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F all the chechacos to come in on the 
last boat of the season, they will tell 
you Chet Rand looked the least likely 

to gamely champion a husky he had never laid 
eyes on before. Coming down the gangplank 
and onto the wharf landing, with a bulging and 
well traveled grip in either hand, it actually 
seemed as if the weight of them were too 
much for him. So much so, at least, that 
several of the down-and-outers sprang 
hopefully forward—but he shook his head 
negatively with a pleasant smile. 
 Setting down his luggage, he drew in 

deep breaths of air, and comfortably widened 
his legs, as if, perhaps, to get the feel of earth 
under them after tedious days spent in 
cramped quarters on shipboard. 
 It was as he stooped down to regain his 
bags that the thing happened.  
 A big man with a barrel like chest, 
over where freight was being unloaded, had 
piled two boxes he had just received on a sled, 
to which a single powerful dog was harnessed. 
The animal was straining mightily to move the 
load, but the steel runners merely bit through 
the five or six inches of fluffy snow and sank 
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into the ground. 
 
SEVERAL onlookers were quizzing the big 
fellow: 
 “Told yuh so, Lafitte,” one of them 
raucously laughed. 
 “Bully” Lafitte turned with a snarl at 
the phrase that so frequently angers. His black 
eyes burned, and the lifted upper lip showed 
ugly teeth through his beard. There was 
venom in his voice: 
 “She move, by gar,” he said. “W’en I 
say she go—she go! Allons—allons, mon 
brave!” 
 He sang the last at the husky; but he 
did not sing heartily, encouragingly, as a man 
is apt to when urging an animal. There was a 
vicious threat in it, concretely followed by a 
rawhide whip that curled about the husky’s 
haunches. 
 The dog twitched spasmodically under 
the blow, but he did not whimper or break 
from his stand. Instead, he gripped his feet 
further in, swelled out his great chest, and 
threw every ounce of strength into the effort to 
drag that sled. 
 Superb though he was, presumed to 
have as much power in his shoulders as any 
dog in the Northland, he failed to move it an 
inch. It simply could not be done. 
 Bully must have been in a particularly 
bad mood today. His eyes blazed: 
 “W’en I say go—she go!” 
 Brutally, and with added force, as he 
cried the words, he curled that lash around the 
dog so that a red welt with drops of bubbling 
blood showed on one side of the white belly. 
 “Easy,” warned a man in the crowd. 
“You’re goin’ too—” 
 “You filthy hound!” 
 At the words the circle of onlookers 
instinctively parted as Chet Rand—a stranger 
to every one there—broke through and faced 
Lafitte. Color had come to his drawn cheeks, 
and his gray eyes were smoldering with angry 

loathing. 
 His lips, oddly enough, did not seem 
so sensitive. They were pulled taut in a 
bloodless line. 
 “Damn you!” he exclaimed, while the 
Canuck stared at him as if he had not fully 
gathered the import of that first phrase. “Can’t 
you see that you’ve been asking the 
impossible of the dog? Can’t you see that the 
poor beggar can’t do it? You—you swine!” 
 “W’ot—w’ot? You mean dose for 
mee—pour moi?” 
 Bully Lafitte, striking his chest with a 
clenched fist, finished with a roar. Men in the 
North country, as a rule, do not interfere 
between a man and his dogs unless the thing 
has gone pretty far; more particularly, men did 
not interfere with Lafitte, no matter what the 
circumstances. 
 It came home to him now, however 
that this stranger—this puny chechaco—was 
actually calling him names: 
 “’Ound, hein? Swine, hein?” 
 
