
The Summons.

Not the Salaries th^t we earn

Nor the motors th^t we drive
•^ut what we give to others
Keeps the spirit still alive.

It is not material things
In a land that has so much,
But the hand held out to neighbor
^hat keeps alive the human touch.

Ihen across these wid' ning prairies,
Let us all give careful thogght
Not to what we get tomorrow
But what today we've got.

Not a foot of what we stand on
Can we really call our o\-m
For when the summons bids us
We stand naked and alone.

We cannot take it with us
Not a thing we here possess
But what's bean added to our spirit
O'er the years of life's duress.
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