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Love of Life

This out of all will remain—

They have lived and have tossed:

So much of the game will be gain,
Though the gold of the dice has been lost.

’I:ley limped painfully down the bank, and once the
foremost of the two men staggered among the rough-strewn
rocks. They were tired and weak, and their faces had the drawn
expression of patience which comes of hardship long endured.
They were heavily burdened with blanket packs which were
strapped to their shoulders. Headstraps, passing across the fore-
head, helped support these packs. Each man carried a rifle.
They walked in a stooped posture, the shoulders well forward,
the head still farther forward, the eyes bent upon the ground.

“I wish we had just about two of them cartridges that’s layin’
in that cache of ourn,” said the second man.

His voice was utterly and drearily expressionless. He spoke
without enthusiasm; and the first man, limping into the milky
stream that foamed over the rocks, vouchsafed no reply.

The other man followed at his heels. They did not remove
their footgear, though the water was icy cold—so cold that
their ankles ached and their feet went numb. In peaces the
water dashed against their knees, and both men staggered for
footing.

The man who followed slipped on a smooth boulder, nearly
fell, but recovered himself with a violent effort, at the same
time uttering a sharp exclamation of pain. He seemed faint
and dizzy and put out his free hand while he reeled, as though
seeking support against the air. When he had steadied himself
he stepped forward, but reeled again and nearly fell. Then he
stood still and looked at the other man, who had never turned
his head.
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JI1000B 10 XUTTA

Hiio He mine B 3a0yTTs,

He MapHO MM Ha BigJail rpaiu;
MM 3a I[iHOI0 HE CTOSIIN

y Ipi, 1€ CTaBKOIO — KUTTSI.

OHU CXOAWIM 3 Oepera KyJbralouu; Toi i3 IBOX 4O-
JIOBIKiB, 110 HIIOB MEPLINUM, Pa3 MOCAU3HYBCS Ha KaM STHUCTOMY
poscuni. O6o€ 3Hemaraju Bil yTOMM, i Ha IXHIX OOJMYYSIX
3aCTUT OaliayXuii, MMOKIPJIMBUI BUpa3, 110 3 SIBISETHCS IiCIIsI
TpUBaAJUX BUMOPOOYBaHb. 3a IJIeUMMa B HMX BUCIIM BaxXKi
MIlIKKA Ha peMeHsx. TlepemHi JIMKM MIIIKiB Oyau 3aKpirieHi
Ha ToJIoBi — 1Ie TPOXM IoJjeruryBaio tsarap. KoxeH Hic pyii-
HULPO. BoHM flin 3ropOMBIIKUCH, i3 ONMYILIEHUMU TUleunMa i
MOXWJIEHOIO TOJIOBOIO, BTYMUBILIU MOTJSI Y 3€MJTIO.

— SIxOu B Hac Oyji0 xo4 aBa Haboi 3 THX, IO JeXaTb y
CXOBaHLli, — CKa3aB APYruid YOJIOBIK.

Horo rosioc 3By4aB MIISIBO, CIIPOKBOJIA. BiH TOBOPYB 30BCiM
HEBMPA3HO; i HOro ToBapuill, CTYIUBILIN Y MOJIOYHO-01J1y BOLY,
1110 MiHWJIAacsl HAaBKOJIO CKeJib, HiYOr0 HE BiIIOBIB.

Hpyruii ioB 3a HUM cJigoM. BoHU He 3HSUIM YepeBUKIB,
X04 Boja Oysa XOJoAHa SIK JIiJ, — TakKa XOJOAHA, 110 3a00JIi-
JIM KIiCTOYKM Ha Horax, a najbli 3aHiMminu. Ilomekyau Boma
csraja iM J1o KOJIiH, i 000€ XUTaluCsl, HaMaralounch 30epertu
piBHOBary.

Toii, 1o MIIOB M03amy, MOCAU3HYBCS Ha TJ1aJKOMy KaMeHi
i Jenp He BMaB, Ta BiMYANAYIIHUM 3YCUJUISIM YTpUMaBCs Ha
Horax. Ti€l XK MUTI BiH TOJIOCHO CKPUKHYB 0f 00J110. 31aBanocs,
BiH OT-OT 3HENPUTOMHIE: BiH PUBKOM MPOCTIT Tepea coboto
BUIbHY pYyKY, HiOM IlyKalouM omopu B moBiTpi. OmaHyBaBIIA
cebe, BiH CTYyMUB yIepea, Ta 3aTOYMBC i JeBe He BIIaB 3HOBY.
Toni BiH cTaB i MOIJIIHYB Ha CBOTO TOBapHIlia, 110 HaBiTh HE
O3MPHYBCS y 110T0 OiK.
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The man stood still for fully a minute, as though debating
with himself. Then he called out:

“I say, Bill, I've sprained my ankle.”

Bill staggered on through the milky water. He did not look
around. The man watched him go, and though his face was
expressionless as ever, his eyes were like the eyes of a wounded
deer.

The other man limped up the farther bank and contin-
ued straight on without looking back. The man in the stream
watched him. His lips trembled a little, so that the rough thatch
of brown hair which covered them was visibly agitated. His
tongue even strayed out to moisten them.

“Bill!” he cried out.

It was the pleading cry of a strong man in distress, but
Bill’s head did not turn. The man watched him go, limping
grotesquely and lurching forward with stammering gait up the
slow slope toward the soft sky line of the low-lying hill. He
watched him go till he passed over the crest and disappeared.
Then he turned his gaze and slowly took in the cirole of the
world that remained to him now that Bill was gone.