WITH a bellow of rage he charged, blindly, 
crudely, his great arms flailing. Rand, cool 
and poised, deftly sidestepped and sent his left 
crashing in for his attacker’s jaw. He caught 
him squarely, and though all his body was 
behind that blow, it barely caused the Canuck 
to hesitate. His head went back for a moment, 
it is true, but then he shook it off as if tossing 
off some annoying insect that had alighted on 
his face. Again, with a maddened bellow, he 
charged. 
 A good many men there would have 
stepped away from that rush—nor could they 
altogether have been blamed for doing so. The 
newcomer, instead, went forward with the 
look of a battler who realizes that his main 
gun has failed, and that he might as well get in 
another shot before he himself is beaten down. 
 Once more, cleanly, Rand found that 
heavy boned jaw with his left, and 
simultaneously drove in his right to the pit of 
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the stomach. 
 He got a grunted “oof” out of Lafitte; 
that was all. Then that hammer like right fist 
of the toughened prospector caught him 
behind the ear as he futilely tried to duck. He 
went up into the air like a mechanical jumping 
jack, his body stiffening, and then down onto 
the snow unconscious. 
 “’Ound, hein? Swine, hein?” Georges 
Lafitte, standing over him with swelling chest, 
sucked the words through his teeth in a 
whistle as he lifted his boot—and there was a 
growl from the husky as the animal tried to 
hurl himself forward. A quiet voice, though, 
did what the dog was unable to do:  
 “No bootin’, Lafitte!” 
 
AUTOMATICALLY, the foot stayed 
suspended in the air. It came down slowly, 
and the big fellow turned with sullen, baffled 
anger: 
 “’Ee call me ’ound—swine. ’Ee hask 
for eet, Square!” 
 “Mayhap he’s right,” said the other 
calmly. “And you’ve beat him in fair fight, 
haven’t ye?” 
 Bully Lafitte glared at the little man 
facing him—glared at Square O’Brien, the 
gambler, a wisp of a human, not weighing a 
hundred and ten pounds, with a pair of the 
most remarkably blue and chilling eyes one 
could find. 
 “Ho, well—ho, well,” Lafitte 
shrugged, “eef ’ee’s fr’end, Square, w’y—” 
 “He’s no friend, Lafitte,” cut in 
O’Brien, who never evaded an issue. “He’s a 
man beaten who fought fair, and I’ll see that 
he gets a clean deal himself.” 
 “Ho, well—” 
 
BUT Chet Rand just then came to, after one of 
the crowd had rubbed him with snow. He 
propped himself up to a sitting posture. 
Rand got to his feet awkwardly, painfully. He 
looked at the husky he had defended, and in 

the clear, wide-eyed gaze of the dog he saw 
understanding—understanding and gratitude. 
 “Care to sell that dog?” he asked. 
 The Canuck turned, his teeth showing 
a smile of derision as he softly brought out his 
words: 
 “I sell hanytheeng I got, m’sieu. But to 
you, mon ami, I geev thees dog! Oui,—I geev 
him w’en you prove, m’sieu, you are bettaire 
man than I’m be, lak’ you call heem! C’est 
bien?” 
 With a loud guffaw he turned his back, 
and again raised his foot. He completed his 
kick, this time, sending the two boxes 
tumbling off the sleigh as he ordered his 
husky to move on—ordered him to move on 
without the sting of the lash. 
 Although Chet Rand had taken a jolt 
that made every bone in his head feel sore for 
several days, his championing of the husky 
did him no harm. Bully Lafitte was not 
precisely a popular customer in the Northland. 
 Lafitte was made to know, when 
several of the old sourdoughs had heard of his 
tilt with Rand and the reason for it, that if they 
again heard of his maltreating a husky they 
would personally step in—and not use a fist. 
 “Should have given him a dose of 
lead,” one of these veterans told Rand. “Man 
deserves it—any time he tries to kick another 
when he’s down for the count.” 
 “I don’t carry a gun,” Chet smiled. 
 Square O’Brien, as well, tried to make 
Chet Rand see that he should carry some sort 
of firearm. He knew Lafitte, he insisted, and 
he knew that he would never forgive Rand—
never be satisfied until he had got even. 
 Here, too, Rand smilingly shook his 
head and held out his hands, saying that he 
would depend on them alone; also, he went a 
bit more into detail in his explanations. 
 “You see, I don’t want to offend you 
or any one else, Mr. O’Brien,” he told the 
white-haired gambler, “but I’m honestly 
against all killing. I can’t help it—I’m just 
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made that way constitutionally, I suppose. If I 
carried a gun it would be sure to bring on a 
meeting sooner or later, for he’d think I was 
arming myself with that purpose in view; also, 
if I did have a weapon, and he drew, I’d 
probably do the same myself, and one of us 
would surely get it. No, I’ll take my chances!” 
 “Suit yourself, son,” shrugged Square. 
“Trouble with Lafitte is, he’s not a lad that 
comes out in the open. Don’t forget.” 
 “I won’t, thanks,” Chet assured him. 
 Nothing seemed due to happen in the 
near future, however, for Lafitte stocked up 
heavily with supplies, and mushed on for a 
cabin he had up on the Mackenzie. Rand, for a 
time, rented one of the rooms that O’Brien had 
above his gambling hall and just lazed about, 
seeming to enjoy hugely the newness of this 
life that was so different to him. 
 Back home he had been an instructor 
in botany in a high school ever since he had 
quit college some six or seven years 
previously. His one great ambition, however, 
had been to complete an exhaustive book on 
the subject he loved. 
 
