fang was quiet, Cherokee took his chance. Still holding on, 
he moved his mouth a little closer to White Fang's throat. 
White Fang was on his back now. Bit by bit, Cherokee took 
more of White Fang's neck into his mouth. White Fang was 
finding it harder and harder to breathe. 

The fight was almost over. Beauty Smith came into 
the pen and stood laughing at White Fang. He knew that 
White Fang hated that. At once, White Fang went crazy 
with anger. He got up to his feet, even though the bull~dog 

was still biting his neck. But he could hardly move around 
the pen. He kept trying to shake the bull-dog from his neck. 
At last he fell backwards. 

"Cherokee! Cherokee!" the men outside cried. The 
bull~dog wagged its tail, still holding tight to White Fang's 
throat. 

At that moment, the men heard voices coming close. 
They looked up, afraid of the police. But they saw two men 
with a sled and dogs. The strange men stopped their dogs 
near the pen. Then they came to look. They wanted to 
know what was happening. 

By then, White Fang was not moving much any more. 
He could hardly breathe. Beauty Smith could see that the 
fight was almost lost. He jumped up and ran into the pen. 
Then he started kicking White Fang. 

But someone else followed Beauty Smith into the pen. 
It was one of the men from the sled. He was a tall young 
man and his face was red from the cold air. As Beauty Smith 
kicked White Fang, the young man hit him in the face. 
Beauty Smith fell backwards into the snow. 

Then the young man turned to the men outside the pen. 
"You animals!" he shouted at them. 
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Beauty Smith was on his feet. But the yOl,Llng man hit 
him again. Again Beauty Smith fell ba~k into t;he snow. But 

this time he lay there, and did not get up, 
The other man from the sled was COming in(lto the pen. 
"Come on, M" the ta11 young man said. •"H 1aU, e p me. " 
Both men bent over the dogs. Matt ~eld onto White 

Fang, and the tall young man tried tQ pllll rille bull-dog's 

mouth open. 
"Those men are animals!" he cried a.ngrily e~very time he 

pulled. But the bull~dog would not let go. 
"It's no good, Mr Scott," said Matt at lastJ!· "You can't 

pull them apart like that. You need to putsomflething in its 

mouth. Then perhaps you can push it operr." 
Scott put his hand in his pocket. He took. out' his gun, and 

put it in Cherokee's mouth. Then, slowly,he st::;:J.rted to push 
the dog's mouth open with the gun. Witbone : last push, he 
opened Cherokee's mouth, and the dogs vere p?ulled apart. 

"Take yourdog[" Scott shouted at Cherokee'# master, who 
was standing in the pen. The man pull<:-d ChercPkee outside. 

White Fang tried to get up. But his le!s we:~re too weak, 
and he fell back into the snow. I-lis eyeswere~ half-closed, 
and his mouth was open. Matt looked at him c~arefully. 

"He's almost finished," he said. "But hes stil~J breathing." 
Beauty Smith was on his feet again. fIe c;~ame over to 

look at White Fang. Scott turned to hiruangrfily. He took 

out some money. 
"Here you are, you animal," he said 10 Be~auty Smith. 

"I'm going to take your dog from you. And 1'1111 give you a 

hundred and fifty dollars for him." 
Beauty Smith put his hands behind h~ badk and shook 

his head.
 
"I'm not selling," he said.
 

d S .
"Oh yes, you are, " sai cotto "Beollse' I'm buymg. 
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Here's your money. The dog's mine. Are you going to take 
the money? Or do I have to hit you again?" 

"I'll go to the police when I get back to Dawson," said 
Beauty Smith. 

"Ifyou do, I'll have you sent out of town," said Scott. "Do 
you understand?" 

Beauty Smith did not say anything. He made a noise 
through his nose. 

"Do you understand?" Scott shouted fiercely. His hand 
was up, ready to hit Beauty Smith again. 

