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1: The Call of the Wild Chapter 7 Quiz
The Question and Answer sections of our study guides are a great resource to ask questions, find answers, and discuss
literature. Home Call of the Wild Q & A Ask a question and get answers from your fellow students and educators.

I speak true when I say dat Buck two devils. He drew him to the fire and by its light pointed them out. No
more Spitz, no more trouble, sure. Buck trotted up to the place Spitz would have occupied as leader; but
Francois, not noticing him, brought Sol-leks to the coveted position. In his judgment, Sol-leks was the best
lead-dog left. Buck sprang upon Sol-leks in a fury, driving him back and standing in his place. Him kill dat
Spitz, him think to take de job. He took Buck by the scruff of the neck, and though the dog growled
threateningly, dragged him to one side and replaced Sol-leks. The old dog did not like it, and showed plainly
that he was afraid of Buck. Francois was obdurate, but when he turned his back, Buck again displaced
Sol-leks, who was not at all unwilling to go. Buck remembered the man in the red sweater, and retreated
slowly; nor did he attempt to charge in when Sol-leks was once more brought forward. But he circled just
beyond the range of the club, snarling with bitterness and rage; and while he circled he watched the club so as
to dodge it if thrown by Francois, for he was become wise in the way of clubs. The driver went about his
work, and he called to Buck when he was ready to put him in his old place in front of Dave. Buck retreated
two or three steps. Francois followed him up, whereupon he again retreated. After some time of this, Francois
threw down the club, thinking that Buck feared a thrashing. But Buck was in open revolt. He wanted, not to
escape a clubbing, but to have the leadership. It was his by right. He had earned it, and he would not be
content with less. Perrault took a hand. Between them they ran him about for the better part of an hour. They
threw clubs at him. They cursed him, and his fathers and mothers before him, and all his seed to come after
him down to the remotest generation, and every hair on his body and drop of blood in his veins; and he
answered curse with snarl and kept out of their reach. He did not try to run away, but retreated around and
around the camp, advertising plainly that when his desire was met, he would come in and be good. Francois
sat down and scratched his head. Perrault looked at his watch and swore. Time was flying, and they should
have been on the trail an hour gone. Francois scratched his head again. He shook it and grinned sheepishly at
the courier, who shrugged his shoulders in sign that they were beaten. Then Francois went up to where
Sol-leks stood and called to Buck. Buck laughed, as dogs laugh, yet kept his distance. The team stood
harnessed to the sled in an unbroken line, ready for the trail. There was no place for Buck save at the front.
Once more Francois called, and once more Buck laughed and kept away. Francois complied, whereupon Buck
trotted in, laughing triumphantly, and swung around into position at the head of the team. His traces were
fastened, the sled broken out, and with both men running they dashed out on to the river trail. Highly as the
dog-driver had forevalued Buck, with his two devils, he found, while the day was yet young, that he had
undervalued. At a bound Buck took up the duties of leadership; and where judgment was required, and quick
thinking and quick acting, he showed himself the superior even of Spitz, of whom Francois had never seen an
equal. But it was in giving the law and making his mates live up to it, that Buck excelled. Dave and Sol-leks
did not mind the change in leadership. It was none of their business. Their business was to toil, and toil
mightily, in the traces. So long as that was not interfered with, they did not care what happened. Billee, the
good-natured, could lead for all they cared, so long as he kept order. The rest of the team, however, had grown
unruly during the last days of Spitz, and their surprise was great now that Buck proceeded to lick them into
shape. The first night in camp, Joe, the sour one, was punished soundly--a thing that Spitz had never
succeeded in doing. Buck simply smothered him by virtue of superior weight, and cut him up till he ceased
snapping and began to whine for mercy. The general tone of the team picked up immediately. It recovered its
old-time solidarity, and once more the dogs leaped as one dog in the traces. Him worth one thousand dollair,
by Gar! What you say, Perrault? He was ahead of the record then, and gaining day by day. The trail was in
excellent condition, well packed and hard, and there was no new-fallen snow with which to contend. It was not
too cold. The temperature dropped to fifty below zero and remained there the whole trip. The men rode and
ran by turn, and the dogs were kept on the jump, with but infrequent stop-pages. The Thirty Mile River was
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comparatively coated with ice, and they covered in one day going out what had taken them ten days coming
in. Across Marsh, Tagish, and Bennett seventy miles of lakes , they flew so fast that the man whose turn it was