HE had spent his every leisure hour studying 
and compiling notes. The result had been an 
utter physical and nervous breakdown that had 
laid him up in a sanitarium for seven long 
months, with rigid orders from the doctors 
when he left to get away to an absolutely 
strange environment for ten or twelve months 
and forget all about his cherished hobby. 
 Rand was a perfect patient, the 
medicos would have said had they seen him 
now. He obeyed commands implicitly. 
 Anyway, he picked up surprisingly in 
that first five or six weeks. So every one 
assured him, at least. 
 “Hell, son,” a rugged old-timer who 
had heard of the Lafitte affair told him, “ye’ll 
be able in another coupla months to step in 
and plumb beat that Canuck to a pulp. Tell me 
ye’ve taken on ’most fifteen pounds, they do.” 

 It was thought, a month later, that the 
thing might be put to the test. 
 Lafitte had come to town, leaving his 
string of dogs with a half-breed helper while 
he stepped into O’Brien’s for his usual fling at 
the roulette wheel. Rand, coming down the 
street, had suddenly stopped as he recognized 
the husky he had defended, and at the same 
time the dog had struggled against the harness 
toward the man with a sharp bark of gladness. 
 Rand had gone over to him, a pleased 
light in his eyes as he reached out and stroked 
the husky’s head. He stayed there for several 
minutes, playfully cuffing the animal and 
talking to him—and it was so that Bully 
Lafitte found them. 
 “You theenk she’s time for try prove 
’ee’s belong to you, m’sieu?” the prospector 
asked with mock politeness. 
 Chet’s jaw muscles tautened; but he 
was a wise enough man to know his own 
limitations. He was not back to normal yet, he 
knew; was a generous twenty pounds under 
weight, still; and, he was utterly certain, it 
would be folly for him to attempt to pit 
himself against the powerful Canuck just at 
present. 
 When he did go into the next 
encounter, if ever, he, at least, wanted in all 
fairness to himself to be in the pink of 
condition. So, with a little sigh, he shook his 
head gravely and answered: 
 “No, Lafitte, I don’t think it’s quite 
time. Sorry.” 
 He had spoken coolly, as if merely 
stating an actual fact, and as he turned away, 
after giving a final pull to the husky’s ear, not 
a man there, somehow, felt that he had evaded 
the issue. He had simply deferred it in a 
businesslike way. 
 “You’ve a way with dogs, son,” 
O’Brien said to him the next morning. “That 
big lead husky o’ Lafitte’s is no gentle puppy 
with men, and even though he remembered 
ye’d fought fer him, I was surprised at the 



The Better Man 
 

5

gladness he showed to see ye. 
 
