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Give me moonlight o'er the prairie
Shadows on the hills.

The northern lights a'leaping
Providing all the thrills,

To keep a man enchanied
With nature in her moods.

The sunlight thro the elms
Elfin patterns in the woods
The leap of trout in river
The coyote's eery yell
Are music to my country ears
Scenes and sounds that keep me well.

The "Hi there I" of a neighbor
An early morning walk
To watch the sun a'rising

Hear the prairie chickens talk.
Watch the hawk a' soaring
Wayup there in the sky
Hear the mourning dove a' calling
To the nesting one near by
I would not trade this life o'mine
Tho'^toil be hard and long
Though God made me not a singer
He gave me these for song.
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