"Yes," said Beauty Smith quietly, moving backwards. 
The men outside the pen laughed at him. 
"Careful, Beauty! He might bite you!" someone shouted. 
Scott and Matt turned back to look at White Fang. 
"Who is that?" one of the men asked, pointing at Scott. 
"Weedon Scott," said another. "He's a mining expert-he 

knows all about mining. He's friends with all the important 
people in town. You don't want to make trouble with him." 
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Weedon Scott 

"It's no good," said Weedon Scott, looking at White Fang. 
"He's a wolf. We'll never be able to control or tame him." 

"I don't agree," said Matt. "I think he's probably got a 
bit of dog in him. And he's been tamed before. Look at the 
marks on his stomach. He was a sled~dog before Beauty 
Smith found him." 

Scott looked closer at White Fang. 
"You're right, Matt!" he said. "Well, I never!" 
Then he shook his head. 
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"But we've had him for two weeks already. And he's even 
wilder now than he was then." 

"Why don't we let him off his chain for a bit?" said Matt. 
"Give him a chance." 

Holding a stick, Matt walked slowly up to White Fang. 
White Fang watched the stick carefully, growling. Then Matt 
took the chain off and stepped back. White Fang did not 
know what to do. He had been tied up for months. Beauty 
Smith only ever let him off the chain for fights. He walked 
a little way away, watching the two men all the time. 

Scott went into his cabin-a small wooden house-and 
brought out a piece of meat for White Fang. But when he 
threw it, one of the other dogs immediately jumped at it. 

"No, Major!" Matt shouted out. But it was too late. As 
soon as Major bit into the meat, White Fang jumped at him. 
Major fell to the ground, bleeding from his throat. Matt kicked 
White Fang, and at once White Fang bit him in the leg. 

"He bit me!" shouted Matt, looking down at his bleeding 
leg. 

"I told you it was no good, Matt," said Scott. "I didn't 
want to do this. But it's the only thing we can do." 

He was taking out his gun. 
"Don't kill him, Mr Scott," said Matt. "That dog has had 

a terrible time. Give him a chance." 
"But he's killed one of our dogs. And look at your leg!" 
Scott took up his gun, and at once White Fang started 

growling. 
"Wait, Mr Scott! Look at that!" cried Matt. "He's a smart 

dog. He knows what a gun is." 
"Well, I never!" said Scott. He put his gun down. At 

once, White Fang stopped growling. 
"Let's see what happens now," said Matt, taking his own 

gun out. 

43 



He lifted it slowly to his shoulder, and White Fang 
growled more and more. When the gun was pointing straight 
at White Fang, he jumped behind the cabin. Matt put the 
gun down slowly. 

"We can't kill that dog, Mr Scott," he said. "He's too 
smart." 

The next day, Weedon Scott sat down near White Fang 
and spoke softly. White Fang growled. He was waiting for 
a beating. But the man did not have a stick. And his voice 
gave White Fang a strange, safe feeling. 

After a long time, the man brought out some meat. He 
held it out in his hand, but White Fang would not take it. 
At last, the man threw the meat on the snow. White Fang 
took the meat in his mouth, but he was watching the man 
all the time. The man threw some more bits of meat, and 
White Fang ate them. But the man held the next bit in his 
hand. He would not throw it. 
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White Fang was hungry, and it was good meat. Very 
slowly, he moved closer to the man's hand. He watched the 
man all the time, growling. Then at last he ate the meat. 
Nothing happened. He ate some more meat from the man's 
hand. And there was still no beating. 

The man kept talking. There was kindness in his voice. 
Now the man's hand moved closer and closer to his head. 
White Fang growled. Slowly the hand stroked his head. 
Then it rubbed his ears. It felt wrong to White Fang. He 
was ready for the man to hit him at any moment. But it did 
not hurt. In fact, White Fang liked the feeling. 

It was a new beginning for White Fang, and the end of his 
old life of hate. Weedon Scott was touching some feelings 
deep inside the wolf. They were feelings that were almost 
dead. One of these feelings was love. But the love only came 
slowly. It started with liking. White Fang did not run away, 
because he liked Weedon Scott. He knew that he needed a 
master. And he liked this master much better than Beauty 
Smith. 