“ANYWAYS, I mind me that my own string 
never take yer presence amiss, and I was 
wonderin’ if ye’d care to take them fer a bit of 
a run? ’Tis Saturday and my busiest time, and 
I can’t get away. 
 “I have an old running mate at Spruce 
Valley—thirty odd miles, maybe--and he’s 
needin’ grub, with a sick wife he can’t leave. 
Would you like to do me the favor, Chet?”  
 “Glad to,” Rand assured him. “That is, 
if you think I can handle the dogs. I’ve 
watched others, of course, and I think I’ve 
picked up the trick of it, but I’ve never had 
any experience, and I wouldn’t want to be the 
cause of anything happening to your—” 
 “Shush, shush,” broke in the gambler. 
“I pride meself I can tell a man that has a way 
with dogs.” 
 Square O’Brien was right. The 
moment he stepped behind the laden sled, 
with the long whip that must reach to the lead 
dog in his right hand, Chet Rand showed an 
almost abnormal knack in handling the string 
of huskies. 
 
HE seemed to be able to get the greatest 
amount of effort out of the dogs with the least 
amount of exertion on his own part. They 
liked him instantly—liked him, probably, 
because they sensed that here was a human 
that would use no brutality, and yet who 
would stand for no dawdling or bickering 
among themselves. And the average sled 
animal doesn’t ask much more. 
 Anyway, Rand brought the string back 
in such good condition that O’Brien had a 
suggestion: 
 “Seein’ that ye’re one of the few men 
that ain’t mad fer findin’ gold, what should be 
the matter with takin’ my dogs and runnin’ a 
sort of freight and express service? The boys 
’ll pay high, and over to MacLean’s Pass 
they’re still stampedin’ from all sides. ’Twill 

be a favor to me—them dogs are getting 
lazy!” 
 “You’re a lifesaver every way to me, 
Mr. O’Brien,” was Chet’s grateful answer. 
“I’ll take that up.” 
 From the start Rand made good at the 
thing. As O’Brien had said, most men were 
too busy hunting for gold to think of other 
pursuits, and the freighting of supplies had 
very little competition. 
 Chet learned to handle his long 
rawhide whip like a master; handled it so well 
that it became nearer an art with him. He 
could send it curling out to crackle within a 
fraction of an inch of the lead husky’s ear 
without touching the animal, and this helps 
tremendously. The driver, the dog remembers, 
has complete control. 
 On one of his runs to MacLean’s Pass, 
after he had emerged from some spruce 
covering and was perhaps half way across a 
clearing that was about a mile wide, he 
suddenly heard a commotion behind a knoll 
not a hundred yards on the left—a shrill bark, 
a harsh curse, a muffled growl. And, looking 
hastily toward the spot, he saw a man and a 
dog struggling on the horizon, while a rifle 
was tossed crazily into the air, as if it had been 
unexpectedly jolted from the hands of the 
human. 
 The husky, unmistakably, was the one 
he had defended; and the man, just as surely, 
was Bully Georges Lafitte. 
 Chet Rand did not pause. Swiftly, he 
got to the other side of his sled, shielding his 
body as much as he could with the load he 
was carrying. 
 
