
Cowboy Life 

Days are becoming a bag of nails 

Seems to be everyday it hails 

Beetle-Crushers turning blue 

I think I might catch the flu 

I am tired and starved 

My body is bruised and scarred 

I want to go home 

Back to my comb 

The sky is white 

I thought this would be right 

Turns out I am wrong  

This night seems long 

 

 

 


