
Uncle Walt

YOU HAVEN'T much sense, but I

love you well, O wild-eyed broncho
of mine I Y ar heart is hot with the

heat of hell, and a cyclone's in your spine;
your folly grows with increasing age; you
stpnd by the pasture bars, and bare your
teeth in a dotard rage, and kick at the smil-
ing stars. As homely you as the face of sin,
with brands on your mottled flanks, and
saddle scars on your dusky skin, and burs
on your tail and shanks! and old—so old
that the men are dead, who branded your
neck and side; and their sons have lived and
gone to bed, and turned to the wall and
died. But it's you for the long, long weary
trail, o'er the hills and the desert sand, by
the side of the bones of the steeds that fail
and perish on either hand. It's you for the
steady and tireless lope, through canyon or
mountain pass; to be flogged at night with
a length of rope and be fed on a bunch of
grass.
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