THE CALLATIN RIVER

Vhat's this comes tunbling down between the hills
Vith meryy laughter ani & million rills,
Aspiring to a life more full and free

In its ommrd rush to the great deep sea?

Oh well, before you reaen your goal

Jome sad experlences awalt your soul,

For these restless waters now pure and clear
That ave slaked the thiret of elk and deer
And been the home of the mountain trout,
Hoistening the fields in tim s Of drought,
Must mix with the commerce of busy men

And be chained in the mire amain and again.
But onward you go lmummh of tiis earth
Vho forpetting self and thelr gentle birth,
¥Mixing with orime and unimllowed strife

Add their lustre to this old world's lifes
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