White Fang made it his job to guard Scott's cabin. He 
walked around it at night while the sled-dogs slept. And he 
jumped at anyone who came near. 

Every day, Scott gave White Fang kindness. Every day he 
stroked him and rubbed his ears. White Fang always growled 
when Scott stroked him. But slowly the sound of the growl 
started to change. There was a little bit of happiness in it, 
which only Scott could hear. White Fang started to love his 
master. When Scott was at home he felt full of happiness. 
But when his master was away, he felt empty. White Fang did 
not show these feelings. He never ran to meet his master. He 
never jumped up at Scott when he came home. But White 
Fang was always waiting for his master and looking out for 
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him. And when Scott was home, he watched him all the 
time. His master gave him love, and he gave it back. 

White Fang fought with the other dogs at first. But they 
quickly learned to move out of his way. If they did what he 
wanted, he left them alone. 

White Fang started working for Matt as a sled,dog. He 
was the smartest dog and the strongest dog. So he quickly 
became the leader of the pack. But although he worked at 
the sled all day, he did not stop guarding his master's cabin 
at night. 

"I have to say," Matt said one day, "you were a smart man 
to take that dog from Beauty Smith." 

But in the spring, a terrible thing happened to White 
Fang. Scott went away traveling. White Fang did not 
understand where his master was. The first night, he waited 
outside in the cold for his master all night. But no master 
came. Days went by, and still the master did not come back. 
White Fang became sick. He would not work and he would 
not eat. When the other dogs jumped at him, he did not fight 
back. Matt brought him into the cabin, and he just lay on 
the floor near the fire. He was not interested in anything. 

Then one night, he suddenly got up from the floor and 
looked at the door. He stood there listening carefully. A 
moment later, Weedon Scott walked in. White Fang did 
not rush towards him like the other dogs. But when Scott 
came over to him, he wagged his tail. Then he put his head 
under his master's arm and growled with happiness. 

"Well, I never!" laughed Matt. 

White Fang quickly got better. He stayed in the cabin for 
another two nights. Then he went back outside. When he 
came out of the cabin, the other dogs jumped at him. They 
forgot that he was stronger than them. 

"Go on, wolf!" said Matt. 
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White Fang was full of life once more. He jumped back 
at them, and they ran away, frightened. They did not come 
back until after dark. And this time, they remembered that 
White Fang was their leader. 

When Scott started getting ready for another journey, White 
Fang understood at once. Every night, the men heard him 
outside the door of the cabin, crying quietly. 

"He knows that you're going," said Matt. 
"I can't take a wolf to California," replied Scott. 
"I'm not sure what he'll do without you," said Matt. 
"Stop it!" shouted Scott. "I've made up my mind." 
"Of course you have," said Matt with a smile. 
A few days later, White Fang saw Scott packing things 

into a big bag. Now he was sure that his master was going. 
That night, he pointed his nose at the moon and howled 
with sadness. 

Inside the cabin, the two men heard his cries. 
"He's not eating again," said Matt. 
Weedon Scott said nothing. 
"I hope he doesn't die this time," Matt went on. 
"Stop it, Matt!" Scott shouted. "I can't take him with 

me. You know that." 
The next day, White Fang followed his master every' 

where. Two men arrived and took Scott's bags away. Then 
Scott called White Fang inside the cabin. 

"You poor old thing," he said, rubbing White Fang's ears. 
"I've got to go away, old man, and you can't come with me. 
Now give me a growl-a goodbye growl." 

But White Fang wouldn't growl. He put his head under 
his master's arm. 

"Hurry up, the boat's going soon!" Matt called. 
"Come on!" 
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As the two men left the cabin, they could hear White 
Fang crying inside. 

"Take care of him, Matt," Scott said, as they walked 
down to the river. "Write to me and tell me how he is." 

White Fang's cry was full of terrible sadness. 
Down at the river, the boat was full of people. It was the 

first boat of the year. Everyone wanted to get away ftom the 
mines. Matt came onto the boat and stood saying goodbye 
to Scott. But as he turned to go, his mouth suddenly fell 
open. He was looking at something on the boat behind 
Scott. Scott turned around. Sitting a little way away was 
White Fang. 

