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'D like fo meet you anywhere,
Along the sunset frail
And rolf quith you a cigarefle,
And hear a range-land fale.
I'd like to hear vou drasulin® speak
That wvord that rhymes with cow,
And fastes of sage ond alkali —
That litlle old avord **How.""

I'd fike fo sight wou from a raise
Upon the Big Divide ;

I bet I "d know vou from the suay —
The reckless way vou ride.

I betl I'd yell — Az, blame the luck [
I’d giwe the sworld jes” noww,

To hear the pound of hoofbeals and
That Fitle old sword ** How."”

Fer “charmed, I m sure,”” and soft hand-
shake
Of Righ society,
Somewway, don'l newer git ils rope
Upon the hearf ¢° me.
I want fo beal you on the back,
In foyous, friendly rows,
And call you names— I wanf fo hear
That fittle old wword ** How."”