to run towed behind the sled at the end of a rope. And on the last night of the second week they topped White
Pass and dropped down the sea slope with the lights of Skaguay and of the shipping at their feet. It was a
record run. Each day for fourteen days they had averaged forty miles. For three days Perrault and Francois
threw chests up and down the main street of Skaguay and were deluged with invitations to drink, while the
team was the constant center of a worshipful crowd of dogbusters and mushers. Then three or four western bad
men aspired to clean out the town, were riddled like pepperboxes for their pains, and public interest turned to
other idols. Next came official orders. Francois called Buck to him, threw his arms around him, wept over
him. And that was the last of Francois and Perrault. A Scotch half-breed took charge of him and his mates, and
in company with a dozen other dog-teams he started back over the weary trail to Dawson. It was no light
running now, nor record time, but heavy toil each day, with a heavy load behind; for this was the mail train,
carrying word from the world to the men who sought gold under the shadow of the Pole. Buck did not like it,
but he bore up well to the work, taking pride in it after the manner of Dave and Sol-leks, and seeing that his
mates, whether they prided in it or not, did their fair share. It was a monotonous life, operating with
machine-like regularity. One day was very like another. At a certain time each morning the cooks turned out,
fires were built, and breakfast was eaten. Then, while some broke camp, others harnessed the dogs, and they
were under way an hour or so before the darkness fell which gave warning of dawn. At night, camp was made.
Some pitched the tents, others cut firewood and pine boughs for the beds, and still others carried water or ice
for the cooks. Also, the dogs were fed. To them, this was the one feature of the day, though it was good to loaf
around, after the fish was eaten, for an hour or so with the other dogs, of which there were fivescore and odd.
There were fierce fighters among them, but three battles with the fiercest brought Buck to mastery, so that
when he bristled and showed his teeth, they got out of his way. Best of all, perhaps, he loved to lie near the
fire, hind legs crouched under him, fore legs stretched out in front, head raised, and eyes blinking drearily at
the flames. He was not homesick. The Sunland was very dim and distant, and such memories had no power
over him. Far more potent were the memories of his heredity that gave things he had never seen before a
seeming familiarity; the instincts which were but the memories of his ancestors become habits which had
lapsed in later days, and still later, in him, quickened and became alive again. Sometimes as he crouched there,
blinking dreamily at the flames, it seemed that the flames were of another fire, and that as he crouched by this
other fire he saw another and different man from the half-breed cook before him. This other man was shorter
of leg and longer of arm, with muscles that were stringy and knotty rather than rounded and swelling. The hair
of this man was long and matted, and his head slanted back under it from the eyes. He uttered strange sounds,
and seemed very much afraid of the darkness, into which he peered continually, clutching in his hand, which
hung midway between knee and foot, a stick with a heavy stone made fast to the end. He was all but naked, a
ragged and fire-scorched skin hanging part way down his back, but on his body there was much hair. In some
places, across the chest and shoulders and down the outside of the arms and thighs, it was matted into almost a
thick fur. He did not stand erect, but with trunk inclined forward from the hips, on legs that bent at the knees.
About his body there was a peculiar springiness, or resiliency, almost catlike, and a quick alertness as of one
who lived in perpetual fear of things seen and unseen. At other times this hairy man squatted by the fire with
head between his legs and slept. On such occasions his elbows were on his knees, his hands clasped above his
head as though to shed rain by the hairy arms. And beyond that fire, in the circling darkness, Buck could see
many gleaming coals, two by two, always two by two, which he knew to be the eyes of great beasts of prey.
And he could hear the crashing of their bodies through the undergrowth, and the noises they made in the night.
And dreaming there by the Yukon bank, with lazy eyes blinking at the fire, these sounds and sights of another
world would make the hair to rise along his back and stand on end across his shoulders and up his neck, till he
whimpered low and suppressedly, or growled softly, and the half-breed cook shouted at him, "Hey, you Buck,
wake up! It was a hard trip, with the mail behind them, and the heavy work wore them down. The dogs were
tired, the drivers grumbling, and to make matters worse, it snowed every day. This meant a soft trail, greater
friction on the runners, and heavier pulling for the dogs; yet the drivers were fair through it all, and did their
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best for the animals.
