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Uncle Walt

MY SIRES were strong, heroic men,
who fought on many a crimson
field; and none could better cut a

throat, or batter down a foeman's shield;
and some were knighted by the king, and
went around with golden spurs, which must
have been a nuisance when they walked
among the cockleburs. Their sires were
barons of the Rhine, who worked a now
historic graft; they held up travelers by
day, and quaffed their sack at night, and
laughed; they always slept upon the floor,

and never shaved or cut their hair; they
pawed their victuals with their hands, and
never heard of underwear. Their sires,

some centuries before, ran naked through
the virgin vales, distinguished from the
other apes because they hadn't any tails.

And they had sires, still farther back, but
that dim past is veiled to me, and so I fear
I cannot claim a really flawless pedigree.


