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Into our town the Rockhound came

Smelling of gold and jewels and fame.

He dug our hills at a fevered pace,

And loved to show a smiling face.

He told us there was treasure here,

Our lives to bless, our hearts to cheer,

And everyone would earn a share

If we would join him, that seemed fair.

So he taught us all, both young and old,

And showed us how to pan for gold.

We panned and sluiced and dredged; what’s more

We mined for every precious ore.

And a twinkle grew in his steady eye.

“Do you think I came for this? Not I –

To prospect gold is what I do

To test the mettle of my crew.”

“So swing your picks and strike the earth

And gather every stone of worth

I’ve been to Quartzsite, Tucson too,

Far greater wealth will come to you.”

So we dug for jade, and beryls blue,

Rhodochrosite, jasper, too.

Each time we asked, “Is this the prize?”

Each time, a smile; he seemed so wise.

‘Till one cried, “Rockhound, tell us clear 

And share the prize that brought you here.”

He smiled and said, “I tell you true,

It’s just to dig . . .  with friends like you.”
