
cOMi: WITH mi: to thi: oi.n RAXdF:

yoii trill siDiU the icihl vl< iiinti.<.

As it fill Is ill a cloud of white,

Smdniij its glorious fragrnnrc

Far out in tkf prairie night;

See the moon shininy over the rirer.

Hear thi call of the co)jot( shrill.

Ami the long, deep hay of the lone indf

Coming down fro)ii a far-off hill.

YoH wdl see Dick the broncho bn:;t; r.

The rider who doesn't blow;

You will hear of the cold, hard winter,

1 he crust on the frozen snow;

Of the outlaw hunted hij redcoats

\Vhi)i he hid in the old range hills;

Of the mist that hangs over the river;

Of the soft rain that never chills.

Then come with mc to the old range

Just for 0)1 hour or so;

ril show the sweetest things on earth

Out where the Chinooks blow.


