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The iron gate is squeaking
As if ’twere pained to see
A prisoner liberated, «
From bonds of shame set Free.
Its heart with rust corroded,
Like Satan it doth weep,
When one his hold escapeth
~ And out of hell doth leap.
O cursed imp of iron,
Why dost thou look so sad?
Art thou to sorrow so inured
That thou canst not be glad?
Yea, fool, thou bloodless wretch,
Thou carvest thine own goal;
Satan shall disown you, fiend,
And worms devour your soul.

UNCROWNED KINGS

Time was when kings by force and might
Their subjects tried to rule,
But now they talk of freedom’s light
~ And thus their people fool.

‘They’ve put away their kingly crowns,
Their titles, too, disclaim: .

They’re merely Thomases or Browns
But despots just the same.

HORSE-SENSE

There aint no use er buckin’,

They’ve cinched me good and tight:
They’ve got the saddle on my back,
A stout whip to wield and whack,

Between my teeth a bit I ecannot bite—

They got me, yes, they got me right!

There aint no use er buckin’,

1 might as well by Fate abide’
And take things as they come, old pal,
And get ter likin’ that corral.

Of course it kind o’ hurts my pride,

But guess 1'll have to let them ride.

Twas fun a-grazin’ on the plains
And roam where’er you would;
~ To kick your heels, or split the air
By runnin’ wild without a care,
But ’taint no use ter cry and brood—
They got me, pal, and got me good!

There aint no use er buckin’,
Though 1 hdte that curbin’ rein,
For what’s a broncho gonna do
When busters there are more than two?
I'd be a fool ter buck, that’s plain,
So I'm just gonna mind that rein.
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