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2: The Call of the Wild: Chapter 4
Learn the call of the wild chapter 6 questions with free interactive flashcards. Choose from different sets of the call of the
wild chapter 6 questions flashcards on Quizlet.

A major decision must be made, however. Since Spitz has been killed, the sled drivers require a new lead dog.
Sol-leks is chosen as the new lead dog. But Buck will not allow this, and he springs upon Sol-leks in a fury,
indicating his desire to be the leader of the pack. Buck immediately remembers the man in the red sweater, and
he cowers before the club. Yet "Buck was in open revolt," and he springs upon Sol-leks at the first
opportunity. Buck more than proves his prowess. Buck continues to excel in leadership, and the other dogs fall
immediately in line and grant Buck his hard-earned superiority. In fact, one of the dogs, Pike, lagging during
the day, is soundly punished by Buck for his laziness. At one of the stops, the Rink Rapids, two native
huskies, Teek and Koona, are added to the team, and Buck immediately coerces them into being members of
the team. In record time, the journey from the Rink Rapids to Skagway, their destination, is accomplished.
Once again, Buck and his mates set out on the weary and monotonous trail to Dawson. We are told that Buck
enjoyed lying near the campfire, at which time he would dream of his old life in the Santa Clara Valley, but
â€” and this is an important point â€” "he was not homesick. At other times, he ponders the "half-breed cook"
who also sits near the campfire. We are told that "he did not stand erect," but that he had "a trunk that inclined
forward from the hips on legs bent at the knees. Once again, London reminds us of his central concern about
the survival of the fittest. The drivers can locate no broken bones or visible wounds, but they know that
something is wrong, probably internally. The Scotch half-breed, therefore, decides to remove Dave from the
team; yet Dave, even in his pain, is resentful. London explains that "the pride of trace and trail was his, and,
sick unto death, he could not bear that another dog should do his work. The next morning, Dave is too weak to
travel, but through an incredible act of physical stamina, Dave bravely stands in line to be harnessed. He
constantly trips and falls, and he stumbles, unable to pull along with his teammates, and at last, the driver is
forced to remove Dave from the team. In general, this chapter functions as something very much like a
transitional chapter. In the first three chapters, we saw how Buck adjusted to the primitive wilderness and to
the primeval North. After his winning his mastership in this chapter, we see that Buck now performs the tests
of his masters with perfect precision, making himself a lead dog superior even to all the other dogs. Thus,
Buck proves to be a perfect creature. This transitional chapter contrasts with the first three chapters, then, and
the next three chapters will show Buck becoming increasingly alien to all traces of civilization and preparing
himself to accept and adapt to "the call of the wild.
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3: The Call of the Wild Chapters 1 - 2 Quiz
Write the answers to these as a New Post called "Call of the Wild - Chapter 5" on the "Class Work" page of your
website. Use complete sentences. Answer in a different colored font.

Again from its brumal sleep Wakens the ferine strain. Buck did not read the newspapers, or he would have
known that trouble was brewing, not alone for himself, but for every tidewater dog, strong of muscle and with
warm, long hair, from Puget Sound to San Diego. Because men, groping in the Arctic darkness, had found a
yellow metal, and because steamship and transportation companies were booming the find, thousands of men
were rushing into the Northland. These men wanted dogs, and the dogs they wanted were heavy dogs, with
strong muscles by which to toil, and furry coats to protect them from the frost. Buck lived at a big house in the
sun-kissed Santa Clara Valley. It stood back from the road, half-hidden among the trees, through which
glimpses could be caught of the wide cool veranda that ran around its four sides. The house was approached
by graveled driveways which wound about through wide-spreading lawns and under the interlacing boughs of
tall poplars. At the rear things were on even a more spacious scale than at the front. And over this great
demesne Buck ruled. Here he was born, and here he had lived the four years of his life. It was true, there were
