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Songs of a Sourdough

THE LAW OF THE YUEKON.

THs is the law of the Yukon, and ever she makes it
Main

FEend wor vour Eoolish and fechle ; send me your
E-I.I'l':lﬂg J]TIII']. _'\'i'l"l.]'l' s,

Strong for the red rage of battle ; sane, for 1 harry
them sore;

Send mie mew it for the cowbat, men who are grit
to the core;

Swift az the panther in trivmph, fieree as the bear in
defeat,

Sired of a hulldog parent, stecled in the furnsee heat,

Send me the best of your breeding, lend me your chosen
ones ;

Them will T take to my bosom, thewm will T call my
ENIER



G FPHE LA &F TIHE FEWY,

Them will 1 gild with wy treasure, them will T glut
with my meat;

st the others—the isflrs, the failures—I trample
nnder my feet,

Dizeolute, danned and dezpairful. erippled and palsied
and =lam,

Ye wonll send me the spawn of your gutters—Go!
tuke baek vour spawn agnim

“Wild and wide are my borders, stern as death is my
EWHY

From vy rithless: throne T lave roled alone for a
million vears and a day:

Hugging wmy wmighty treasure, waiting for man te come:

Till he swept like & mrbid torrent, and after him swept
—the seuin,

The pallid poop of the dead-line, the enervate of Lhe

e,
Oue by one T weeded them out, for all that T sought
witi—Men.

Une by one | dismayed theme frighting them sore with
niy glooms:

Gne by one [ betraved them anto my manifold dooms.

Prowned them like rmats in my rovers. starved them
like eurs on my plains,

Rotted the fleslh that was left then. posoned the blood
i their velnz;



PHE LAW OF THE TUKON. T

Barzt with my winter upon them, searing forever their
gight,

Lashed thewn with Iungus-white faces, whimpering wild
in Lthe night ;

Stageering blind through the storm-whirl, stumbling
tad throngli the anow,

Frozgen stitf - the tee paek, brittle and bent ke a bow:

Featureless, formless, lorsaken, seented by wolves in
their sl

Lefl for the wind to make wuszic through ribs that are
alittering white;

tmawing the biaek crist of failnre, searching the pit
of dezpair,

Crooking (he tee in the frigger, frying to patter o

prayer:
Gioinr onlside with an eseort, raving with lips all
atoann
Writing a chegque for a million, drivelling feebly of
T

Tost like a lonse in the burning . . . or else 1n the
tented town

Beckine o drunkard’s solace, sinking and sinking down;

Steepedd in the stime at the hottom, dead to a decent
world,

Lost "mid the hwmwan fotsam, far on the frontier

hurled :



bl THE LAW 0f THE YUKON.

Im the comp at the bemd of the viver, with its doswn
zaloons aglare,

Ita pambling denz aviot, its pramophones all ablare:

Crimpoed with the erimes of a city, sin-ridden and
Lirnled with lies,

T the Bush of my moiotained vastiness, in the (ish
of my midnicht skies.

Plague-spots, yet tools of my purpose, so natheless [
gntler thom thrive,

Crushing my Weale in rtheir clutches, that only my
Strong may survive,

* Dut the othiers, the wen of wy mettle, the men whe
would “slablish wy Lae,

Into its ultimate Issoe, winning we honoer, not shame;

Searching my witerioost vallevs, fighting eacli step as
they go,

Shootir the wrath of e rapids, sealing my ramparts
of snow ;

Ripping the uls of my menntains, looting the beds of
my crecks,

Them will I take Lo wy bosom, and speak as o mother
speaks.

T am the land that lislens, T am the Tand that bromls;

Stecpel in eternal beanty, erystalline wators and woods.



