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Story of the Northland, Anna Hunnicutt (LL/"

- Oh i*av to my story, Uf the Nobthland hoary, -
wonere winter is night “nd the wild winds blow, - : '
And the air is white "ith the driving snow;

Anc¢ the malymute’s wall As they speed on the trail,
Like & shriek off despair ¥loats out on the ailr,
When it's forty below And the raging winds blow.

Goo& comrades together, In cold and rough weather,

Have started at last, Ovér hills high and white,

And ?1ains wide and vast Towards the szreat Northern Light.
Therss a2 big sirike of_gold‘Farther noxth, they are told.
They've traveled for days, 'hen ithe zatéring haze

At length seens Lo warn Of a coming storm.

Mush! 3ush! How they gef o0'er the ecrunching snow;
Hear the driver shout To the zalloplng steed,

As Husky leads out And Nig shows his speed;

And the morning, then noon, Witk its twilisht gloom
Change quick into nignt Witn nothing in sight,

Save the Tury born Of an Arctic storn.

The snowIlakes fly, As swift thru the sky,

As iIf they would chass The snrieking air,

And the wind in the race Is everywhere:

The shimmering moon Mas heard the tune,

And hides its fright from the bellowing night,
And the cold is intemee, As the darkness is dense.

God piiy! They're lost. And this is the cost

Of hunting foi gold #nd risking the blight

Of the Arctic cold In the winter's night;

¥ith many a shout Tney wander about,

And pray, forlorn In the plercing storm,

With those wild waves of sound VYashing round them and round.

The good dogs try ﬁith pitiful cry

To face the storm "hile from eyes and ears

Teby see at morn Bursting blood with tears,

And shivering Jack That night so black

Laid down on the trail With a dying wail

And the wind,loud ana long, Sang his funeral song.

They sitruzggle in vain With hunger and pain;

The stormking reigns, #nd all things in fright,

On hill or plain bHave fled out of sight:

All hope they abandon, #nd ramble &t random,

Whiie the winds still blow The maddened snow,

And tue storm's ceaseless su?ge Sounds a funeral dirge.

Have they caught sight Of a road house 1light?
‘Tig & bean afar, Revezled in their eyes,

Thrit tae gates ajar Like a beam from the skies,
And who ecan tell How soon to them Tell,

A soul's sweet rest that comes to the blest,
Ané siormless days In Heaven's bright rays,

Thelr only grave mounc Is wuite and round,
‘Twas built by ke sirom ito hiae from the signt
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0f travelers at morn His work of the nigut.

And perhaps & lother, VYr- some

Tninks as sne prays, 'How long

But looks long in vain For him
.
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