The Lost Art of Walking.
The ancient art of walking, prized 

Till few score years ago,

Is ‘mongst us moderns now despised

As practice mean and low.

When carnivals called in my youth

To countrysides aloud,

For lengthened miles did files on foot

O’er fields and highways crowd.

And, hasting to’ards their hailing treat

With song and tale and jest,

They never gave their tireless feet 

One merest moment’s rest.

In those drab, old-world days now dead,

Men walking contests waged

O’er paths to places leagues ahead

Where sportive fête was staged.

Now motor, bike, car, bus and van

The queueing crowds convey,

And few to Nature’s olden plan

The poorest reverence pay.

But do we now meet happier men

In field or fair or fête

Than we did in those drab days when 

Long tramping was a treat?

The question may invidious sound,

But in those years now flown,

When pride ne’er on pedestrians frowned,

True happiness was known.