WITH tense words that registered instantly on 
O’Brien’s well trained string, he urged the 
dogs to their fastest pace. They responded 
nobly, and foot by foot they cut down the 
intervening distance between them and the 
forest of blue green spruce that lay 
protectingly ahead. 
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 At last they surged into the engulfing 
safety of it, and not until then did the freight 
carrier allow his tautened muscles to relax as a 
sigh of relief exploded from him. 
 As he traveled on toward the pass, 
Rand tried coolly to figure out what had 
happened. As near as he could come to it, 
Lafitte had doubtless started out to ambush 
him, leaving his dog team somewhere in the 
rear. In some manner, probably the lead husky 
had got loose—a broken leash he remembered 
seeing, bore that out—and had followed his 
owner. 
 Whether the animal had sensed that 
Lafitte was out to get the man that had 
championed him, Chet wasn’t sure; he was 
certain, however, that the arrival of the dog at 
the critical moment had unquestionably saved 
his life. 
 He kept his mouth closed about the 
incident at MacLean’s Pass, just as he 
remained silent about it with O’Brien when he 
got back. The next day, though, he walked 
straight up to Lafitte when the latter 
swaggered into the gambling hall. 
 “Lafitte,” he told him, in words that he 
knew would mean nothing to his listeners but 
would nevertheless cause them to be 
remembered did anything happen, “I’ve 
written down all the details about that little 
episode back in the clearing. If any one ever 
finds me with a bullet hole through me it’ll 
make interesting reading!” 
 Lafitte must have taken heed of the 
warning, for as winter wore on Rand was not 
troubled with him. He knew, though, that the 
ill feeling between them must eventually come 
to a climax; and he was almost wishing that it 
would not be too far away. 
 Powerful though the Canuck 
indubitably was, Chet felt that now he could 
hold his own. He had taken on still more 
weight—more than he had ever had in his life 
before, in fact—and he knew that in every 
way he was in superb condition. 

 The chance to prove whether or not he 
was a better man than Bully Lafitte came 
before long. Toward the fag end of the winter, 
when the spring thaws were expected to begin 
at any time, the ironic elements once more 
took it upon themselves to play pranks. 
 Snow started; but snow that caused 
every wise veteran in Square O’Brien’s place, 
after an hour of it, to predict that it would be 
one of the worst storms in years. And Chet 
Rand, who had learned a goodly bit about 
weather conditions, was quite willing to admit 
being happy not to be caught on the trail on 
this particular night. 
 As heavy storms, wherever men gather 
in colder climates, will always bring out 
memories of other storms, the poker and faro 
and roulette tables at O’Brien’s were less 
frequented than usual, as the old sourdoughs 
swapped lies beautifully. Each one had a story 
to cap the other, and be it known that these 
men were no niggards when it came to 
yarning. But, although they didn’t know it, 
drama was pushing toward them through the 
storm. 
 
IT entered in the form of a half-breed—along 
about eleven that night. The man came 
crashing down on the floor, when the door 
was opened at his feeble knock, and it was all 
he could do breathlessly to gasp out his words: 
 “’Ee’s out dere—’bout wan mile— 
Mackensie tr’l—M’sieu Lafitte! Dog—dog 
she all gone—los’—excep’ de big lead. 
’Ee’s—’ee’s mos’ gone—La—Lafitte!” 
 The half-breed keeled over with that, 
and while Square O’Brien efficiently went to 
him with a flask of brandy, men looked 
questioningly at one another in the hush that 
had suddenly fallen. They spoke much, those 
looks, of the contempt in which Bully Lafitte 
was held. 
 There was no keen desire written on 
any face to go to the rescue; there was only 
those inquiring frowns that seemed to ask if 
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any man cared to save him, and whether it was 
worth while. 
 It was Chet Rand, as the fire of brandy 
brought the half-breed to with a sputtering 
cough, who spoke first: 
 “Up to me, boys,” he said quietly. “No, 
I don’t want help—thanks!” 
 “But, son—” began Square. 
 “You’ll understand, Mr. O’Brien,” 
broke in Rand with a smile, already on his 
way to the door that led to his room above the 
gambling hall. 
 He was gone, and men argued heatedly 
as to which ones should accompany him, 
although O’Brien and a few of the wiser old-
timers smiled knowingly. A tribute to Rand, 
these offers to go. 
 He was down again in a moment 
pulling a parka over his head, and 
scrupulously examining his snowshoes, asking 
O’Brien for the flask of brandy that would 
undoubtedly help Lafitte. 
 “Damnit, Chet,” broke in a young 
trapper, “I ain’t goin’ t’ let yuh make it 
alone!” 
 There was gratitude in Rand’s smile 
and his serious gray eyes, but he shook his 
head firmly. 
 “Thanks, Jim,” he said, “but I’ve got to 
go alone! Oh, I’ll make it. Trail along if I’m 
not back in four or five hours, if you feel like 
it, Jim. So long!” 
 “Luck, son!” 
 It was those two words of O’Brien’s, 
as Chet pulled open the door, that made the 
trapper and every one else still their 
arguments. 
 