"Well, I never!" said Scott. "Did you lock the cabin 
door?" 

"I certainly did," replied Matt. "I'll take him with me. 
Come here, boy!" 

Matt moved towards White Fang, but White Fang ran 
away from him. He disappeared between the legs of a group 
of men. But when Scott called, White Fang came to him at 
once. Scott stroked White Fang, and then looked closer at 
his face. There were cuts on his nose and around his eyes. 

"He jumped through the window!" cried Matt, touching 
White Fang's stomach. "His stomach is covered in cuts." 

But Weedon Scott was not listening. He was thinking 
fast. The boat was about to leave. 

"Goodbye, Matt," he said. "You don't need to write to 
me about the wolf. I'll write to you about him." 

"I don't believe it! You're taking the wolf with you?" 
cried Matt. 

"I certainly am!" laughed Scott. 
Matt stepped off the boat onto the riverbank. 
"It'll be too hot for him in the summer," he shouted. ." /• 
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In Santa Clara Valley 

After a long journey by boat and train, White Fang and 
Weedon Scott arrived in Santa Clara Valley. This was 
Scott's home. When they got off the train, a man and 
woman were waiting for them. The woman put her arms 
around Scott's neck, and White Fang growled angrily. He 
showed his teeth. He was afraid that the woman was going 
to hurt his master. 

"Down, Wolf!" said Scott. White Fang slowly lay down. 
"Don't worry, Mother," Scott said, turning to the woman. 

"He was afraid that you were going to hurt me. He'll learn 
quickly." 

A carriage-a small wooden cart pulled by horses--was 
waiting for them. Scott and his parents climbed into the 
carriage, and White Fang ran behind it. 

After fifteen minutes, they turned onto a little road which 
led up to a large house. In front of the house was a big yard, 
and behind it were hills and fields. But as they came towards 
the house, a sheep,dog suddenly ran out towards White 
Fang. White Fang ran straight towards the sheep-dog, ready 
to bite. But as he came near, he suddenly stopped. The dog 
was a female. And he did not attack female dogs. 

The sheep,dog did not stop, however. Sheep-dogs look 
after sheep. She could see that White Fang was a wolf. He 
was a wild animal which hurt sheep. And the sheep,dog 
felt fear. She jumped on White Fang and bit his shoulder. 
White Fang moved back. Then he tried to run past the 
sheep,dog. The carriage was still going towards the house, 
and he wanted to follow his master. But the sheep-dog kept 
stopping him. 
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"Come here, Collie!" called the man from the carriage. 
But Collie, the sheep,dog, was not listening. Again and 
again White Fang tried to run past her. But every time, 
she stopped him. Finally, White Fang bit Collie on the 
shoulder. She fell to the ground, crying angrily. 

Before the sheep-dog could get up again, White Fang ran 
past her. He ran quickly after the carriage, which was now 
stopped outside the house. Collie came running after him. 
She was full of anger and hate for him. But Scott's father 
pulled her away, and Scott held White Fang back. 

The carriage drove away and some more people came 
out of the house. Two more women put their arms around 
the master's neck. White Fang growled quietly, but he was 
not so frightened this time. Then White Fang's master took 
him up the steps and into the house. Inside, White Fang 
looked around carefully. He was waiting for something to 
attack him. But nothing jumped out. After a while, he lay 
down at his master's feet. 
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White Fang quickly got used to living in Santa Clara Valley. 
Collie, however, could not forget that wolves hurt sheep. 
Every time she saw White Fang, she ran at him. He walked 
away from her. But he would not attack her. So he stayed 
away from her as much as he could. 

There were many other new things for White Fang in 
Santa Clara Valley. First, there was his master's family. 
Weedon's father, Judge Scott, lived in the house, with his 
wife and Weedon's sisters. There was also Scott's wife, Alice, 
and their two children. White Fang quickly learned that his 
master loved all these people very much. And so he knew 
that it was his job to watch over them carefully. 

