THE HONOR OF THE

BIG SNOWS

panionship, of all that bound him to flesh and blood
in his lonely world, was gone. Kazan was dead.

From the sledge he took a blanket and wrapped |
Kazan in it, and carried him a hundred yards back
from the trail. With bowed head he came behind
his four dogs into God’s House. Half an hour later
he turned back into the wilderness with his supplies.
It was dark when he returned to where he had left
Kazan. He placed him upon the sledge and the four
huskies whined as they dragged on their burden,
from which the smell of death came to them. They
stopped in the deep forests beyond the lake and Jan
built a fire.

This night, as on all nights in his lonely life, Jan
drew Kazan close to him, and he shivered as the
other dogs slunk back from him suspiciously and
the fire and the spruce tops broke the stillness of

the forest. He looked at the crackling flames, at the

fitful shadows which they set dancing and grimacing
about him, and it seemed to him now that they were
no longer friends, but were taunting him—gloating
in Kazan's death, and telling him that he was alone,
alone, alone. He let the fire die down, stirring it
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