other dogs. There could not but be other dogs on so vast a place, but they did not count. They came and went,
resided in the populous kennels, or lived obscurely in the recesses of the house after the fashion of Toots, the
Japanese pug, or Ysabel, the Mexican hairless, strange creatures that rarely put nose out of doors or set foot to
ground. On the other hand, there were the fox terriers, a score of them at least, who yelped fearful promises at
Toots and Ysabel looking out of the windows at them and protected by a legion of housemaids armed with
brooms and mops. But Buck was neither house dog nor kennel dog. The whole realm was his. His father,
Elmo, a huge St. He was not so large--he weighed only one hundred and forty pounds--for his mother, She,
had been a Scotch shepherd dog. Nevertheless, one hundred and forty pounds, to which was added the dignity
that comes of good living and universal respect, enabled him to carry himself in right royal fashion. During the
four years since his puppyhood he had lived the life of a sated aristocrat; he had a fine pride in himself, was
even a trifle egotistical, as country gentlemen sometimes become because of their insular situation. But he had
saved himself by not becoming a mere pampered house dog. Hunting and kindred outdoor delights had kept
down the fat and hardened his muscles; and to him, as to the cold-tubbing races, the love of water had been a
tonic and a health preserver. And this was the manner of dog Buck was in the fall of , when the Klondike
strike dragged men from all the world into the frozen North. Manuel had one besetting sin. He loved to play
Chinese lottery. Also, in his gambling, he had one besetting weakness--faith in a system; and this made his
damnation certain. No one saw him and Buck go off through the orchard on what Buck imagined was merely a
stroll. And with the exception of a solitary man, no one saw them arrive at the little flag station known as
College Park. This man talked with Manuel, and money chinked between them. Buck had accepted the rope
with quiet dignity. To be sure, it was an unwonted performance but he had learned to trust in men he knew,
and to give them credit for a wisdom that outreached his own. He had merely intimated his displeasure, in his
pride believing that to intimate was to command. But to his surprise the rope tightened around his neck,
shutting off his breath. In a quick rage he sprang at the man, who met him halfway, grappled him close by the
throat, and with a deft twist threw him over on his back. Then the rope tightened mercilessly, while Buck
struggled in a fury, his tongue lolling out of his mouth and his great chest panting futilely. Never in all his life
had he been so vilely treated, and never in all his life had he been so angry. But his strength ebbed, his eyes
glazed, and he knew nothing when the train was flagged and the two men threw him into the baggage car. The
hoarse shriek of a locomotive whistling a crossing told him where he was. He had traveled too often with the
Judge not to know the sensation of riding in a baggage car. He opened his eyes, and into them came the
unbridled anger of a kidnaped king. The man sprang for his throat, but Buck was too quick for him. His jaws
closed on the hand, nor did they relax till his senses were choked out of him once more. A crack dog doctor
there thinks that he can cure him. Dazed, suffering intolerable pain from throat and tongue, with the life half
throttled out of him, Buck attempted to face his tormentors. But he was thrown down and choked repeatedly,
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till they succeeded in filing the heavy brass collar from off his neck. Then the rope was removed, and he was
flung into a cage-like crate. There he lay for the remainder of the weary night, nursing his wrath and wounded
pride. He could not understand what it all meant. What did they want with him, these strange men? Why were
they keeping him pent up in this narrow crate? He did not know why, but he felt oppressed by the vague sense
of impending calamity. Several times during the night he sprang to his feet when the shed door rattled open,
expecting to see the Judge, or the boys at least. But each time it was the bulging face of the saloon-keeper that
peered in at him by the sickly light of a tallow candle. But the saloon-keeper let him alone, and in the morning
four men entered and picked up the crate. More tormentors, Buck decided, for they were evil-looking
creatures, ragged and unkempt; and he stormed and raged at them through the bars. They only laughed and
poked sticks at him, which he promptly assailed with his teeth till he realized that was what they wanted.