White Fang never liked the children in Gray Beaver's 
camp. So when his master's children first came near him, he 
growled. But the master taught him to be gentle with them. 
Soon White Fang let them stroke him and touch him. After 
a while he even started to like them. He never went up to 
them. But when they came near him he looked pleased and 
happy. And when they went away he looked sorry. 

White Fang let everyone in the family stroke him and 
touch him. But he never put his head under their arms. He 
only did that for the master. 

One night, White Fang climbed into the chicken house 
and killed fifty chickens. In the Wild, he killed and ate any 
animal he found. So he did not understand that things were 
different here. In the morning, his master came out and saw 
the dead chickens. He spoke angrily to White Fang. Then 
he held White Fang's nose down to the dead chickens and 
hit him on the head. When the master hit White Fang, it 
did not hurt. It was not like being hit by Gray Beaver or 
Beauty Smith. But he knew that the master was not pleased 
with him. And that hurt him more than any beating. 
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After that, the master took White Fang to walk among 
the chickens. When he saw the chickens moving around, 
White Fang wanted to jump at them. But as soon as he 
started to jump, the master stopped him. Again and again, 
White Fang started to jump. But every time, the master's 
voice stopped him. They walked among the chickens for 
half an hoUT. And after that, White Fang never killed a 
chicken again. 

10 

The Blessed Wolf 

There was lots of food and no work for a dog in Santa Clara 
Valley. So White Fang was well and happy. But he was 
always different from the other dogs. He followed the laws 
his master taught him very carefully. But there was always 
something fierce about him. He was still a wolf-an animal 
from the Wild. 

White Fang never made friends with other dogs. But he 
learned that he did not have to attack them. He just showed 
them his white teeth, and growled. And they all ran away. 

He learned to play-fight with his master. His master 
rolled him over, and White Fang pretended to be angry. But 
after every play-fight, the master put his arms around White 
Fang's neck and shoulders. Then White Fang growled his 
love-growl. 

White Fang always went with his master when he went 
out on his horse. One day a rabbit suddenly ran under the 
horse's feet. The horse jumped, and White Fang's master fell 
to the ground. The fall broke his leg. 

"Go home, Wolf! Go home!" the master told him. 
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White Fang understood "home", but he did not want to 
leave his master. He walked away a little, and then came 
back, crying quietly. 

"Go on, you wolf," the master said. "Go home and tell 
everyone. Go on!" 

When White Fang arrived back at the house, the family 
was outside. White Fang went and stood in front of Judge 
Scott, growling fiercely. 

"Go away, Wolf! Lie down!" said Judge Scott. 
So White Fang went to the master's wife, Alice. He 

pulled at her dress, tearing it. Everyone was looking at him 
now. He stood with his head up and tried to make a noise. 

"I think he's trying to speak," said the master's sister. 
And at that moment, White Fang did something for the 

first time ever. He suddenly barked loudly. 
"Something has happened to Weedon," said the master's 

wife at once. 
They all got up, and White Fang ran down the yard. He 

was looking back for them to follow. 
After that, everyone in the master's family had warmer 

feelings for White Fang. They all saw now that he was a 
smart wolf. 

In White Fang's second year in the Santa Clara Valley, 
something strange happened. Collie's biting changed. 
Suddenly it did not hurt any more. It was playful and gentle. 
White Fang forgot about Collie's growling and her attacks. 
When she came near him now, he tried to be playful too. 

One day, Collie ran in front of him down the yard and 
into the woods. White Fang knew that the master was going 
out on the horse that afternoon. The horse was waiting at 
the door. He stopped for a moment. But there was something 
in him deeper than man's law. It was deeper even than his 
love for the master. So when Collie bit him playfully again, 
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he followed her. The master went out on his horse alone 
that day. And in the woods, White Fang ran with Collie, 
just like his mother and father years before. , 
It was at this time that a man named Jim Hall ran away 
from a nearby prison. Jim Hall was a terrible man. He hated 
everything. Then, one night, he killed three prison guards 
with his hands, and ran away. 

