Lester Moore’s Ballad

Gangsters and guns come here alive
In the story from the west,
Four shots, four slugs into the side
Made our hero come to rest.
A weary colt, four bangs, and death
Took the man we’ve seen before,
Let’s dig into some lethal math
To know more of Lester Moore.

The mail coach stops, the ride was rough
Passengers hop into dust,
Lester needs a place cheap enough
To stay the night – sleep, he must.
Gents, don’t you think of one night stands,
This old inn, with wrecked door
And all the holes that no one mends,
Never hosted Lester Moore.

Black leather bag lack of money
Lester’s got a job to do:
Get the beans back and some honey
For business and Lester too.
There he waits above his ginger
In the bar: strangers’ galore…
Where a quick shot, hot as ember
Sure would find our Lester Moore.

The beer was awful anyway
Lester rises, leaves his chair
And leaves the pub where he won’t stay
The smoke and guns he won’t bear
As he stumbles something splinters
One faux pas leads to some more
For without his leaden nippers
Nearly blind, our Lester Moore.

Long was the road from film to loan
Lester needs his money back
But he’s headstrong, utters no moan
He’s down, won’t pay, search his pack!
There’s no lawful cash to return:
Late at night with cold tremor
Our hero starts a fight in turn
Death will snap at Lester Moore.

The action takes place at midnight
But there’s no one to say ‘cut’
Not a film, it’s a real fight
Past is passed, no chance for ‘but’.
The rival shoots and shoots again,
Into his flesh four slugs bore
No sound of sun, no sound of rain -
No sound from our Lester Moore.



When his chest ate all the four lead,
Lester knew the end was near,
An old forty-four makes him dead
Leaving holes that never heal.
Ruby coloured drops of fresh blood
Those spots he did not ignore,
Neither did he miss the red flood
That seeped through our Lester Moore.

Four hollows for ventilation,
Lester’s body now complete,
Not lost in its admiration,
Our man leaves this world of need.
Doctor arrives in a minute,
To the body on the road,
With a verdict quite exquisite:
This guy here was Lester Moore.

Dusty wheels, handbarrow clacking
As it groans ‘till the saloon
Loafers’, cowboys’ boots a-cracking
All the way under the Moon.
‘Pistol fights are out, you’re all mad’ -
Hear the sheriff’s angry roar,
Lying on the counter, quite dead
Argues no more Lester Moore.

Deathly screech among the branches,
Owls and ravens on the rise,
One man’s happy near the trenches
His purse’ll be filled at Sunrise.
With silent grin he’s easy there,
‘To build another gravestone
for someone, for yet another…’
The raven quotes: Lester Moore.

The funeral is in the morn’,
Never near a crowded place,
Only the priest is there to mourn -
But he covers not his face.
The bell is tolled for someone rich,
Digging’s done, into the core
They lay a wooden box in which
Lies the man, late Lester Moore.

Lester’s body perforated,
Six feet under, final rest;
He’s dead but the poem noted
Lester’s life was full of zest.
He did some wrong, he did some good,
Short life bought from heaven’s store
His name shines on a weary wood
Don’t you forget Lester Moore. 
