The Summons.

Not the &alaries that we earn
Nor the motors thgt we drive
Lut 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
Phat keeps alive the human touch,

fhen across these wid' ning prairies,
Let us all give careful thommht

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 own
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 besn added to our spirit
O'er the years of life's duress.

NLT/1970,



FINT /Jé o elcricer 47‘%‘ e € oA
Ljf‘z.,y-, ,;Ci, N 4/’?%27 L bter e
S Mcz?_ s /c,_?"é-ﬁ‘ 2o aTAHsy
Nes oo o aprenil 2Rl olise

Boon 8 Hgopid Hir e g ripiind
i G A rsece Aot e T T
ARy Autor nline oty Lorrmnn Pceel

Fens atarcds Zlte .M(q(,;-w,,./z ﬁl—rm
,w_/?‘m et /;,/4-:‘; CWM Aﬁarc—/{f‘

e a@#y% bt 2ot He

,&/g MM/%

fue carsrmiz ]A O




