
Western Wagons 

They went with axe and rifle, when the trail was still to blaze, 
They went with wife and children, in the prairie-schooner days, 
With banjo and with frying pan—Susanna, don't you cry! 
For I'm off to California to get rich out there or die! 
 
We've broken land and cleared it, but we're tired of where we are. 
They say that wild Nebraska is a better place by far. 
There's gold in far Wyoming, there's black earth in Ioway, 
So pack up the kids and blankets, for we're moving out today! 
 
The cowards never started and the weak died on the road, 
And all across the continent the endless campfires glowed. 
We'd taken land and settled but a traveler passed by— 
And we're going West tomorrow—Lordy , never ask us why! 
 
We're going West tomorrow, where the promises can't fail. 
O'er the hills in legions, boys, and crowd the dusty trail! 
We shall starve and freeze and suffer. We shall die, and tame the lands. 
But we're going West tomorrow, with our fortune in our hands. 
 
Night Journey 
Now as the train bears west, 
Its rhythm rocks the earth, 
And from my Pullman berth 
I stare into the night 
While others take their rest. 
Bridges of iron lace, 
A suddenness of trees, 
A lap of mountain mist 
All cross my line of sight, 
Then a bleak wasted place, 
And a lake below my knees. 
Full on my neck I feel 
The straining at a curve; 
My muscles move with steel, 
I wake in every nerve. 
I watch a beacon swing 
From dark to blazing bright; 
We thunder through ravines 
And gullies washed with light. 
Beyond the mountain pass 
Mist deepens on the pane; 
We rush into a rain 
That rattles double glass. 
Wheels shake the roadbed stone, 
The pistons jerk and shove, 
I stay up half the night 
To see the land I love. 
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