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Tryin’ To Live

I passed through a cornfield of sick lookin’ corn,


That was tryin’ to live;

The ground was all dusty and dry as a horn,


But the corn tried to live;

I gazed all around, where the sky met the plain,

Not a poor little shadowy prospect of rain –

Then I took off my hat to the sufferin’ grain,


That was tryin’ to live.

Then I said to myself here’s a chance for a roast,


About tryin’ to live;

I’ll drop a few pointers, to trouble the host,


Who are tryin’ to live.

I won’t make no charge for my friendly advice,

You can take it or leave it, ‘tis all the same price –

Perchance ‘twere as well that I wrote on the ice


About tryin’ to live.

I know some good church people, chuck full of grace,


Who are tryin’ to live;

They are always a-croakin’ of some better place,


Still they’re tryin’ to live;

They sing so divinely of sweet bye and bye

And they long for a haven of rest in the sky,

But the last thing they’ll do when the time comes to die


They’ll be tryin’ to live.

This world ain’t so bad – it’s a pretty good place,


If you’re tryin’ to live.

Give a hearty good laugh, while you open your face,


If you’re tryin’ to live.

Don’t get goody good and shut up in your shell,

Thinking only of self, let the rest go to hell;

Make other folks happy, ah! Then you do well,


And you’re worthy ot live.

The millionaire rubs at his gouty old feet,


While he’s tryin’ to live;

The beggar’s more happy who roams in the street,


And has no place to live;

Had that poor greedy soul never coveted wealth

He might have enjoyed the great blessing of health,

For ill gotten gains, if by fraud or by stealth,


Won’t help anyone live.

Toleration’s a text that I want you to mind,


While you’re tryin’ to live;

Show friendship and charity, always be kind


While you’re tryin’ to live;

Should a poor fellow mortal step sideways and fall.

Perchance a kind word may his footsteps recall;

If you can’t say a good word, say nothing at all;


He is tryin’ to live.

There’s class that’s exempt from this scathing satire, --


For they teach us to live;

I’d just as soon monkey with live coals of fire,


Or stir bees in a hive;

But for them all the world would be chaos and night,

And angels be weeping sad tears at the sight;

May heaven shield the press, with its halo of light,


Teaching mortals to live.

That old starry flag that floats free in the air


Will protect us to live.

It says to the serf ridden poor everywhere,


“ ‘Neath my folds ye can live.”

When kingdoms and empires shall fade from the world

And the waves of oblivion above them have swirled

Our own Uncle Sam, with Old Glory unfurled,


Will continue to live.

