
For us no cheerful hostelry
Their Nvelconie gates unfold,

No gjeiierous board or doivny coucli
Aiis our troopers bold.

Benoath the 8tarlit canopy,
At ove wihen dayliglt ivancs,

There live the hiard(y sluiiberers,
The Riders of the Plains

In wint of rest, ih wvant of food,
Our courage does not fail;

As day and iiight,%we follow hard,
The despei'ado's trail.

His threatened rifle stays us not,
Hie finds no hope reniains,

And yields ab last a captive to
The Riders of the Plains.

But that wvhiclh tries the courage sore,
0f Horseni and of Steed,

Is want of water, blessed ivater.
Biessedl water in our need.

WeIl face like men -%vhat ere hef.-Ils
Of perils, hardships, pains,

Oh God, deny uot water to
The Riders of the Plains

We've talien the haughty feathored cliief,
WVhose bands -vere red with blood,

E'en in the very Council Lodge,
W~e soized hini as lie Stood,

Three Iearless hearts faced forty braves,
And bore their chief in chains,

Full sixty miles to wvhera lay camped
The Riders o>f the Plains.

And death, iwho cornes alike to ail,
Hath stricken us out hiere;

Filling our htearts w'ith bitter woe,
Our eyes with xnany a tear,

Fivo trnes lie drewv his fatal bow,
His biand no prayer restrains,

Fivp, tirnes hie arrow sped arnong
Tiie Ridera of the Plains.

H-ard by the "Old Mian's River,"
Wlhere f reshesb breezes blow

Five grassy înounds iay side by aide
T Five Riders sleep below

Nent ptilings close the 8a.cred ground
No stratiger's step profanes

Their deep repose, aud they gleep weli
Thoso Ridera of the Plains.


