No Finer Home
Oh I don’t think that I’ll ever find as fine a home

As the one that I had in Yellowstone.

Memories that I know I’ll never forget,

Friendships that will last my life,

As with time, everything fades.

Along with the days

That are suppose to never be forgotten.
I was loaned to this land for such a short time

I now want to be returned in order to find,

the land of that exceptional time.

I want to be part of the ecosystem, blowing threw the breeze,

Fertilizing and sowing the seeds.

I am now part of the land

Soaring threw the mountains

Blowing across the valleys.

Flying with the wildflowers seeds
in the summer breeze.
Running threw the forests of the Lodge Pole Pines

I couldn’t ask for a more exceptional time.

Flowing down the creek’s, streams and mighty flowing rivers.

I am part of the water that the deer, elk, wolf and bear, shall

Come to quench their mighty thirst.

I have walked the present and returned to the past

To make friends with the sprit’s of yesterday,
Walk with the ones of today.

And welcome the one’s of tomorrow.
Oh I know that I’ll never find as fine a home

As the one I have waiting in Yellowstone
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