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THE OUTLAW

lie KiMMUH to piun tlit> thiuK alouo,

To rml the vile (iisp^iaco;

lit' tai'i-icH lonjj, ull Mt'oiniiip; blown,
Fop juMt tln' time and plants

And when thr rouHing moment piles,

Finds him a(|iiiver. full of nmiU^..

He fi^htH more wisely you may know,
And quiekly is it done,

—

A whirlinj^ buek, a twist, a throw,

A cowboy pitched and spun;
He heaves the rider Ki'ippint? hard.

He piles him otT, vextnl, luuised and jarn*d.

And still he fights in fury hot.

And clears a little space;

Not one of all the startled lot

Can drop a rope in place;

He staves them ott" with nimble heels.

And sundry strangling bites and scjueals.

The saddle works a trifle loose,

'Tis lashed across the plain,

He kicks it ott", nor calls for truce,

Hut vanishes again;
He seeks the stamiiing-grounds afar,

Prepared to wage more ecpial war.
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