Lester Moore’s Ballad

Of arms and the man I sing next:
Four bullets shot in the head,
According to an old grave text,
Left the hero at once dead.
This short poem is revealing,
Who was killed a week before.
Diagnosis: Lead poisoning,
And who got it: Lester Moore. 

Post coach arrived in the evening,
All passengers getting off,
Lester needs a place for sleeping,
A cheap pub: he's not well off.
That will do well for one night and
Poor agent can't spend on whores.
Eternal sleep is in the end...
Never woke up Lester Moore.

His suitcase full of different bonds,
Selling them is his mission.
But if only he sold just one,
He would get some commission.
Drinking lot of cheap whiskey shots,
While playing poker in four...
During this time - for a good shot,
Easy target: Lester Moore.

He pours water in the basin,
To wash the dust of the road,
Then half blinded he is jumpin'
on his precious monocle.
It's now broken to parts,
And although it wasn't so good,
Without it it's really hard
To set off for Lester Moore.

There was a guy, who got money,
But forgot to pay it back:
He spent the loan on a movie,
Shooting a short western sketch.
Lester said: "gimme the money!"
He gave one buck, but not more,
Duel in the dawn - not sunny,
Very dark for Lester Moore.

Standing opposed on narrow path,
Lester and the movie guy.
No reason to argue on past,
Let the duel begin now!
His opponent's bullets hit him
Once and then just three times more.
Didn't even make a small wind
Silently fell Lester Moore.



As the bullets reached his body
And his blood began to drop,
Lester felt that there’s nobody
For those ruby drops to stop.
Four shots – and his lifetime has gone;
Something he did not ask for,
Four shots from a dirty shotgun
Sieve he became: Lester Moore.

Lester now ventilates well,
He has four nice brand new holes;
His last journey is down to hell
Last destiny where he goes.
His pulse is checked on his wrist now,
Final check by the doctor,
Shakes his head: "He has passed out"
Didn't survive Lester Moore.

They put him on a rusty cart,
Took him to the sheriff's place,
The guys who took him weren't smart:
Cart on sidewalk? not so safe.
"I forbid duels in city"
Sheriff was in a bad mood.
Lying on desk - what a pity -
doesn't argue Lester Moore.

Owl of death says "tu-whit tu-whoo",
Raven caws on deserted land,
Tombstoner there, trying to choose
What price to charge in the end.
"I wonder who shot who this dawn" -
Sarcastic smile under nose.
"What name shall I carve on the stone?"
Quoth the raven, "Lester Moore!"

Buried he is, the next morning,
Not worth of a boring wake,
Only priest comes to the crossing,
Where the sexton digs the grave.
There is not much whining, crying,
For him the bell does not toll,
Only cheap tombstone arriving,
Wasn't too rich, Lester Moore.

With holes in body rests Lester,
Less relative density.
Let us bow heads and who is there,
Drop tears, but keep sanity.
A short life not fully in vain,
His enemy learned to shoot...
Solace is, his legend remains
And survives poor Lester Moore! 