CHET RAND came back in what was closer 
to four hours than five—came back, to be 
exact, just a trifle under the four mark. He 
lurched in through the wide door that was held 
open for him, the inert form of big Bully 
Lafitte across his shoulders, and with the 
husky he had defended pulling on ahead of 

him, tied to his belt with broken harness. 
 Slowly, carefully, he eased his human 
burden on to the floor, and even as he 
staggered back and caught hold of a table for 
support, one mittened hand went out to stroke 
the head of the dog who was gazing up at him 
with pure adoration. 
 “I guess you’re mine, boy—I guess 
you’re mine now,” he was saying. 
 Silently he handed his friend Jim the 
flask of brandy, and the trapper poured the last 
stiff dose that was left, down the throat of the 
Canuck. 
 Lafitte, gurgling and spluttering, 
opened his eyes and gazed about dazedly, his 
voice a thick mutter. 
 “I go down, by gar—I go down, 
some’ow,” he was saying, almost 
incredulously. “I don’ know, I don’ know. 
Dese legs she jus’ get too weak for to stan’. 
She’s hard going, out dere. One dog go 
down—othaire —’nothaire—excep’ my 
strong devil of the lead. I don’ know, I don’— 
An’ Jean—w’ot ’appen w’en all theeng go 
black for me.” 
 He was lifting himself up with a hand 
now, still swaying, still dull eyed and groping 
brained. 
 “Your Jean came here—for help,” said 
O’Brien curtly. 
 “So—so?” 
 Georges Lafitte got up, then, with the 
help of a table, and stood there scrutinizing the 
knot of men from between narrowed eyes. He 
spoke with a sharp intake of breath, as if 
fearing for the answer. 
 “An” ’oo breeng me in?” 
 “A better man than you are,” replied 
Chet Rand quietly. 
 “Dere is no bettaire man dan me,” he 
cried savagely. “Dere is no man w’ot ’ave 
evaire knock me down—an’ dere is no man 
w’ot ’ave evaire use dese gun so quick!” 
 
HIS hand, as he finished, went to the heavy 
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revolver that was hanging low in the holster at 
his left thigh, and he grinned with scornful 
invitation at Rand. 
 But it was Square O’Brien who 
answered, his face and voice very calm as his 
own hand hovered casually in the 
neighborhood of his left armpit. 
 “He’s proven himself a better man 
every way, Lafitte—and I mind ye what ye 
say, there on the wharf, on that first snow of 
the winter.” 
 “And I claim the dog now,” said Chet. 
“You keeled over, and I didn’t. I’d just come 
in from a run from Spruce Valley, but I still 
had enough left to finish your own trip for you 
with you on my back.” 
 
THERE was an assenting grunt or so from 
some of the older sourdoughs, and it seemed 
to drive Lafitte wild. His teeth showing, he 
jutted out his head and glared balefully at 
Rand. 
 “So she’s put up job for get husky, 
non?” he snarled. “By gar, I don’t stan’ for 
dose treeck, Georges Lafitte don’. Boy—why 
don’ you be man? All dose talk ’bout not 
believe in gun—all dose talk ’bout not believe 
hurt nothaire human bein’— she’s—she’s 
bluff. I’m seeck, me of hear dose talk, an’ 
w’en I say I geev you dose dog w’en you 
prove bettaire man, I mean pro—” 
 “Just a minute, Lafitte!” 
 Chet Rand, a dozen paces away, raised 
a hand that seemed to compel silence. The 
muscles of his face were taut, and he was 
nervously tapping the top of his high moccasin 
with the lash of a coiled rawhide whip in his 
right hand. 
 “You want gunplay, do you?” he 
continued, as Lafitte stared at him with eager 
questioning. “Well, you’ll get it. Draw—draw, 
you filthy hound!” 
 “W’ot?” 
 Lafitte, as he hungrily cried the word, 
looked as if he thought it was too good to be 

