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In this passage, a man named Matthewson has bet Thornton

1,000 dollars that Buck can’t break a heavy sled out of ice and pull it

100 yards. Read the passage.

The crowd fell silent . . .
Everybody acknowledged Buck a
magnificent animal, but twenty
fifty-pound sacks of flour bulked too
large in their eyes to loosen their
pouch strings.

Thornton knelt down by Buck’s
side. He took his head in his hands
and rested cheek on cheek. He did not
playfully shake him, as was his habit,
or murmur soft love curses; but he
whispered in his ear. “As you love me,
Buck. As you love me;” was what he
whispered. Buck whined with
suppressed eagerness.

The crowd was watching
curiously. The affair was growing
mysterious. It seemed like a spell. As
Thornton got to his feet, Buck seized
his mittened hand between his jaws,

pressing in with his teeth and
releasing slowly, half-reluctantly. It
was the answer, in terms, not of

speech, but of love. Thornton stepped
well back.

“Now, Buck,” he said.

Buck tightened the traces, then
slacked them for a matter of several
inches. It was the way he had learned.

“Gee!” Thornton’s voice rang out,
sharp in the tense silence.

Buck swung to the right, ending
the movement in a plunge that took
up the slack and with a sudden jerk
arrested his one hundred and fifty
pounds. The load quivered, and from
under the runners arose a crisp
crackling.

“Haw!” Thornton commanded.

Go O



Buck duplicated the maneuver,
this time to the left. The crackling
turned into a snapping, the sled
pivoting and the runners slipping and
grating several inches to the side. The
sled was broken out. Men were
holding their breaths, intensely
unconscious of the fact.

“Now, MUSH!”

Thornton’s command cracked out
like a pistol shot. Buck threw himself
forward, tightening the traces with a
jarring lunge. His whole body was
gathered compactly together in the
tremendous effort, the muscles
writhing and knotting like live things
under the silky fur. His great chest was
low to the ground, his head forward
and down, while his feet were flying
like mad, the claws scarring the
hard-packed snow in parallel grooves.
The sled swayed and trembled, half-
started forward. One of his feet
slipped, and one man groaned aloud.
The sled lurched ahead in what
appeared a rapid succession of jerks,
though it never really came to a dead
stop again ... halfaninch...aninch
... two inches. .. The jerks noticeably
diminished; as the sled gained
momentum, he caught them up, till it
was moving steadily along.

Men gasped and began to breathe
again, unaware that for a moment
they had ceased to breathe. Thornton
was running behind, encouraging

Buck with short, cheery words. The
distance had been measured off, and
as he neared the pile of firewood
which marked the end of the hundred
yards, a cheer began to grow and
grow, which burst into a roar as he
passed the firewood and halted at
command. Every man was tearing
himself loose, even Matthewson. Hats
and mittens were flying in the air.
Men were shaking hands, it did not

matter with whom, and bubbling over

in a general uproar.

But Thornton fell on his knees
beside Buck. Head was against head,
and he was shaking him back and
forth. Those who hurried up heard
him cursing Buck, and he cursed him
long and fervently, and softly and
lovingly.

“Gad, sir! Gad, sir!” sputtered the
Skookum Bench king. “T'll give you a
thousand for him, sir, a thousand,
sir—twelve hundred, sir”

Thornton rose to his feet. His
eyes were wet. The tears were
streaming frankly down his cheeks.
“Sir)” he said to the Skookum Bench
king, “no, sir”

... Buck seized Thornton’s hand
in his teeth. Thornton shook him back
and forth. As though stirred by a
common impulse, the onlookers drew
back to a respectful distance; nor were
they again impolite enough to
interrupt.
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