
J8 HAPPY ^ \YS

'Tis Christmas night on the old wild range,

And the Northern Lights aglow,

Dance o'er the grim grey cut-banks.

And down on the drifting snow.

And the coyote sneaks by the frozen creeks,

And the wolf calls long and low,

But the toast on the range is " Happy Days,"

Far out where the riders go.