true, but Chet, with steady, tense tones, came 
right back at him: 
 “I said draw, draw, you low swine. I’m 
armed and I’m ready for you!” 
 “You ’ear—you ’ear?” 
 With fierce joy, Bully Lafitte flung his 
warning at the crowd as his right arm pitched 
down toward his thigh, but even as his fingers 
went to grip the blue steeled butt of his 
weapon, that rawhide lash in Chet’s right hand 
coiled out like a striking snake and wound 
itself around his wrist: 
 “Dieu!” he shrieked, as the whip cut 
through his skin and flesh with what must 
have been agonizing pain. 
 “You had your chance and I beat you 
to it, Lafitte,” Chet was coolly saying, “and 
I’m telling you again that I’m the better man!” 
 
THE big Canuck was rocking backward and 
forward on his feet, his left hand gripping the 
ugly wound on his wrist as his face twisted in 
pain. At the words of his opponent, however, 
mad rage contorted his features and he 
bellowed wildly: 
 “Bettaire man, eh? By gar, not w’ile I 
got—” 
 Those unharmed left fingers never 
reached the revolver butt—for the husky that 
had been standing tense muscled by Rand’s 
side made his leap in the nick of time. 
 Fully and squarely, with all the power 
in his sturdy body behind the charge, he struck 
Bully Lafitte on the chest. Down they went in 
a tangled heap, rolling over and over as the 
dog sank his fangs into that left hand. 
 “Break—break way, there,” Square 
O’Brien said, reaching down and firmly taking 
the dog by the neck. With his other hand he 
yanked out Lafitte’s weapon and leveled it at 
the bully. “Get on your feet,” he ordered. “The 
dog’s quieted; don’t worry!” 
 Then, as Lafitte shakily managed to 
right himself, Square O’Brien spoke his 
ultimatum. 
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 “Like I told ye before, Lafitte, Rand’s 
proven himself a better man; and also, like I 
told ye before, I mind me what ye said about 
the husky that day down at the wharf. I’m 
taking it upon meself, anyway, now, to be the 
judge, and ’tis to Chet that I’m fair and square 
awarding that dog. 
 “And one other thing—out of this 
place with ye, and on a word of honor that’s 
never been broken, Bully Georges Lafitte, I’m 
telling ye that do I ever see ye trailing into this 
camp it’s I meself that’ll shoot ye down like 
the dog ye are!” 
 “I had to bring the thing to showdown, 
you see,” Rand was explaining later, “because 
I surely did want this dog. Need him for a lead 
husky, it so happens, because I’ve decided that 
now I’m physically on my feet again I’m 
going to stick up here at this freight carrying 
game. In my blood, this North country.” 
 He paused for a moment, a dull flush 
creeping over his face as he went on more 

haltingly: 
 “I didn’t like to speak of it before this, 
and I don’t like to now, but I suppose it’s due 
some of you boys to know why I’ve been so 
hanged much against gunplay. 
 “I—well, I took a little over a year off 
from college, back in 1917, and I got in the 
mix-up across the water. I saw so much killing 
and so much blood that I told myself I’d 
certainly never be responsible for any more 
unless I was forced into it by another war. 
I....” 
 Chet Rand laughed and looked down 
at his whip, making the distant tip of it curl 
back to him with a deft flick of his wrist that 
was sheer artistry. 
 “No, this old rawhide’s good enough 
for me!” 
 “Good enough is right,” chortled Jim, 
unquestionably echoing the sentiments of 
every man in the room. 

 


