
THE PRAIRIE

The City ? Oh, yes, the City 
Is a good enough place for a while,

It fawns on the clever and witty,
And welcomes the rich with a smile ;

It lavishes money as water,
It boasts of its palace and hall,

But the City is only the daughter—
The Prairie is mother of all !

The City is all artificial,
Its life is a fashion-made fraud,

Its wisdom, though learned and judicial, 
Is far from the wisdom of God ;

Its hope is the hope of ambition,
Its lust is the lust to acquire,

And the larger it grows, its condition 
Sinks lower in pestilent mire.

The City is cramped and congested,
The haunt and the covert of crime ; 

The Prairie is broad, unmolested,
It points to the high and sublime ;
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