DO WE HORSES KNOW ¢

Do we know when the cruel pace is breakiri;g‘ -

when our breath sobs out in a wreneh of pa
When our backers grow white at the old,old fearing,
Do we think of our &tress in the faee of their gain

We horses play.-as well as humans,

The old, old game With the stakes set high.

We pray, not 1o fail Ihe friends who trust us,
dust 10 do our best — some tolose and die.

When the mad young Mlood of' youth is beating,
Under winged feet the miles fly fast,

And a litlle’ song of hope we're amqm%

For a loved hand's toueh and praise at the last.

When the whips eut deep in the shimmering satin,
And spurs stab sharp where the leaders go, .
When Honor and Faith are in our keeping,

Don't you know, that we know.?

But the whip ecan't drive whien the speed is absent,
Blood counts in the end from some farmous sire,
And e strength of some far away ancestor,
Brings the winner home under the wire.

‘When the erowds arise to cheer so madly e

our sueeess, as they lead us to and fro,

PFramed in the magieal floral horse-shoe,

An! We know, yes, we know! .