Whereupon he lay down sullenly and allowed the crate to be lifted into a wagon. Then he, and the crate in
which he was imprisoned, began a passage through many hands. Clerks in the express office took charge of
him; he was carted about in another wagon; a truck carried him, with an assortment of boxes and parcels, upon
a ferry steamer; he was trucked off the steamer into a great railway depot, and finally he was deposited in an
express car. For two days and nights this express car was dragged along at the tail of shrieking locomotives;
and for two days and nights Buck neither ate nor drank. In his anger he had met the first advances of the
express messengers with growls, and they had retaliated by teasing him. When he flung himself against the
bars, quivering and frothing, they laughed at him and taunted him. They growled and barked like detestable
dogs, mewed, and flapped their arms and crowed. It was all very silly, he knew; but therefore the more outrage
to his dignity, and his anger waxed and waxed. He did not mind the hunger so much, but the lack of water
caused him severe suffering and fanned his wrath to fever-pitch. For that matter, high-strung and finely
sensitive, the ill treatment had flung him into a fever, which was fed by the inflammation of his parched and
swollen throat and tongue. He was glad for one thing: That had given them an unfair advantage; but now that
it was off, he would show them. They would never get another rope around his neck. Upon that he was
resolved. For two days and nights he neither ate nor drank, and during those two days and nights of torment,
he accumulated a fund of wrath that boded ill for whoever first fell foul of him. His eyes turned bloodshot, and
he was metamorphosed into a raging fiend. So changed was he that the Judge himself would not have
recognized him; and the express messengers breathed with relief when they bundled him off the train at
Seattle. Four men gingerly carried the crate from the wagon into a small, high-walled back yard. A stout man,
with a red sweater that sagged generously at the neck, came out and signed the book for the driver. That was
the man, Buck divined, the next tormentor, and he hurled himself savagely against the bars. The man smiled
grimly, and brought a hatchet and a club. There was an instantaneous scattering of the four men who had
carried it in, and from safe perches on top the wall they prepared to watch the performance. Buck rushed at the
splintering wood, sinking his teeth into it, surging and wrestling with it. Wherever the hatchet fell on the
outside, he was there on the inside, snarling and growling, as furiously anxious to get out as the man in the red
sweater was calmly intent on getting him out. At the same time he dropped the hatchet and shifted the club to
his right hand. And Buck was truly a red-eyed devil, as he drew himself together for the spring, hair bristling,
mouth foaming, a mad glitter in his bloodshot eyes. Straight at the man he launched his one hundred and forty
pounds of fury, surcharged with the pent passion of two days and nights. In mid-air, just as his jaws were
about to close on the man, he received a shock that checked his body and brought his teeth together with an
agonizing clip. He whirled over, fetching the ground on his back and side. He had never been struck by a club
in his life, and did not understand. With a snarl that was part bark and more scream he was again on his feet
and launched into the air. And again the shock came and he was brought crushingly to the ground. This time
he was aware that it was the club, but His madness knew no caution. A dozen times he charged, and as often
the club broke the charge and smashed him down. After a particularly fierce blow he crawled to his feet, too
dazed to rush. He staggered limply about, the blood flowing from nose and mouth and ears, his beautiful coat
sprayed and flecked with bloody slaver. Then the man advanced and deliberately dealt him a frightful blow on
the nose. All the pain he had endured was nothing compared with the exquisite agony of this. With a roar that
was almost lion-like in its ferocity, he again hurled himself at the man. But the man, shifting the club from
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right to left, cooly caught him by the under jaw, at the same time wrenching downward and backward. Buck
described a complete circle in the air, and half of another, then crashed to the ground on his head and chest.
For the last time he rushed. The man struck the shrewd blow he had purposely withheld for so long, and Buck
crumpled up and went down, knocked utterly senseless.
4: SparkNotes: The Call of the Wild: Quiz
The Call of the Wild Questions and Answers - Discover the www.enganchecubano.com community of teachers, mentors
and students just like you that can answer any question you might have on The Call of the Wild.

5: The Call of the Wild: Chapter 1
Call of the Wild Chapter 7 Vocabulary and Questions study guide by ConnieG includes 18 questions covering
vocabulary, terms and more. Quizlet flashcards, activities and games help you improve your grades.

6: Wingerter, Laura / Call of the Wild
The Call of the Wild quiz that tests what you know. Perfect prep for The Call of the Wild quizzes and tests you might
have in school. An Easier Way to Study Hard.

7: SparkNotes: The Call of the Wild
The novel 'The Call of the Wild' by Jack London has many deep topics for interpretation. This lesson will give you ideas
of questions to discuss and think about.

8: The Call of the Wild Questions and Answers - www.enganchecubano.com
In The Call of the Wild,Jack London writes about his main character, the dog Buck, as if the dog were human. The
formal name for giving human qualities to animals is anthropomorphism.

9: Essay Questions
Call of the Wild study guide contains a biography of Jack London, a complete e-text, quiz questions, major themes,
characters, and a full summary and analysis. About Call of the Wild Call of the Wild Summary.
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