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Medicine Hat 
''Sunny Alberta) 

There's a blot on the map in the Northland, 
Away on the edge of the world, 

I 've heard the Americans call it, 
Where the smoke of the teepee once curled. 

A city enclosed by a river 
Surrounded by hills lit with gold; 

She's richer by far than most cities, 
But her riches have never been told. 

The Governnient tried for to break her 
This wild ranching land of the plain; 

They handed her thousands of farmers, 
They handed her bushels of grain, 

They plowed and they disced and they sweated, 
They struggled, they fought and they tried; 

But only two crops did they grow there 
The wind blew as dry as a hide. 

The tractors sang songs on her furrows, 
The men grew old with their care; 

Not a cent, not a cent for their trouble, 
But the government always was there. 

They helped them to seed in the springtime, 
They helped them again in the fall; 

But the range was so wild and rebellious 
They couldn't break her at all. 





They boosted her high to the farmers, 
They boomed her higher in town, 

They sent for a man called Hatfield 
To make the rain come down. 

He set up his towers all round her 
This wild old ranching plain, 

And he messed with a can on top of a box 
But he couldn't make it rain. 

The farmers paid each a dollar 
For the tower, the box and the can, 

And they handed about three thousand 
To that blessed rain-making man ; 

And never a bushel of grain they got 
After they had to pay, 

Hut it poured and it poured for a week or more 
After he went away. 

Their fields are now full of thistles, 
Their fences lie on the ground; 

Our men are tired and broken 
And the (.Government only have found 

It was no use of trying to break her 
This wild little plain of the West. 

God! couldn't they leave her alone, 
Ranching for her was the best. 

I remember her thousands of cattle 
Range over a thousand hills, 

And her sweet blessed river shining, 
And her June rain that never chills; 

I remember her wild plains stretching 
Hundreds of miles away 

With no fences or Ifussian thistles, 
And miles of blue-joint hay. 





God! hut she was a country, 
Wonderful to behold; 

That ' s what I 'm trying to tell you, 
Her riches have never been told. 

Why don' t you listen to nature 
She always speaks more true, 

(live her what 's coming to her 
And you bet she'll stand by you. 

What am I trying to tell you 
About this wild plain of the West 

And the prairie gas-lit city, 
My home that I love the best, 

With her wonderful hills of coal mines 
And her lake of gas as well; 

As Kipling sure describes us, 
We're "located on top of he l l " . 

I shut my eyes and try to forget, 
Anil picture our plain again 

With thousand of range stock roaming, 
And the riders back among men; 

And the miners strong and splendid 
Shipping our coal away; 

And the men of the Southland hearing the call 
And coming here to stay. 

And out in the far off coulees 
Where the wolf-dogs used to roam 

They'll DRTLL FOR OIL AND GET IT 
Down by the old range home. 

That 's what I 'm trying to tell you, 
For I read it in nature t rue ; 

Look for yourselves and find it, 
And the God of the Range bless you. 








