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To the Range Riders






“HOW"

I'Dﬂhtnmdyau anyuhere,
Along the sanset trail ;

And roll with you a cigaretle,
And hear a range-land tale,

I'd like to hear you draulin® speak
That quord thaf whymes ith coww,

And tastes of sage ond alkali —
That Eitle old word **How."”

I"d like fo sight you from a rofse
Upon the Blg Divide

I bet I'd know you from the way —
The reckless way you ride.

I et I"d yell — A=, Blame the luck |
I'd gioe the world fes" now,

To hear the pound of hoofbeals and
That little old word **How,””

Fer **charmed, I’m sure,”” and soft hand-
shake

Of high soclely,

Someway, don’f never gt ifs rope
Upon the heart o° me.

I qant fo beat you on the back,
In fovous, friendly row,

And call you names — I want fo hear
That little old word ** Homw.”"



