Lester Moore’s Ballad

Arms and heroes fill my story,
I was ten when I was told.
Special rhythm for shining glory:
four shots from a silver Colt.
Each of them was surely lethal,
four slugs from a forty-four; 
poisoned by that heavy metal,
went forever Lester Moore…

Here’s the coach with mail and paper,
some passengers have arrived.
Lester asks the bearded waiter
for a cheap stay for a night.
Goes to bed to have a short rest,
you can hear a heavy snore…
Holes in nose, not yet in broad chest -
still alive our Lester Moore.

With new offers in his suitcase,
tries to sell some banking bonds.
Every time he finds a new place
he would yield a part of fond.
Knocks on door and shows the farmer
all what he is speaking for;
as a rule, he can’t get farther…
That’s what’s doing Lester Moore.

By cold water drops awoken,
to get rid of dirt and dust,
Lester finds his eyeglass broken;
for his sight it was a must.
There’s no point to have it fixed yet,
has to buy one in the store…
Half blind stumbling takes a mixed set
for a new day Lester Moore.

A filmmaker leased one thousand
but refused to pay it off.
Bankers do not want to lose and
Lester’s words are rude enough.
”You should pay or lose all fortune,
everything you had before!”
”Come next dawn and get your portion!”
Careful, good old Lester Moore!
Early morning on the road there
stand the parties face to face.
They can hear to cry a rooster,
no more sound throughout the place.
”Take one!” cries the film director;
one shot comes and then three more.
Hit by them in lethal sector,
goes down our poor 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
made a riddle of Lester Moore.

Someone called the vet and barber,
expert for such drastic wound.
”Tell if any chances are there
for that fellow on the ground.”
Takes the wrist and looks at eyeball,
shakes his head the good doctor.
”There’s no hope, that’s been his final…
You can bury Lester Moore.”
There’s a stretcher in the corner,
two big fellows take the dead,
carry to the City Coroner:
perfect case to serve his bread.
Sitting in his boring office
cries the sheriff: “Damn folklore!
No more duels, I said stop this!”
Far too late for Lester Moore.

In the graveyard, one hour later,
Raven caws and flies below,
stonecutter and undertaker
bet who won the morning show.
”Who’s the loser, shall I guess on?”
List out points against and for.
”Whose name shall I carve to headstone?”
Quoth the Raven: “Lester Moore!”
Lays our hero six feet under,
a priest said a short farewell,
no one came there and, no wonder,
no one pulled the passing bell.
Pouring raindrops mourn him only,
lightning shines and thunders score.
In a strange ground sleeps a lonely
Western hero: Lester Moore.

Remember him all the nation:
a hero who made his best.
Bow your head in admiration,
give respect his endless rest.
May forever live this gospel
written for a Western choir!
Never forget (do not misspell)
our great hero Lester Moore!