Near the horizon the sun was smoldering dimly, almost
obscured by formless mists and vapors, which gave an im-
pression of mass and density without outline or tangibility. The
man pulled out his watch, the while resting his weight on one
leg. It was four o’clock, and as the season was near the last
of July or first of August—he did not know the precise date
within a week or two—he knew that the sun roughly marked the
northwest. He looked to the south and knew that somewhere
beyond those bleak hills lay the Great Bear Lake; also, he knew
that in that direction the Arctic Circle cut its forbidding way
across the Canadian Barrens. This stream in which he stood was
a feeder to the Coppermine River, which in turn flowed north
and emptied into Coronation Gulf and the Arctic Ocean. He
had never been there, but he had seen it, once, on a Hudson’s
Bay Company chart.

Again his gaze completed the circle of the world about him.
It was not a heartening spectacle. Everywhere was soft sky line.
The hills were all low-lying. There were no trees, no shrubs, no
grasses—naught but a tremendous and terrible desolation that
sent fear swiftly dawning into his eyes.

“Bill!” he whispered, once and twice; “Bill!”

6



SKych MUTH YOJIOBIK CTOSIB HEPYXOMO, HiOM Barar4uchb,
MOTIM KPUKHYB:

— UYyew, binne, s minBepHyB HOTYy!

binn mKyTuWiabraB gaji 1Mo MoOJIOYHO-OUTIE Bomi. BiH He
031pHYBCcs. Y0J10BiK AUBUBCH MOMY BCJIiA, i, X04 MOoro odjmny-
Ysl JIMLLIAJIIOCS OailmykK1M, O4i B HbOTO OY/IM SIK Y IIOPAaHEHOrO
OJICHSI.

HMoro cynyTHUK Hacuty BUGpaBcst Ha Geper i pyluB Jadi,
JKOIHOTO pa3y He O3UpPHYBIIKMChL. Y0JOBIK Mmocepen piuku cre-
XUB 32 HUM. MlOro ry6u jienp TPeMTiH, i XOPCTKi TeMHi Byca
HaJ HUMU Bopyuluuiarcs. BiH 001u3HYB nepecoxii ryou.

— binne! — 3akpuuaB BiH.

Ile OyB BimuaiimylIHU KpPUK JIIOAMHMU, 1O MOTpanuia B
0iny. IIpote bim1 He moBepHYB roJ10BU. Y0OJIOBIK ATUBUBCS, SIK
BiH ijie, 3iTHYBIIKCH i HE3rpabHO KyJIbralouu, SIK BiH HEMEBHO
MiIHIMAETHCS MOJIOTUM CXUJIOM JI0 JIeb BUIMMOIO HEOOKpalo,
Ha BepLIMHY HU3bKOTO maropOa. BiH nuBUBCS oMy BCIil
IOTH, TToKu bijim He mepeTHYB BepIlIMHY i He 3HUK 3 o4yeid. Tomi
YOJIOBIK BilIBiB MOIJISA/ i TOBIJIBHO O3UPHYB TOM CBIT, B IKOMY
TEerep JUILIABCI CaM-OIMH.

Hapn oOpiem TbMSIHO CBITHJIOCSI COHIIE, Malizke HEBUIMME Y
MapeBi TyMaHy, 110 3[aBaBcsl TyCTo 0e3(hopMHOI0 Macolo 6e3
KiHLS Ta Kpaw. YonoBiK criepes BCi€lo Baroo Tijla Ha OMHY HOTY
i gictaB romMHHMKA. byia yeTBepTa roguHa, i, OCKiJIbKM HAacTaB
KiHELb JIMITHS Y TO MOYATOK CEPITHSI — BiH yxKe TUXKHIB 30 IBa
SIK BTPATHUB JIiK JHSIM, — COHLIE MYCWJIO CTOSITU Ha MiBHIYHOMY
3axoji. BiH morisitHyB Ha MiBAEHb, 3HAIOUM, 1110 AECh Y TOMY
HampsiMi, 32 LIMMU MOXMYPUMU Taropbamu, JiexkuTb Benuke
Benmexe o3epo; Takox BiH 3HaB, 110 TaM, Ha KaHaachkiit
MYCTLI, BePIIUTD CBili BimmogHuit uuisax IonsipHe Koo, Piuka,
B SIKili BiH CTO$IB, OyJia mpuTOKOIO piku KonmnepMmaiiH, sika Teue
Ha MiBHiY i Brnagae y 3aToky Koponauii, y IliBHiyHM# JIbog0-
BUTHIA OKeaH. BiH HiKosM TaM He OyBaB, MpPOTE SIKOCh OAYMB
110 MicueBicTh Ha KapTi Kommanii I'yI30HCHKOI 3aTOKH.

BiH 3HOBY 03MpHYB CBIT J0BKOJa cebe. Bumosuiie Oyso
HeBTillIHe. YcCloau, KyAu He TJsHb, HepiBHa JiHisg o0pito,
3aMKHEHa HU3bKMMU TlaropOaMu; Hi AepeBLsl, Hi KyllIuKa, Hi
TpaBM — HIYOIro, KpiM XaxJIMBOI, MOTOPOIIHOI ITyCTKH, IO
CIOBHMJIA MOT0 0Yi CTpaxoM.

— binne! — npoilenoTiB BiH i MOBTOpUB 3HOBY: — bie!
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