










[Item 13.  Very poor photocopy of a typed poem, with portions missing.  In top margin 
of first page is written, “He was a member Dennis Union Church, died in 1930s or 40s” 
referring to Marcus Hall, the author.] 

 
Freeman’s Ox - - - A Pastoral Poem 
   by Marcus Hall 
 
You have heard of Alexander, 
Alexander called the great; 
Of the warhorse he bestrode  
When he rode abroad in state. 
How his name it was Beaucefalous,[2] 
And that name was handed down 
Till it rested on the shoulders 
Of an ox here in this town. 
How the son of that ox’s master 
Called the beast a blamed old “snoozer”,  
Said the name it was too long, 
And he shortened it to Boozer. 
 
Boozer was a sightly beast, 
One could scarcely say a beauty; 
His tail it was so very short 
T’would hardly do its duty. 
But he handled it with ease, 
And his aim was very true; 
The fly that lit on Boozer’s flank 
With this world had just got through. 
And when yoked up in single team 
His style was rather neat; 
The city girls oft smiled on him 
And Benny on the seat. 
 
One maid had never seen the like, 
She looked so sweet and sad 
That Benny thought to comfort her 
And wished he hever had. 
‘Tis done the summer idyl, 
Stern winter brings a tale 
Of treacherous ice and cruel mud,  
With other woes in trail. 
 
‘Twan early in December, 
The day was chill and drear, 

                                                 
2  Modern spelling, Bucephalus. 



Boozer was in the lower field, 
The grasses thin and sere; 
He wandered up and down the field 
And cropped the herbage brown, 
And when at last he was athirst 
To Sukey’s Pond went down; 
‘Tis hard for one that was not there 
To tell the reason why. 

 [next page] 
Boozer was old and wary, 
Of ice and mud holes shy, 
But here upon the ice he fell, 
It broke and let him through; 
“Got Wot” it is a harrowing tale 
That I relate to you. 
He struggled with the silent foe 
With all his might and main, 
The sickening mud closed round his limbs, 
His struggles were in vain. 
 
Had he been of a puny mould 
The dreadful cold had killed; 
For there he lay part of that day 
All to the marrow chilled. 
And Mr Freeman in the woods 
Chopping the tough oak tree, 

 
With his pail and rake encumbered 
Stevie hastened on his way 
Till he reached the Fox Hill sand dunes 
Overlooking Cape Cod Bay 
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