All the women at Judge Scott's house were frightened. 
Judge Scott just laughed. But he knew Jim Hall. He sent Jim 
Hall to prison. And Jim Hall always said that one day he 
would make Judge Scott sorry for it. 

White Fang, of course, knew nothing about this. But 
every night, the. master's wife Alice waited for everyone to 
go to bed. Then she brought White Fang into the house. 
White Fang was not a house dog-he normally slept outside. 
So early each morning, Alice let White Fang out again. 

One night, when everyone was asleep, White Fang 
suddenly woke up. He could hear someone in the house. 
A man was moving quietly towards the stairs. White Fang 
followed, silently. The man started moving up the stairs. 
Without a sound, White Fang jumped onto his back and 
bit his neck. 

Everyone in the house woke up. There was a noise 
of guns. A man cried out in pain, and there was a fierce 
growling noise. Chairs and tables fell to the ground. Then, 
suddenly, everything went quiet. 

Carefully, holding their guns, Weedon Scott and Judge 
Scott came downstairs. A man was lying dead on the floor. 
They looked at his face. 

"Jim Hall," said Judge Scott, and the two men looked at 
each other. 

Then they turned to White Fang. He was lying on his 
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side, with his eyes closed. He tried to open his eyes when 
the two men came close. He growled weakly when Weedon 
Scott stroked him. But then the growl stopped and his eyes 
shut once more. His body stopped moving. 

"I think he's dead," said the master. 
"No, he's not. Not yet," said the Judge. And he went to 

the telephone. 
The doctor arrived very quickly. He cut White Fang 

open and worked on him for an hour and a half. 
"He has been hurt very badly," he told the family at last. 

"He's lost nearly all his blood. He was shot with a gun three 
times. And he has many broken bones. I don't think there 
is much chance that he will live." 

"Is there anything else we can do!" Judge Scott cried. 
"It doesn't matter how much it costs. We have to give him 
every chance he has." 

"I understand that," the doctor said. "Take care of him 
carefully, like a sick child. And I will come back later." 

Weedon's sisters, wife and mother did everything they 
could for White Fang. And White Fang showed the doctor 
that he was wrong. White Fang came from the Wild. He was 
used to fighting for his life. There was no weakness in him. 

For weeks, he could not move. He slept a lot, and had 
many dreams. In his dreams, he was a cub in the cave with 
Kiche once more. Once again, he sat at Gray Beaver's feet, 
and ran away from Lip~lip. He dreamed that he was pulling 
Gray Beaver's sled. And he lived again his time with Beauty 
Smith, and the fights he fought. 

Then one day, at last, the doctor took off White Fang's 
casts--the hard covers for his broken bones. All the family 
came to watch. The master rubbed White Fang's ears, and 
the wolf growled his love,growl. The master's wife called 
him "the Blessed Wolf', because he saved them all from Jim 
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Hall. And all the women agreed that it was a perfect name 
for him. White Fang tried to get up, but at first he was too 
weak. Again and again he tried. And at last he stood on his 
four legs. 

"The Blessed Wolf!" cried the women. 
"He'll have to learn to walk again," said the doctor. "But 

it won't hurt him. Take him outside now." 
And White Fang walked outside, with the family all 

around him. He had to keep stopping to rest. But at last he 
arrived in the yard. There on the grass lay Collie, with six 
little puppies playing around her in the sun. 

Collie growled warningly at White Fang, but the master 
pushed one puppy towards him. White Fang watched the 
puppy, interested, as one of the women held Collie back. 
Then the puppy's nose touched White Fang's nose. And 
White Fang put out his tongue and licked the little puppy's 
face. 

Weedon Scott and his family cried with happiness. 
White Fang was surprised. He lay down and watched the 
puppy. Then the other puppies came climbing over him. The 
family cried out in excitement once again, and White Fang 
felt a little strange. But as the puppies went on climbing 
over him, he forgot about feeling strange. He lay quietly on 
the grass with half,shut eyes, enjoying the sun. 
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