
Unnamed 
By Ethel McLean Johnston 

 
When I stand alone on a mountain 

Under the arching sky, 
There comes a tug at my heart strings,  

A longing that can never die. 
Realizing the beauty about me, 

I feel that it’s not complete; 
My mind turns away from nature 

And I think of the city street. 
 

Oh, those masses of human beings 
Whose lives will never know, 

The sight of those royal mountains, 
With their summits crowned in snow. 

Their poor tired eyes never rest 
On the moonlit timbered hills, 
Their aching feet never tread 
The soil that the farmer tills. 

 
They never know the pleasure 
Of hunting cattle on the range, 

They never follow the deer paths, 
Through the forests weird and strange. 

How I long to bring them forth 
Under the sunny skies, 

And show them the wonderful beauty 
That in sweet nature lies. 










