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Walt Mason is the High Priest of Horse Sense.
— George Ade
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A-C-MSCLURG & CO-
1915



CONCERNING WALT

Walt Mason is the Aesop of our day, but his fables are of men, not
animals.
—Collier’s Weekly.

Much of Walt Mason’s poetry is of universal interest.
—London Citizen.

Walt Mason’s poetry is in a class by itself.
—William Jennings Bryan.

Walt’s poems always have sound morals, and they are easy to take.
—Rev. Charles W. Gordon.
(Ralph Connor.)

His satires come with stinging force to the American people.
—Sunday School Times.

Why do people ever write any other kind of books, unless because
no one else can write Walt Mason’s kind?
—William Dean Howells.

His is an extraordinary faculty, surely God-given. Many a world-
weary one, refreshed at the fount where his poetry plays, says deep
down in his heart, “God bless Walt Mason!”

—Seumas MacManus.

Walt Mason’s contributions to the Chronicle have attracted the
attention of English readers by their originality and expressiveness,
and have brought him letters from Mr. John Masefield and many



others. Sir Arthur Conan Doyle regards him as one of the quaintest
and most original humorists America has ever produced.
—London Chronicle.
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The author as “Zim” sees him




To
SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE



CHRISTMAS GIFT

The gift itself is not so much—
Perhaps you’ve had a dozen such;
Its value, when reduced to gold,
May seem too trifling to be told,;
But someone, loving, kind, and true,
Selected it—and thought of You.
The gift may have a hollow ring—
The love behind it is the thing!



FROM SIR HUBERT

I read Walt Mason with great delight. His poems have wonderful
fun and kindliness, and I have enjoyed them the more for their
having so strongly all the qualities I liked so much in my American
friends when I was living in the United States.

I don’t know any book which has struck me as so genuine a voice
of the American nature.

I am glad that his work is gaining a wider and wider recognition.
John Masefield

13 Well Walk, Hampstead,
London



THE CLUCKING HEN

THE old gray hen has thirteen chicks, and round the yard she

claws and picks, and toils the whole day long; I lean upon the
garden fence, and watch that hen of little sense, whose intellect is
wrong. She is the most important hen that ever in the haunts of
men a waste of effort made; she thinks if she should cease her toil
the whole blamed universe would spoil, its institutions fade. Yet
vain and trifling is her task; she might as profitably bask and loaf
throughout the year; one incubator from the store would bring forth
better chicks and more than fifty hens could rear. She ought to rest
her scratching legs, get down to tacks and lay some eggs, which
bring the valued bucks; but, in her vain perverted way, she says,
“I’m derned if I will lay,” and hands out foolish clucks. And many
men are just the same; they play some idle, trifling game, and think
they’re sawing wood; they hate the work that’s in demand, the jobs
that count they cannot stand, and all their toil’s no good.



THE MILKMAN

THE milkman goes his weary way before the rising of the sun; he

earns a hundred bones a day, and often takes in less than one.
While lucky people snore and drowse, and bask in dreams of rare
delight, he takes a stool and milks his cows, about the middle of
the night. If you have milked an old red cow, humped o’er a big
six-gallon pail, and had her swat you on the brow with seven feet
of burry tail, you’ll know the milkman ought to get a plunk for
every pint he sells; he earns his pay in blood and sweat, and sorrow
in his bosom dwells. As through the city streets he goes, he has to
sound his brazen gong, and people wake up from their doze, and
curse him as he goes along. He has to stagger through the snow
when others stay at home and snore; and through the rain he has to
go, to take the cow-juice to your door. Through storm and flood
and sun and rain, the milkman goes upon the jump, and all his
customers complain, and make allusions to his pump. Because one
milkman milks the creek, instead of milking spotted cows, against
the whole brave tribe we kick, and stir up everlasting rows. Yet
patiently they go their way, distributing their healthful juice, and
what they do not get in pay, they have to take out in abuse.
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